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ROBERT    SOUTHEY. 


BY  HENRY  T.  TUCKERMAN. 


Robert  Southet  was  born  at  Bedmlnster,  near 
Bristol,  Aug.  12,  1774.  After  an  excellent  domes- 
tic and  country-school  education,  he  was  placed 
at  Westminster  at ,  the  age  of  fourteen  ;  and  in 
1792  transferred  to  Baliol  College,  Oxford.  For 
some  years  after  completing  his  academic  studies, 
he  hesitated  in  the  adoption  of  a  profession ; 
having  originally  designed  to  enter  the  Church. 
Circumstances  subsequently  induced  him  to  accept 
a  diplomatic  secretaryship  at  Lisbon  ;  but  a  strong 
natural  predilection  for  literature,  decided  politi- 
cal opinions,  and,  in  early  life,  a  romantic  disposi- 
tion, gradually  won  him  to  the  exclusive  pursuit 
of  authorship.  His  pure  character,  patient  indus- 
try, and  skill  as  a  writer,  soon  won  him  distinction 
and  prosperity.  His  poem  of  *'  Joan  of  Arc," 
written  in  1793,  first  established  his  reputation. 
Three  years  after,  he  went  to  London  to  stuely  law, 
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but  soon  abandoned  the  vocation  for  the  more  con- 
genial one  of  letters;  and  eventually  settled  at 
Keswick,  in  Cumberland,  where,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  occasional  visits  to  the  metropolis,  two  or 
three  excursions  to  the  Continent  and  different 
parts  of  England,  he  continued  to  reside  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life. 

Southey  was  twice  married,  —  Nov.  14,  1795, 
to  Edith  Fricker,  a  sister  of  the  wife  of  Cole- 
ridge, who  died  in  1837 ;  and  on  the  5th  of  June, 
1839,  to  Caroline  Bowles,  the  poetess.  He  was 
appointed  Poet  Laureate  in  1813.  He  declined 
both  a  seat  in  Parliament  and  a  baronetcy.  His 
"  Life  and  Correspondence,"  by  his  son,  the  Rev. 
Cuthbert  Southey,  contains  many  interesting  letters 
from  his  pen,  illustrative  of  his  career  and  opinions, 
which  are  connected  by  an  ample  and  detailed  nar^ 
rative  both  of  his  private  and  literary  career. 
The  features  of  Southey  have  been  adequately  be- 
queathed by  the  pencil  of  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence 
and  the  chisel  of  Chantrey ;  and  his  conscientious 
spirit  and  varied  services  &s  a  writer,  as  well  as  his 
worth  as  a  man,  are  fitly  recorded  in  a  sonnet  by 
Wordsworth,  the  friend  both  of  his  early  and  his 
mature  years.  The  latter  were  clouded  by  a  slow 
decay  of  cerebral  vigor ;  and  on  the  21st  of  March, 
1843,  Robert  Southey  died,  —  leaving  one  of  the 
most  unsullied  names  on  the  roll  of  modem  Eng- 
lish authors;  and  works,  that,  by  their  number, 
utility,  and  originality,  attest  the  conscientious  de- 
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votion  of  high  powers  to  worthy  ends.  The  fol« 
lowing  estimate  of  his  character,  Life,  and  abilities, 
will  supersede  a  more  minute  account  of  the  man 
and  the  poet ;  for  which  the  reader  is  referred  to 
the  Memoir  by  his  son,  previously  noticed.* 

The  character  of  Southey,  as  revealed  in  his 
biography,  is  essentially  that  of  a  man  of  letters. 
Perhaps  the  annals  of  English  literature  furnish 
no  more  complete  example  of  the  kind,  in  the  most 
absolute  sense  of  the  term.  His  taste  for  books 
was  of  the  most  general  description.  He  sought 
every  species  of  knowledge,  and  appears  to  have 
been  equally  contented  to  write  history,  reviews, 
poems,  and  letters.  Indeed,  for  more  than  twenty 
years,  his  life  at  Keswick  was  systematically  divided 
between  these  four  depai'tments  of  writing. 

No  man,  having  any  pretension  to  genius,  ever 
succeeded  in  reducing  literature  to  so  methodical 
and  sustained  a  process.  It  went  on  with  the 
punctuality  and  productiveness  of  a  cotton-mill  or 
a  nail-factory ;  exactly  so  much  rhyming,  collating, 
and  proof-reading,  and  so  much  of  chronicle  and 
correspondence,  in  the  twenty-four  hours.  Wo  see 
Robert  Southey,  as  he  paints  himself,  seated  at  his 
desk,  in  an  old  black  coat,  long  worsted  pantaloons 
and  gaiters  in  one,  and  a  green  shade ;  and  we  feel 
the  truth  of  his  own  declaration,  that  this  is  his 

♦  Wlint  follows  hnji  been  nlr<'july  printed  in  "  Essays,  Bi- 
op7Jiphic.ll  uud  Critical,*'  by  Ilcury  T.  Tuckennan. 


history.  OccaaioDally  lie  goes  down  lo  (be  riva 
bida  UoliinO  tie  bouso,  and  tlirows  Etones  unlU  bia 
arms  acUo,  plays  wiib  iLe  cat.  or  inkcs  a  mountoiQ- 
wallc  with  ibe  childrea.  Tbo  crentof  bb  life  is 
tho  ptiblicutioD  of  a  book ;  bis  most  dclighlful  bour, 
tbat  in  which  be  sees  the  bandsomclf  printed  title* 
page  that  announces  his  loug-meditnted  work  rcadjr 
at  last  to  be  ushered  in  elegant  attire  before  the 
public;  his  most  pleiisins  exeitemeul,  lo  read  con- 
gratulatory letters  from  admiring  friends,  or  an 
apprcciutivo  critique  in  a  fresh  number  of  the 
"  Quarterly."  • 

Minor  pastimes  he  finds  in  densing  literary  cos- 
ties  in  the  atr,  projecling  epicd  on  Gugget>tive  and 
unused  (hemes,  giving  here  and  ibero  n  linifbing 
touch  to  sentence  or  couplet,  possessing  himself  of 
a  serviet-able  but  rare  lome,  Iranscrihing  a  prcfoo 
with  all  the  conscious  dignity  of  authorship,  or  I 
detlicaiion  with  the  complacent  zeal  i 
friend.  From  the  triple  yet  harmonious  oud  systcii 
Stic  life  of  the  country,  the  slody,  and  the  n 
we  see  him  at  long  inlenab  deport  for  a  visit  ij 
London  to  confabulate  with  literary  lions,  greet  o 
oollegc-friends,  mnkc  new  bargnins  with  pablisbt 
and  become  a  temporary  diner-out ;  or  he  bred 
away  fi'om  domestic  and  literary  employmet 
retreat  among  the  hills,  for  a  rapid  Continental  t< 
during  which  not  nn  incident,  a  natural  fact,  i 
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historical  reminiscence,  a  political  conjecture,  or  a 
wayside  phenomenon,  is  allowed  to  escape  him. 
Though  wearied  to  the  last  degree,  at  nightfall  he 
notes  his  experience  with  care,  as  material  for 
future  use ;  and  hurries  back,  with  presents  for  the 
children  and  a  voluminous  diarj,  to  resume  his  pen- 
crad,  until  the  advent  of  summer  visitors  obliges 
him  to  exchange  awhile  the  toils  of  authorship  for 
the  duties  of  hospitality. 

To  these  regularly  succeeding  occupations  may 
be  added  the  privileges  of  distinction,  the  acquisi- 
tion of  new  and  interesting  friends,  of  testimonies 
of  respect  from  institutions  and  private  admirers; 
and  inevitable  trials,  —  such  as  occasional  assaults 
from  the  critics,  or  a  birlh  or  bereavement  in  the 
household.  Sequestered  and  harmless  we  cannot 
but  admit  such  a  life  to  be ;  and,  when  chosen  from 
native  inclination,  as  desirable  for  the  individual  as 
can  be  imagined,  in  a  world  where  the  vicissitude 
and  care  of  active  life  are  so  apt  to  interfere  with 
comfort  and  peace.  At  the  age  of  thirty-two,  when 
thus  settled  at  Keswick,  Southey  gratefully  esti- 
mated its  worth  in  this  point  of  view  :  *'  This  is  my 
life;  whi(*h,  if  it  be  not  a  very  merry  one,  is  yet  as 
happy  as  heart  could  wish." 

Southey  left  a  somewhat  minute  and  very  graphic 
sketch  of  his  childhood,  parts  of  which  are  written 
in  his  happiest  vein.  Some  of  the  anecdotes  are 
significant,  hut  more  as  illustrations  of  character 
than  of  genius.  He  was  bookish,  moral  and  domestic. 
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inquiring  and  observant,  but  seems  not  to  have 
exhibited  any  of  that  delight  in  the  sense  of  won- 
der that  kept  the  boy  Schiller  rocking  in  a  tree  to 
watch  the  lightning,  or  the  generous  ardor  that 
made  Byron  a  schoolboy  champion,  or  the  oppres- 
sive sensibility  that  weighed  down  the  spirit  of 
young  life  in  Alflcri's  breast.  His  autobiography, 
not  less  than  his  literary  career,  evinces  the  clever 
man  of  letters,  nather  than  the  surpassing  man  of 
genius.  It  is  characteristic  of  this,  that,  between 
the  ages  of  eight  and  twelve,  he  expressed  the 
conviction,  that  "  it  was  the  easiest  thing  in  the 
world  to  write  a  play.''  Such  is  the  natural  lan- 
guage of  talent :  that  of  genius  would  be,  "  It  is 
the  greatest  thing  in  the  world." 

The  most  effective  portrait,  in  the  part  of  his 
memoirs  written  by  himself,  is  that  of  his  Aunt 
Tyler.  It  is  evidently  drawn  from  the  life,  and 
would  answer  for  a  character  in  the  very  best  class 
of  modern  novels.  As  a  revelation  of  himself,  the 
most  excellent  traits  are  the  disposition,  spirit,  and 
state  of  feeling,  displayed.  Southey  obviously  pos- 
sessed steady  affections,  self-respect,  and  a  natural 
sense  of  duty.  The  embryo  reformer  is  indicated 
by  his  essay  against  flogging  in  school ;  and  no  bet- 
ter proof  of  his  reliability  can  be  imagined,  than 
the  fact  that  several  of  his  earliest  friendships 
continued  unabated  throughout  life.  Ills  sketches 
of  teachers,  classmates,  and  the  scenes  of  boyhood, 
are  pleasing,  natural,  and  authentic 
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Like  most  literary  men,  Sou  they  in  youth  took 
an  interest  in  science,  and  dabbled  in  botany  and 
entomology;  but  he  soon  abandoned  insects  and 
flowers,  except  for  purposes  of  metaphor.  His 
education,  too,  like  that  of  Uie  mujority  of  professed 
authors,  was  irregular,  versatile,  and  unexact ;  vi- 
brating between  the  study  of  text-books  in  a  formal, 
and  the  perusal  of  chosen  ones  in  a  relishing,  man- 
ner. His  love  of  the  quaint  in  expression,  his  taste 
for  natural  history,  church  lore,  ballads,  historic 
incident,  and  curious  philosophy,  are  richly  exem- 
plified in  the  specimens  of  the  '*  Commonplace 
Book,"  recently  published,  and  especially  in  that 
fragmentary  but  most  suggestive  work,  *'  The  Doc- 
tor;" and  these  but  carry  out  the  aims  and  tastes 
foreshadowed  in  his  youthful  studies. 

Mai'ked  out  by  natural  tastes  for  a  life  of  books, 
we  recognize  the  instinct  in  the  delight  he  experi- 
enced when  first  possessed  of  a  set  of  Newberry's 
juvenile  publications ;  the  zest  with  w  Inch  he  wrote 
school  themes,  invented  little  dramas,  and  frater- 
nized with  a  village  editor;  not  less  than  in  its 
mature  development,  when  taking  the  shape  of 
beautiful  quartos  with  the  imprimatur  of  Murray 
or  the  Longmans.  The  sight  of  a  fair  finished 
page  of  his  first  elaborate  metrical  composition, 
^Joan  of  Arc,"  he  acknowledges  infected  him  with 
the  true  author  mania;  and  henceforth  he  was 
cmly  happy  over  pencraft  or  typography. 
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lu  his  memoiia  we  find  new  evidence  of  lUe  lawi 
of  mind  and  lieallh,  aud  [ho  f'alal  coQSequcnct-s  of 
their  iufrJngcmcnt.  To  Southey's  kiod  activity  we 
are  indebted  for  a  knowledge  of  the  most  afTectiof; 
instance  iu  English  literature  of  early  genius  pra 
maturely  losi,  —  lliat  of  Kirke  White ;  and  I 
other  caics  of  }  outkful  aBpiratioD  for  literary  horu 
blighted  hy  ileaih,  were  coiiOded  to  liis  bencvoleid 
symiiaihy.  Bui  the  great  iuielleclual  promise 
rapid  devclopraent,  and  utilimely  toss, of  his  bod,! 
one  of  ihu  most  palbetic  episodes  of  his  life, 
correspotidencc  ut  the  pei'iod  explains  the  uppa 
iocongruity  hctweeii  occasional  evitlcnccs  of  stro 
feeling  imd  un  habitual  calmness  of  lone, 
nature  na^  so  balanocd  as  lo  ndmil,  as  a  i^eDci 
rule,  of  perfect  self-conirol.  lie  repeatedly  asserfl 
titat  the  cold^•£:^s  atlrihuled  lo  him  is  uc 
this  great  keroavenieiit,  he  seems  to  have  (jerfecliy 
exercised  the  power  of  Uving  ui  his  mind,  and 
finding  a  refuge  frota  moral  su&ering  in 
acliviiy.  Dut  one  of  the  most  impressive  pbys 
logical  as  well  oa  iiitcllectuul  lessons  lo  bo  dnm] 
from  SoutheyV  Ufe  is  in  his  own  pcraonal  expt 
race. 

We  havu  a  striking  example  of  tlie  need  of  ■ 
legitimate  liygieno  for  the  assiduous  writer,  and  ll 
fatal  consequence  of  iis  negleet.  To  Lis  echolat 
temperament  and  habiU  may  be,  iu  a  mensui 
ascribed  Soulhey'B  eoaserratism ;  and  it  is  eqiia 
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obvious  how  the  same  causes  gradually  modified 
his  physical  constitution,  and,  through  this,  the 
character  of  his  mind.  We  believe  it  is  now  ad- 
mitted, that,  where  the  temperament  is  not  indicated 
with  great  predominance,  it  may  be  almost  entirely 
changed  by  diversity  of  circumstances  and  habits. 
The  influence  of  the  brain  and  nervous  system  is 
so  pervading,  that  where  the  vocation  constantly 
stimulates  them,  and  leaves  the  muscles  and  circu- 
lation in  a  great  degree  inactive,  remarkable  modi- 
fications occur  in  the  animal  economy;  and  so 
intimately  are  its  functions  associated  with  mental 
and  moral  phenomena,  that  it  is  quite  unphilo- 
sophical  to  attempt  to  estimate,  or  even  analyze, 
character,  without  taking  its  agency  into  view. 
The  sedentary  life  and  cerebral  activity  of  Southey 
seem  to  have  very  soon  subdued  his  feelings.  We 
perceive,  in  the  tone  of  his  letters,  a  slow  but  cer- 
tain diminution  of  animal  spirits,  and  now  and 
then  11  prophetic  consciousness  of  the  frail  tenure 
upon  which  he  held,  not  his  intelligent  spirit,  but 
his  mental  machinery,  the  incessant  action  of  which 
is  adequate  to  explain  its  melancholy  and  prema- 
ture decay.  The  time  will  come  when  his  case 
will  be  recorded  as  illustrative  of  the  laws  of  body 
and  mind  in  their  mutual  relations,  —  a  subject 
which  Combe,  Madden,  and  other  popular  writers, 
have  shown  to  be  fraught  with  teachings  of  the 
widest  charity  for  what  are  called  "  the  infirmities 
of  genius." 
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How  taaay  pathetic  diaplera  are  yet  to  bo  * 
ten  on  tlii^  prolific  theme,  before  the  'world  it 
flcientlj  eiitigblened  to  koow  how  lo  treat  hei 
chitdrcD  1  We  need  not  go  to  Tosso's  cell  to 
awaken  our  sympathies  in  tliis  regard.  From  the 
fit^rce  insanity  of  Swift  and  Collins,  lo  the  tnorbid  i 
irrllabUily  or  gloom  of  Johnson,  Pope,  and  Uyroot 
and  the  imbecile  age  of  Alooi-e  and  Souihey,  the 
biAtory  of  English  aDtUor^hlp  ia  replete  with  solemn 
warnins^  to  use  even  the  noblest  endowments  of 
iiumatiily  with  meek  uud  severe  circumspection. 
Ood  ia  not  less  worahlpiied  by  eetect  inleiligencea, 
llirougb  fidelity  to  tUu  iiQiural  laws,  than  by  ode- 
broiing  hia  glory  in  llie  triumphs  of  art. 

In  a  letter  to  Sbaroo  Turner  in  1817,  Suulltey 
remark;,  *'  Sly  spirit*,  miher  than  my  disifositioii, 
have  undergone  a  great  change.  They  used  to  be 
exuberant  beyond  those  of  every  other  person. 
My  heart  seemed  (o  possess  a  perpetual  fuuniaiu  of 
hilarity  ;  no  circumstances  of  study  or  ntmosphcra 
or  solitude  affected  it ;  and  the  ordinary  voxtitions 
and  cares  of  life,  evoo  wlien  ihey  showered  upon 
me,  tell  off  like  hail  fi-om  a  pent-house.  3'Aat 
ipnttg  is  dried  up.  I  cannot  now  prwe«'o  an 
Appearance  of  It  at  all  without  nn  effort;  and  no 
prospect  in  this  world  delights  me,  except  tliat 
III'  the  next."  Although  he  oDeu  uttribnied  this 
i^hauge  to  special  eause?,  and  particularly  to  the 
bercaremeai  which  bore  so  heavily  ou  bu  becHi 
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ho  was,  at  the  same  time,  soon  awai-e  that  the  1*0- 
cujierative  energies  of  his  nature  were  essentially 
impaired.  ''It  is,**  he  writes  to  another  friend, 
'*  between  ourselves,  a  matter  of  surprise  that  this 
1x>dilv  machine  of  mine  should  have  continued  its 
operations  with  so  few  derangements ;  knowing,  as 
I  do,  its  excessive  susceptibilitj  to  many  deranging 
causes."  These  shadows  deepened  as  time  passed 
on,  and  found  him  intent  upon  mental  labor,  when 
nature  imperatively  demanded  freedom,  variety, 
the  comedy  of  life,  and  the  atmosphere  of  a  serene, 
cheerful,  and  unhackneyed  existence. 

There  was  nothing,  however,  in  the  native  hue 
of  Soutiiey's  mind,  that  betokened  any  teudeney  to 
disease.  On  the  contrary,  his  tone  of  feeling  was 
singulaily  moderate,  his  estimate  of  life  ratlier  phi- 
losophic than  visionary ;  and,  for  a  i)oet,  he  searcely 
has  been  equalled  for  practical  wisdom  and  metho- 
dical selt'-govemment.  Instead  of  wishing  newly 
married  people  happiness,  which  he  considered 
supei-tiuous,  he  wished  them  patience.  In  travel- 
ling, he  was  remarkable  for  making  the  best  of 
every  thing ;  he  cherished  a  tranquil  religious 
faith;  he  systcmatizeil  his  life;  and,  instead  of 
lamenting  the  dreams  of  youth  as  the  only  source 
of  real  enjoyment  in  life,  he  says,  **  Our  happiness, 
as  we  ^row  old<;r,  is  more  in  quantity,  and  higher 
in  degree  as  well  as  kind." 

Another  wholesome  quality  he  largely  |)OSaessed 
was  candor.     He  bore  with  exemplaiy  patience, 
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as  a  general  rule,  the  malevolence  of  criticism ;  suf- 
fered with  few  murmurs  the  indignity  of  Gifibrd's 
mutilations  of  bis  reviews ;  and  seemed  to  exhibit 
acrimony  only  when  assailed  by  a  radical,  or  when 
he  alluded  to  Bonaparte,  whose  most  appropriate 
situation,  through  his  whole  career,  he  declared  to 
have  been  when  sleeping  beside  a  fire  made  of 
Aiman  bones  in  the  desert.     He  had  the  magna- 
nimity at  once  to  confess  the  genuine  succes^s  of  the 
American  Navy,  at  a  time  when  it  was  common  in 
England  to  doubt  even  the  testimony  of  facts  on 
the  subject.     "  It  is  in  vain,"  he  writes,  '•  to  treat  the 
matter  lightly,  or  seek  to  conceal  from  ourselves 
the  extent  of  the  evil.     Our  naval  superiority  is 
destroyed."     Of  American  literature,  at  an  earher 
period,  he  declared,  with  more  truth  than  now  could 
be  warranted,  that  "  the  Americans,  since  the  Re- 
volution, have  not  produced  a  single  poet  who  has 
been  heard  of  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic."     Sub- 
sequently, he  w*as,  however,  the  first  to  do  justice 
to  the  poetical  merits  of  Maria  del  Occidente,*  and 
numbered  several  congenial  literary  friends  among 
her  countrymen.     A  more  versatile  course  might 
have  contributed  greatly  to   Southey's   sustained 
vigor  of  mind.     His   early  life  was,  indeed,  suf- 
ficiently  marked   by   vicissitude:    he  was   succes- 
sively a  law-student,  lecturer,  private  secretary, 
traveller,  and  author,  and  thought  of  becoming  a 

*  Mrs.  Brooks. 
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librarian  and  a  consul ;  but  the  result  was  a  firm 
reversion  to  his  primary  tastes  for  rural  life  and 
books. 

It  is  curious,  as  a  psychological  study,  to  trace 
the  lapse  of  youth  into  manhood  and  senility,  as 
indicated  in  the  writings  of  men  of  talent;  and 
observe  how  differently  time  and  experience  affect 
them,  according  to  the  element  of  their  characters. 
Some  nave  their  individuality  of  purpose  and  feel- 
ing graducwUy  overlaid  by  the  influences  of  their 
age  and  position,  and  in  others  it  only  asserts  itself 
with  more  veheuit^nco.  There  is  every  degree  of 
independence  and  inouiliiy,  from  the  isolated  hardi- 
hood of  Dante  to  tne  leriile  apritude  of  Brougham. 
It  was  the  normal  condition  of  Southey  to  be 
conservative  :  taste  and  habit,  arfection  and  tem- 
perament, combined  to  reconcilt*  nim  to  things  as 
they  are ;  or,  at  least,  to  wean  him  from  the  rest- 
less life  of  a  reformer.  An  intellectual  friend  of 
mine  —  noted  for  hi^^  love  of  ease,  and  whose  creed 
is  far  more  visionary  than  practical  —  surprised  a 
circle,  on  one  occasion,  with  bis  earne>t  advocacy 
of  .-ome  political  mca-ure,  and  sighed  heavily  as 
he  added,  "  Vigilance  is  the  eternal  pri(!e  of  lib- 
erty."—  '•  But  why,''  asked  a  companion,  ''do  i/ou 
put  on  the  watchman's  cap  ? "  The  inquiry  was 
apposite:  he  had  no  vocation  to  fight  in  the  van- 
guard of  opinion.  And  this  seems  to  us  a  more 
charitable  way  of  accounting  for  Southey 's  change 
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of  views,  tliao  to  juto  Lis  opponent  iu  ascribing 
lo  unullofiJtl  sel&-line»:. 

Ta  the  iicduUcil  litterateur,  watching  oTcr  hi& 
giAed  invuliil  hvy  nmid  i-onuDtic  iakee  sod  moan- 
tains,  ilm  calm  and  miture-Ioving  Wordswortli  was  a 
more  desirable  compamoD  Iban  Godwin ;  to  whoni, 
At  a  previous  era,  be  acknowJeiJgcd  Limscll'  uudw 
esseniial  inicUeetiuil  obligatioos.  His  wifct 
gentle  and  devoted  £dilh,  might  bare  objected 
BUcIi  an  iumale  ^s  ^klary  WoUloiiecrafi,  wbom 
Itusbaud  preferred  to  all  the  literary  lions  dui 
bia  early  vi»ita  lo  London  ;  and  it  nas  liir  more 
agreeable  to  "  eounleruct  Beditioo "  in  his  quiot 
Bludio  ut  Keswick,  ihnn  to  roughly  expurieiire 
J'anlisoeract/  in  Aniericn ;  wliile  a  mnn  ol'  sterner 
mould  might  he  pardoned  ibr  preferring  n  piciuc 
glori  Seat  ion  over  llio  battle  of  Walciloo,  on  tbo 
top  of  SkitKlaw,  to  a  lonely  struggle  li>r  human 
rights  against  the  overwhelming  tide  of  jiupular 
ecom,  which  drove  the  more  advemuroua  and  jioeUc 
Shelley  into  exile.  All  Soaihey's  lompaasioo, 
however,  so  oracularly  expressed  for  that  seuslllTe 
I  particle 
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nubility  of  soal  for  which  gen 


•  "  In  nil  hia  Jomcstio  relaiioni,  Sonilipy  wm  it 
■bleof  iDtii;  kutbsbitiliiogeiiiinil  plillBnliipipy:  b«  WU  »■ 
run  call  u  nU  nuui.    I  ipeat  lunra  tltua  «iib  lilm  at  1 
UnuHalo'i,  ID  compwir  willi  Wardiwonb  and  oIImtii 
vliil«  tbe  mC  of  lbs  party  wcr*  ntUkliig  nbont,  talking,  fl 
■niuiii;  tliHinsslTn,  Sontliojr  preferred  litting  (nbt  tn  V 
Ubnij."  —  Rofftfi  raMe-loO. 
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thinkers  cherish  his  memorj.  We  can,  however, 
easily  follow  the  natural  gradations  bj  which  the 
boy  Sou  they,  whose  ideal  was  the  Earl  of  Warwick, 
and  the  youth  Southey,  intent  upon  human  progress 
and  social  reformation,  became  the  man  Southey ; 
a  good  citizen,  industrious  author,  exemplary  hus- 
band and  father,  and  most  loyal  subject.  Indeed, 
the  conservative  mood  begins  to  appear  even  before 
any  avowed  change  in  his  opinions.  Soon  afler 
his  return  from  the  first  visit  to  Lisbon,  while  hesi- 
tating what  profession  to  adopt,  and  while  his 
friends  were  discouraged  at  the  apparent  specula- 
tive recklessness  and  desultory  life  he  indulged,  we 
find  him  writing  to  Grosvenor,  one  of  his  most 
intimate  friends,**!  am  conversing  with  you  now 
in  that  easy,  calm^  good-humored  state  of  mind^ 
which  is,  perhaps,  the  siimmum  bonum.  The  less 
we  think  of  the  world,  the  better.  My  feelings 
were  once  like  an  ungovernable  horse.  ]S'ow  I  have 
tamed  Bucephalus:  he  retains  his  spirit  and  his 
strength  ;  but  thei/  are  made  vsefid^  and  he  shall  not 
break  my  neck." 

This  early  visit  to  Lisbon,  when  his  mind  was 
in  its  freshest  activity,  attracted  him  to  the  litera- 
ture of  Spain  and  Purtugal ;  and  the  local  associa- 
tions, which  gave  them  so  vivid  a  charm  to  his 
taste,  imparted  kindred  life  to  his  sub-equent  cri- 
tiques and  historical  sketches  devoted  to  these 
scenes  and  peoi)le.  They  furnish  another  striking 
m?tance  of  the  fehcitous  manner  in  which  the  ex- 
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perience  of  foreign  travel  and  the  results  of  stady 
coalesce  in  literary  productions. 

Authorship,  indeed,  was  eo  exclusively  the  voca- 
tion of  Southey,*  that  his  life  may  be  said  to  have 
been  identified  with  it ;  yet  pursued,  as  we  have 
seen,  in  a  spirit  often  mechanical,  we  are  not  sur- 
prised, that,  while  he  felt  himself  adapted  to  the 
pursuit,  he  was  sometimes  conscious  of  that  me- 
diocrity which  is  the  inevitable  fruit  of  a  wilful 
tension  of  the  mind.  Thus,  while  to  one  friend  he 
writes,  "  One  happy  choice  I  made  when  I  betook 
myself  to  literature  as  my  business   in  life,"  to 
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•  The  following  list  comprises  the  acknowledged  writings 
of  Southey :  — 


lliBcellaneouB  Toems. 

Joan  of  Arc. 

Letters  from  Spain  and  Portngal. 

Blinor  Poemf:. 

An  Annual  Anthology. 

Thalaba. 

Amadis  of  Oanl. 

Metrical  Tales. 

Madoc. 

Palmerin  of  England. 

Espriclla's  Letters. 

Chronicle  of  Ibo  Cid. 

Curso  of  Kehama. 

Omninna. 

Life  of  Nclfon. 

Roderick,  the  Liost  of  the  Ootbs. 

Carmen  Trillin phale,  andCarmina 

Aulica. 
liiiy  of  the  Ijiurcate. 
i  ilgritna^o  to  Waterloo. 


Bforte  d'Arthur. 

History  of  Erazil. 

Life  of  Wesley. 

Expedition  of  Orsua. 

A  MMon  of  Judgment. 

Book  of  the  Church. 

Talo  of  Paraguay. 

Vindiciso  Ecclefiac  AnglicftOK. 

History  of  the  Tcninsular  War. 

Lives  of  Uneducated  Poets. 

All  for  LoTc,  ai:d  tlio  Legend  of 

a  Cock  and  a  Hen. 
Colloquies  on  the   Progress  and 

Prospects  of  Society. 
Life  of  Runya  ). 
Naval  History  of  England. 
The  Doctor. 
Commonplace  Book. 
Oliver  Newman,  and  other  Fng- 

ments. 


Southey  was  also  the  editor  of  Specimens  of  English 
Poets;  Specimens  of  Later  British  Poets;  Select  British 
Poets;  the  Works  of  Chatterton,  Kirke  White,  and  Cowpcr. 
He  contributed  the  historical  part  of  the  Kdinburgh  Annual 
Register  for  tlie  years  1808,  9,  and  10;  fifty-two  articles  to 
the  Annual,  and  nearly  one  hundred  to  the  Quarterly  Re- 
view. 
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another^  in  1815,  he  declares,  "I  have  the  dis- 
heartening conviction  that  my  best  is  done,  and  that 
to  add  to  the  bulk  of  my  works  will  not  be  to  add 
to  their  estimation."  Yet  Southey,  like  all  genu- 
ine authors,  cherished  his  dream  of  glory,  and 
probably  anticipated  enduring  renown  from  his 
poetry.  The  mechanical  spirit  of  his  literary  toil, 
however,  was  carried  into  verse.  lie  set  about 
designing  a  poem  as  he  did  a  history  or  a  volume 
of  memoirs,  and  proceeded  to  fill  up  the  outline 
with  the  same  complacent  alacrity.  Many  of  these 
works  exhibit  great  ingenuity  of  construction,  both 
as  regards  form  and  language.  They  are  strikin;; 
examples  of  the  inventive  faculty,  and  show  an 
extraordinary  command  of  language.  In  this  lat- 
ter regard,  some  of  his  verses  are  the  most  curious 
in  our  literature:  the  *' Fall  of  Lodore "  is  an 
instance.  But  it  is  obvious,  that,  unless  fused  by 
the  glow  of  sentiment,  however  aj)tly  constructed, 
elaborate  vei^ified  tales  can  scarcelv  be  ranked 
among  the  standard  poems  of  any  languatre.  The 
l)e^t  passaijes  of  his  Ion*;  poems  are  Iii<Hilv  iniairi- 
native;  but  the  style  is  ditlusti,  the  iiit<'rest  com- 
plicated, and  there  is  a  want  of  human  interest 
that  prevents  any  strong  enli>tment  of  the  sympa- 
thies. They  huve  not  the  picturesque  and  living 
attraction  of  Scott,  nor  yet  the  natural  tenderness 
of  Burns  ;  but  are  melo-dramatic,  and  make  us 
wonder  at  the  author's  fertility  of  invention,  rather 
than  become  attached  to  its  fruits. 
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Oiii>  of  llie  mojl  striking  itistuaces  of 
discrimination  in  Ihe  i-riiieal  louc  of  tliu  diiy  v 
ihe  Lahit  of  de»ignaiirig  Coliridgc,  Wonlsword 
aud  Souihey  under  tbe  same  general  loi 
only  comnion  ground  fur  railing  Ihem  Ilie  Lnk« 
Si'liool  was  (lie  fact  ihnt  tlicy  eacli  resided  iimong 
iho  lake^  of  Ciimlmrland  at  one  nnd  the  ei 
TliQ  diffu-Hc'reflective,  philosophic  iJIuse  of  Word 
wonb  is  aa  fsneniially  different  from  ihu  mysB 
aud  often  profoundly  lender  Bcntimentof  Coleridg 
oa  both  uro  from  ihe  olahorale  chrunielen  and  i 
torical  artillee  of  Sou'tliej*.'  Hi*  "  I'ilgrimago  i 
Walerloo"  ia  an  apt  and  etever  jouruul  In  \ 
occusiunuUy,  from  its  persoitnJ  style  aud  tinipUciti 
quite  allractive.  ilia  liiurcnle  odea  have  a  re 
tablo  Eound,  and  Ircquenlly  a  eunimendulili-  s 
but  rarely  any  bardic  fire  oi*  exqnijilo  gmcc. 
word,  allhongb  there  h  much  to  admire  in  Soiithcj 
|x»etry  ns  iho  work  of  a  ci'eative  fancy  and  t 
result  of  re.-'earch  and  facility,  as  well  as  inventij 
in  the  use  of  language,  we  seldom  find,  in  pcnid 
bis  wui4bS,  any  of  ihoso  "Elysian  curm-r 
tiont"  wherein  Leigh  Hunt  spealu  of  eoiapaHl 
not«3  wiih  ilic  reader.  The  umpliiiide.  TarJed 
nnd  tact  of  consiruciivc  talent,  nnd  not  tUo  glow  ad 
myotery  of  g»3ilu^>  win  us  lo  his  pago.  It  ii 
entertains,  and  seldom  offends:  hut  rarely  mel 
klodles,  or  nerves  iho  spirlL 

His  most  obstmate  admirers  eaunol  but  a 
ihal,  as   povEOS,  "Joan   of  Arc,"  "  Madoc,"  I 
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"  Rodenck,''  have  many  tedious  passages.  They 
are  fluent,  authentic  chronicles,  recorded  in  a  strain 
that  so  often  lapses  from  the  spirit  and  dignity  of 
the  Muse  as  to  read  like  mere  prose.  Here  and 
there,  a  graphic  descriptive  sketch  or  felicitous 
epithet  redeems  the  narrative;  but  no  one  can 
wonder,  that  in  an  age  when  Byron  individualized 
human  passion  in  the  most  kindling  rhyme,  when 
Crabbe  described  so  trutlifully  humble  life,*  and 
Shelley  touched  the  ideal  spirit  with  his  aerial 
fantasy,  a  species  *  of  poetiy  comparatively  so  dis- 
tant from  the  associations  of  the  heart  should  fail 
to  ucliieve  popularity.  Indeed,  Southey  recognized 
the  fact,  and  seemed  not  unwilling  to  share  the 
favor  of  a  limited  but  select  circle  with  Lander 
and  others,  who,  instead  of  universal  suffrage,  gain 
the  spe(f!al  admiration  of  tlie  few.  No  author, 
however,  cherislicd  a  greater  faith  in  literature  as 
a  means  of  reputation.  '^  Literary  fame,"  he  says, 
^  is  the  only  ihme  of  which  a  wise  man  ought  to 
be  ambitious,  because  it  is  the  only  lasting  and  liv- 
ing fame.  Bonaparte  will  be  forgotten  before  his 
time  in  purgatory  is  half  over,  or  but  just  remem- 
bered, like  Nimrod  or  other  cut-throuts  of  antiquity, 
who  servo  us  for  the  commonplaces  of  declama- 
tion. Put  out  your  mind  in  a  great  i)oem,  and 
you  will  exercise  uuthonty  over  the  feelings  and 
opinions  of  mankind  as  long  as  the  language 
lasts." 

The  two  poems  upon  which  Southey  evidently 
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moet  geuiaily  labored  we  "Tlialaba"  and  ' 
Curse  of  Kehama."    Thvj  buur  tliu  most  dlniinrt 
Iraces  of  liis  tilios/ncni»i<j^  as  uvirn^iid  in  bojliciod. 
wbeii  a  translHlion  of  ihe  "Jerusultm  DtJivcred" 
seems  to  liuvc  fb>t  dirvctlj'  Riipi;id<;il  to  hie  [ 
instinct.     Tlie  scenes  of  eocbnnttncnt  jinrticulii] 
fascinuttKl   liim.     Tben  cauie  Ariitsto  ui 
Mr.     Ttic  narrative  form  and  Ibc  iwagiii 
romantic    clitiruclei'   of    tbeae   vrorlts    hiirmoniKcd 
wilh  Suutbey'a  mind ;  and  they  continued  bis  [Hjclic 
vein  ufler  tlie  tuslc  of  ibo  age  lind  become  w 
to  the  natural,  ibo  humnn,  imd  tliQ  diri^ct.  in  pofiHl 
Ilia  lone  and  imsg^r^v  were  somrwbat  rootlilitiii  | 
Bowks  and  Coleridge ;  but  ho  retnuined  cssentud 
iit  ihe  clas-s  of  romantic  and  narratiro  bards,  | 
whoae  produeiions  -jeneral  effects,  vague  dra 
and   su[ii'nmlural   cliorms,  and  heroic   clironit^ 
form  the  pervading  truil^.     Aiiutbur  ebiiraclerliilic 
of  (lie  modern  poetry  lie  lacked  was  cuneeutraiinn. 
One  i-uiicise,  vivid,  and  inspired  lyrm  outlives  li 
must  lubored  cpie.    Sterling's  brii-f  tribute  ta  Jo) 
of  Arc   bring*   her   nearer  to  us  than  tjonih 

As  work}  of  ail,  ilie  viiried  rbyme  and  rhyl 
and  prolific  fancy  won  for  Souibcy's  long  po* 
a  certain  degreu  of  alieniion  ami  rpipcct;  bat 'I 
is  remembered  more  for  certain  fln«  [.^issages  itj 
lor  entire  compotiiinDS.  In  ihc^e,  l.b  claim  (o  ^ 
litle  cf  poet,  in  ihc  best  sense  of  ll  i-  W" 
itadf ;  uod,  but  for  Ihpse,  he  would  mnk  only  « 
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eleyer  improvisatore.     Learning,  indeed,  overlays 
inspiration  in  his  long  poems.     He  faithfully  ex- 
plored Welsh  annals  for  the  materials  of  "  Madoc," 
Hindoo   mythology  and   Asiatic   scenery   for   the 
"  Curse  of  Kehama,"  and  Gothic  history  for  "  Kode- 
rick."     All  narrative  poems  arc  somewhat  indebted 
to  external  materials;   but  these  must   be  fused, 
as  we  have   before  hinted,  into  a  consistent  and 
vital  whole  by  the  glow  of  some  personal  senti- 
ment, ere  they  will  find  universal  response.     Thus 
the  intense  consciousness  of  Byron,  the  chivalric 
zeal  of  Campbell,  and  the  amorous  fancy  of  Moore, 
give  a  life  and  significance  to  their  stories  in  verse, 
that  invest  them  with  :i  sympathetic  atmosphere, 
and   unity  of  feeling.     There  is   little  of  this   in 
Southey's    narratives :    they    are   more    ingenious 
than  glowing,  more  imaginative  than  natural ;  and 
they  entertain  more  than  they  inspire,     lie  seems 
destitute  of  that  sacred  reserve  which  rendeis  man- 
ners so  efficient,  deepens  love's  channel,  and  hallows 
truth  to  consciousness,  —  that  instinctive  sugges- 
tiveness,  which  is  a  great  secret  of  Dante's  jiower, 
giving  sublime  intimations  of  Tennyson's  exquisite 
sentim'jnt,  vaguely  hinting  the  inex[)ressible,  and  of 
Wordsworth's  solemn  mystici.m,  as  in  the  "Ocle  on 
the  Prospect  of  Immortality."     To  such  lofty  and 
profound   element>  the  poetry  of  Southey  has  no 
claims;  but  in  descriptive  aptitude,  and  especially 
in  rhetorical   effect,  he   is   sometimes   remarkable. 
Occasionally,  in  these  qualities,  in  their  bimplicity, 
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he  reminds  us  of  the  old  dramatists ;  thus  in  ^  Ala- 
doc  : "  — 

^  The  masters  of  the  Bong 
lu  azure  robes  were  robed,  —  that  one  bright  hue. 
To  emblem  unity  and  peace  and  truth 
Like  Heaven,  which  o*cr  a  world  of  wickedness 
Spreads  its  eternal  canopy  serene.*' 

And  again,  in  the  same  |X)em :  — 


"'Tis  pleasant,  by  the  cheerful  hearth,  to  hear 
Of  tempests  nnd  the  dangers  of  the  deep, 
And  pause  at  times,  and  feci  that  we  nro  safe; 
Then  listen  to  the  perilous  talc  ag:iin, 
And  mlh  an  eager  and  sutpended  sow/ 
Woo  terror  to  delight  in." 

In  ^^  Roderick "  is  a  fine  and  characteristic  im- 
age:— 

"  Toward  tiie  troop  he  spread  his  arms, 
As  if  the  expanded  soul  diffused  itself, 
And  carried  to  all  spirits  with  the  act 
Its  affluent  inspiration/* 

The  description  of  moonlight  in  this  poem,  so  justly 
admired,  we  perceive,  hy  one  of  the  author's  letters, 
was  drawn  from  an  actual  scene ;  wliich  <.'videnccs 
the  absolute  need  of  strong  j)ersonal  impressions 
even  for  an  imaginative  poet.  The  description  of 
the  ruins  of  Babylon,  in  "  Thalaba,"  — 

**  The  many-colored  domes  yet  wore  one  dusky  hue,**  — 

is  one  of  tlie  happiest  examples  of  Sou  the}  *s  power 
of  language,  and  musical  adaptation  of  rhythm  to 
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sense.  To  one  having  a  natural  feeling  of  wonder 
and  fine  elocutionary  powers,  it  is  susceptible  of 
the  most  solemn  recitative  effect.  The  beautiful 
passage  in  his  '*  Curse  of  Kehama/'  commencing 
"  They  sin  who  tell  us  love  can  die,"  the  ballads 
of  "  Mary  of  the  Inn  "  and  "  The  Battle  of  Blen- 
heim,''  the  "  Verses  to  a  Dead  Friend,"  and  "  The 
Ilolly-trce,"  ai'e  among  the  fugitive  pieces,  written 
from  actual  emotion,  which  illustrate  Southey's 
affections,  a!id  have  endeared  him  as  a  lyrist. 

He  remarks  in  one  of  his  letters,  that  he  most 
nearlv  resembles  Ghiabrera,  an  Italian  bard  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  wlio  enjoyed  high  honors  for  his 
verses,  and  died  at  a  prosperous  old  age.  His 
works  are  comparatively  neglected  at  present ;  but 
Maffei,  the  literary  historian,  ascribes  his  success 
to  merits  very  similar  to  those  we  have  recognized 
in  Southey.  According  to  this  critic,  it  was  a  say- 
ing of  Cliialu-era,  that  he  wished  to  follow  the 
example  of  Columbus,  and  discover  a  new  world, 
or  perish ;  and  that  poetry  should  '*  lift  the  eye- 
brow;" thus  declaring  surprise  to  be  the  great 
effect,  and  novelty  th«i  great  means,  of  poetic  ex- 
cell(*:5ce.  Accordingly,  his  ver>c  was  prized  chiefly 
for  its  sty!'*,  which  innovated  greatly  upon  familiar 
models  ;  and  for  its  erudition,  which  was  remarkable 
for  that  day.  Thus  his  renown  was  gained  by 
ingenuity  and  scholarship,  rather  than  through 
intense  natural  sympathy  or  genuine  inspiration. 
We  therefore  find  Southey's  own  estimate  of  his 
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poetry,  in  a  great  degree,  confirms  our  own.  But 
this  co-incidence  is  as  clearly,  though  less  directly, 
suggested  by  his  casual  observations  on  the  art,  in 
his  letters  to  cotemporary  writers,  and  his  advice 
to  j'oung  poets  who  sought  encouragement  from  his 
counsel. 

It  is  obvious,  from  the  incidental  views  thus 
honestly  expressed,  tliat  he  had  not  a  vivid  and 
permanent  consciousness  of  a  jioet's  birthright; 
that  the  art  was  too  much  a  bninch  of  authorship, 
and  too  little  a  sacred  instinct,  in  his  estimation ;  and 
that  the  more  erratic  versifiers  of  the  age  —  less 
elaborate,  but  far  more  intense  and  genuine  —  won 
their  larger  popularity  on  legitinnite  grounds.  He 
tells  one  of  his  correspondents,  who  had  solicited 
his  opinion  of  a  poem,  that  his  friend?  reckon  him 
"  a  very  capricious  and  uncertain  judge  of  poetry  ;" 
and  elsewhere,  in  speaking  of  the  error  which 
identifies  the  power  of  enjoying  natural  beauty 
with  that  of  i)roducing  poetry,  he  says,  "One  is  a 
gift  of  Heaven,  and  conduces  immeasurably  to  the 
happiness  of  those  who  enjoy  it:  the  second  has 
much  more  of  a  knack  in  it  than  the  pride  of  poets 
is  always  willing  to  admit."  If  Southey's  jHsetic 
faculty  and  feeling  had  been  equal  to  his  **  knack  " 
of  versifying,  he  would  have  been  quite  as  reluctant 
to  ascribe  to  ingenuity  what  was  consciously  derived 
fmm  a  power  above  the  will.  Perhaps  lie  was 
chagrined  into  this  commonplace  view  of  the  art 
by  the  fact,  that,  while  Scott  was  receiving  three 


M£lMOIR.  XXIX 

thousand  guineas  for  the  "  Ladj  of  the  Lake,"  the 
"  Curse  of  Kehama  "  was  going  through  the  press 
at  the  expense  of  Landor. 

The  professional  character  of  Soul  hey 's  life  is 
almost  incompatible  with  the  highest  literary  re- 
sults. His  great  merit  as  a  writer  consists  in  the 
utility  of  a  portion  of  his  works,  and  their  unex- 
ceptionable morality  and  good  sense.  The  most 
surprising  quality  he  exhibited  as  an  author  was 
industry.  His  name  is  thorougltly  respectable  in 
literature,  as  it  was  in  life ;  but  it  would  be  un- 
just to  the  chivalric  and  earnest  genius  of  the  age, 
elsewhere  manifoj^ted  in  deeper  and  more  signifi- 
cant though  less  voluminous  records,  to  award  to 
Soutiiey  cither  the  title  of  a  great  j)oet  or  a  leader 
of  opinion.  Ilis  career  in  regard  to  the  latter  is 
clearly  explained  in  liis  biogra[)ljy.  We  perceive 
that,  even  in  boyhood,  the  intellect  predominated 
in  his  nature.  In  the  heyday  of  his  blood,  the 
companion>hip  of  bolder  spirits  and  less  chastened 
enthusiasts,  the  infectious  atmosphere  of  tlie  French 
Revolution,  and  the  activity  ot"  tlie  })oetical  instinct, 
not  yet  formalized  into  service,  made  hir.i,  for  a 
while,  the  independent  tliinker  in  religion  and  ix)li- 
tics,  and  induced  visions  of  social  equality  which 
be  hoped  to  realize  across  the  sea.  lint  early  do- 
mestic ties  and  a  natural  love  of  study  won  him 
gradually  back  to  conservative  quietude.  More 
than  either  of  his  brother-poets,  Southey"  had  the 
temperament  and  taste  of  a  scholar.     lie  neither 
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felt  as  deeply  nor  dreamed  as  habitually  as  Cole- 
ridge. The  sensuous  and  the  imaginative  were  not 
so  united  in  his  being  with  the  intellectual.  He 
needed  less  excitement ;  his  spirit  was  far  less  ad- 
venturous ;  and  life  did  not  press  upon  and  around 
him  with  such  prophetic  and  inciting  power. 

It  is  needless  to  ascribe  the  change  in  his  yiews 
altogether  to  interest :  this  may  have  had  its  influ- 
ence; but  the  character  of  the  man  yields  a  far 
more  natural  solution  of  the  problem.  He  was 
doubtless  as  sincere  when  he  accepted  the  laureate- 
ship  as  when  he  wrote  "  Wat  Tyler ;  *'  but,  in  the 
latter  case,  his  "  blood  and  judgment  were  not  well 
commingled."  Southey,  the  Bristol  youth,  —  pen- 
niless, aspiring,  and  fed  with  the  daily  manna  of 
poetic  communion,  —  looked  upon  society  with  dif* 
ferent  eyes  than  Souihey,  the  recognized  English 
author,  resident  of  Cumberland,  and  father  of  a 
family.  He  knew  how  to  use  materials  aptly ;  how 
to  weave  into  connected  and  intelligible  narrative 
the  crude  and  fragmentary  data  of  history  and 
memoirs.  In  this  manner,  he  greatly  served  all 
readers  of  English.  His  "Life  of  Wesley"  is  the 
most  authentic  and  lucid  exposition  of  an  extraor- 
dinary pliase  of  the  ix'ligious  sentiment  on  record. 
Of  Brazil  and  the  Peninsular  War  he  has  chro- 
nicled memonible  things  in  a  perspicuous  style. 
Few  pictures  of  British  hfe  are  more  true  to  fact, 
and  more  suggestive,  than  **  Espriella's  Letters." 
The  "Life  of  Nelson"  is  a  model  of  unafiected. 
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direct  narrative,  allowing  the  fisicts  to  speak  for 
tbemselYes  through  the  clearest  possible  medium  of 
expression ;  and  jet  this  most  popular  of  Southej's 
books,  far  from  being  the  offspring  of  any  strong 
personal  sympathy  or  perception,  was  so  entirely 
a  literary  job,  that  ho  says  it  was  thrust  upon 
him,  and  that  he  moved  among  the  sea-terms  like 
a  cat  among  crockery.  For  a  considerable  period 
after  tlie  establishment  of  the  ^  Quarterly,"  he  found 
reviews  the  most  profitable  labor.  Many  of  these 
are  judicious  and  informing;  but  they  seldom 
quicken  or  elevate  «;ilher  by  rhetorical  or  reflec- 
tive energy,  and  arc  too  often  specijil  pleas  to  excite 
great  interest.  Those  on  pui-cly  liteniry  subjects, 
however,  are  agreeable. 

If  ^e  were  to  name,  in  a  single  term,  the  quality 
for  which  Soutliey  is  eminent,  we  bhould  call  him 
a  verbal  ui*chitect.  His  prose  works  do  not  open 
to  our  mental  gaze  new  and  wondrous  vistas  of 
thought:  they  are  not  deeply  impres>ive  from  the 
greatness,  or  strangely  winsome  from  the  beauty,  of 
their  ideas.  Their  rh(;toric  does  not  warm  and  stir 
the  mind,  nor  is  tiieir  scope  highly  philosophic  or 
gracefully  picturesque.  But  their  style  is  correct, 
unafTected,  and  k(jc|)s  that  medium  which  good  taste 
approve-i  in  manners,  speech,  and  co.>tume,  but 
which  we  seldom  see  transferred  to  the  art  of  writ- 
ing. For  pure  narrative,  where  the  object  is  to 
give  the  reader  unalloyed  facts,  and  leave  his  own 
reflection  and  fancy  to  shape  and  color  them,  no 
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English  author  has  surpassed  Southcy.  He  ap- 
pears to  have  been  quite  conscious  of  the  moderate 
standard  to  which  he  aspired.  "As  to  what  is 
called  fine  writing,"  he  sajs,  "  the  public  will  get 
none  of  that  article  out  of  me :  sound  sense,  sound 
philosophy,  and  sound  English,  I  will  give  them." 
There  is  no  doubt,  in  so  doing,  he  consulted  the 
Anglo-Saxon  love  of  regulated  and  useful  princi- 
ples, and  hatred  of  extravagance,  and  was  thus  an 
admirable  type  of  the  modern  English  mind ;  but 
such  an  ideal,  however  praiseworthy  and  respecta- 
ble, scarcely  co-incides  with  tlie  more  noble  and 
inspired  mood  in  which  the  permanent  masterpieces 
of  literary  genius  are  conceived  and  executed. 
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At  the  age  of  sixtj-three,  I  have  undertaken  to 
collect  and  edit  my  Poetical  Works,  with  the  last 
corrections  that  I  can  expect  to  bestow  upon  tliem. 
They  have  obtained  a  reputation  equal  to  my 
wishes ;  and  I  liave  this  ground  for  hoping  it  may 
not  be  deemed  hereafter  more  than  commensurate 
with  their  deserts,  that  it  has  been  gained  without 
ever  accommodating  myself  to  the  taste  or  fashion 
of  the  times.  Thus  to  collect  and  revise  them  is  a 
duty  which  I  owe  to  that  part  of  the  public  by 
whom  they  have  been  auspiciously  received,  and 
to  those  who  will  take  a  lively  concern  in  my  good 
name  when  I  shall  have  departed. 

The  arrangement  was  the  first  thing  to  be  con- 
sidered. In  this  the  order  wherein  the  respective 
poems  were  written  h:is  been  observed,  so  far  as 
was  compatible  with  a  convenient  classification. 
Such  order  is  useful  to  tlio>e  who  read  critically, 
and  desire  to  trace  the  progress  of  an  author's  mind 
in  his  writings;  and  by  alTixinjj  dates  to  the  minor 
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pieces,  under  whatever  head  they  are  disposed,  the 
object  b  suihciently  attained. 

Next  came  the  question  of  correction.  There 
was  no  ditHculty  with  those  poems  which  were 
composed  after  the  author  had  acquired  his  art  (so 
far  as  he  has  acquired  it),  and  alter  liis  opinions 
were  matured.  It  was  only  necessary  to  bear  in 
mind  the  risk  there  must  ever  be  of  injuring  a 
poem  by  verbal  alterations  made  long  after  it  was 
written ;  inasmuch  as  it  must  be  impossible  to 
recall  the  precise  train  of  thought  in  which  any 
passage  was  conceived,  and  the  considerations  up- 
on which  not  the  single  verse  alone,  but  the  whole 
sentence  or  paragraph,  had  been  constructed :  but, 
with  regard  to  more  important  changes,  there  could 
be  no  danger  of  introducing  any  discrepance  in 
style.  With  juvenile  pieces  the  case  is  different. 
From  these  the  faults  of  diction  have  been  weeded, 
wherever  it  could  be  done  without  more  trouble 
than  the  composition  originally  cost,  and  than  the 
piece  itself  was  worth.  But  inherent  faults  of 
conception  and  structure  are  incurable;  and  it 
would  have  been  mere  waste  of  time  to  recompose 
what  it  was  impossible  otherwise  to  amend. 

If  these  poems  had  been  now  for  the  first  time 
to  be  made  public,  there  are  some  among  them, 
which,  instead  of  being  committed  to  the  press, 
would  have  been  consigned  to  the  flames ;  not  for 
any  disgrace  which  could  be  reflected  upon  me  by 
the  crude  compositions  of  my  youth,  nor  for  any 
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oarm  which  they  ooald  possibly  do  the  reader,  bat 
laerely  ihat  thej  might  not  cumber  the  collection. 
But  nescit  vox  miua  revertu  Pirated  editions 
irould  hold  out  as  a  recommendationi  that  they 
contained  what  I  had  chosen  to  suppress ;  and  thus 
it  becomes  prudent,  and  therefore  proper,  that  such 
pieces  should  be  retained. 

It  has  ever  been  a  rule  with  me,  when  I  have 
imitaied  a  passage  or  borrowed  an  expression,  to 
acknowledge  the  specific  obligation.  Upon  the 
present  occasion,  it  behooves  me  to  state  the  more 
^ncral,  and  therefore  more  important,  obligations 
ifhich  I  am  conscious  of  owing  either  to  my  prede- 
cessors or  my  contemporaries. 

My  first  atiompts  in  verse  were  much  too  early 
u}  be  imitative ;  but  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  find 
Ky  way,  when  very  young,  into  the  right  path.  I 
read  the  "  Jeni&aiem  Delivered  "  and  the  "  Orlando 
Furioso,"  again  and  again,  in  Hoole's  translations. 
It  was  for  the  sake  of  their  stories  that  I  perused 
and  reperused  these  poems  with  ever-new  delight ; 
and,  by  bringing  them  thus  within  my  reach  in 
boyhood,  the  translator  rendered  me  a  service, 
which,  when  I  look  back  U{K)n  my  intellectual  life, 
I  cannot  estimate  too  highly.  I  owe  him  much 
also  for  his  notes,  not  only  for  the  information 
concerning  other  Italian  romances  which  thev  im- 
parted,  but  also  for  introducing  me  to  Spenser; 
how  early,  an  incident  which  I  well  remember 
aiay  show.     Going  Hitti  a  relation  into  BulFs  cir- 


no  (lil&uuky  ii 
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culutiiig  library  at  Botb  (au  eKccllcnt  one  for  Uioasfl 
duysj,  luid  asking  whether  they  hiid  tho''  Paeiyl 
Queen,"  the  person  who  uuuiugud  the  shop  saidtB 
"  Yes,  lliey  hud  it ;  but  it  was  in  obsolete  laiiguoj 
and  (lie  young  gentleman  would  not  uiidcrsLand 
it."     But  I,  who  had  learned  all  I  then  kiit 
the  history  of  Eiighmd  from  Shakspeure,  and  who  1 
r  read  Beautnout  and  Fletdicr,  found 
(1  Spenser's  English,  and  felt  in  tlie 
)  Tcrslfication  a  charm  in  poetry  uf 
never  been   fully  sensible    before. 
e  I  took  Spenser  fur  wy  muster.     1 
drank  also  betimes  of  Chaucer's  well.     The  laste 
which    hud    been    uctiuired    in    that    scUool    waa'1 
confirmed  by  Percy's  "Ueli<iuos"  and   Warton'w 
"  History  of  Euglisli   Poetry,"  and  a  liltle  laturJ 
by  Homer  and  the  Bible.     It  was  not  likely  to  b*l 
corrupted  itfter wards. 

My  avhuolboy  Tersea  eavored  of  Gray,  Masooy 
and  my  predecessor  Wartou ;  and,  in  the  best  a 
my  juvenile  pieces,  il  may  be  seen  how  much  tl 
writer's  mind  had  been  iiubucd  by  Akenside. 
»m  conscious  also  of  having  derived  luuuh  benef 
at  one  time  from  Cowper,  and  more  trom  Uowleafi 
for  which,  and  for  the  delight  which  his  poenii 
gave  mo  at  an  age  when  we  are  most  susceptibia 
of  such  delight,  my  good  friend  ut  ItremluU,  t 
whom  I  nas  then  and  loug  alUrworda  pcrsonaUw 
unknown,  will  allow  me  to  make  thia  grateful  i 
cordial  uckuowledgmcnt. 


jMy  obligalioa  to  Dr.  Sayers  U  of  a  different 

Every  one  who  has  an  ear  for  metre  and  a 

Mrt  for  poetry  must  have  felt  how  perTeclly  tlie 

e  of  CoUins's  "  Ode  to  Evcniog"  is  in  accord- 

I  with  the  imagery  m\A  liie  feeling.      None 

r  the  experiments   which  were    made   of  oilier 

irhymed  stanzas  proved  nuceessful.    They  were 

I  strongly  marlied  and  well-known  mea- 

I,  which  unavoidably  led  the  reader  to  expect 

,  and  consequently   balked   him   when   he 

d  for  ili  or  they  were  in  atikn^ai  as  cumbrous 

1  they  were  ill  cooElructei].     Dr.  Sayers  went 

too  a  diOercnt  principtst  and  succeeded  admira- 

I  read  tiis  "  Dramatic  Sketches  of  Northern 

IKjthology"  when  they  wero  first  published,  and 

mvinced  myself,  wlien  I  hod  acquired  some  ekill 

B  renifiualion,  thut  the  kind  of  verse  in  which  his 

9  were  composed  was  not  less  applicable  to 

ilioQ  than  to  lyrical  pueiry.     Soon  after  I  had 

^'bsguu  the  Arabian  romance,  fur  which  ibis  mca- 

■ure  teemed  the  most  appropriate  veliicle,  "  Gebir  " 

foil  into  my  hands ;   and  my  verse  was  greatly 

improved  by  ![,  balli  in  vividness  and  strength. 

Several  yean  elapsed  before  I  knew  that  Walter 

Laodor  waa  the  author,  and  mure  before  I  hud  the 

good  fortune  to  meet  the  person  to  wliom  I  fell 

nyielf  tlius  beheldca.     The  days  whli-U  I  have 

pUM.ll  with  him  in  the  Vole  of  Ewiiu^,  iit  Conto, 

aad   hully   in    ihe   ueighborlto<iiI  of   Biisiul,  ore 

•ome  of  Uio*e  wliiiJi  luivo  left  with  me  "  a  joy 

for  memory," 
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I  have  tliiu  ackaowledged  all  the  spi^ntlu  o. 
gations  lo  my  eldti-s  or  cont4!mj)oi-ai-ie 
of  vrhicii  I  am  dislinctly  conscious.  Tlie  advl 
Ingcs  iwisins  from  intimate  intercouree  i* 
vfbo  were  engaged  in  similor  purauiu  uanuot  b 
like  uiiniier  specified,  because  ia  tliinr  nalure  tl 
are  imperceptiblti ;  but  of  such  advantages  n 
Iina  &vur  possessed  more  or  greater  tliaa  aI  did 
ent  tiiucfl  it  has  been  my  lot  to  enjoy, 
attachment  first,  and  family  circumstauces  i 
wards,  I'onncctod  me  long  and  ctosely  with  i 
Coleridge ;  and  three  and  lliiity  yeiu^  have  nttij 
a  friendship  with  Mr.  Woi'danonh,  which  wo  I 
lieve  will  not  tenniuutc  with  thi»  life,  and  whicl 
is  a  pleaaura  for  u»  to  know  will  be  coiitjaued  ■ 
cberislied  aa  au  boir-looia  by  [lio«e  who  are  dei 
to  us  both. 

When  I  add,  what  has  been  ilie  greatest  of  all 
advantages,  that  I  have  i>a^ed  more  tlian  half  my 
life  in  rulirement,  convnraiog  with  books  rather 
than  men,  cunslanlly  and  unweariably  engaged  in 
literary  puKuits,  communing  with  my  own  heart, 
and  taking  llmt  course  which  upon  mature  cou- 
udcratioD  seemed  best  lo  myself,  I  have  said  every 
thing  necessary  to  a<^count  for  the  characteruitica 
of  my  poetry,  whatever  they  may  be. 

It  was  in  a  mood  resembling  in  no  slight  degree 
that  wherewith  a  person  in  sound  lii^allh,  both  of 
body  and  mind,  makes  his  will  and  sets  his  worliDy 
alTaira  in  order,  Ihat  I  entered  upon  iliu  seriouf 
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task  of  arranging  and  revising  the  whole  of  my 
poetical  works.  What,  indeed,  was  it  but  to  bring 
in  review  before  me  the  dreams  and  aspirations 
of  my  youth,  and  the  feelings  whereto  I  had  given 
that  free  utterance  which,  by  the  usages  of  this 
world,  is  permitted  to  us  in  poetry,  and  in  poetry 
alone?  Of  the  smaller  pieces  in  this  collection, 
there  is  scai-cely  one  concerning  which  I  cannot 
vividly  call  to  mind  when  and  where  it  was  com« 
posed.  I  have  perfect  recollection  of  the  spots 
where  many,  not  of  the  scenes  only,  but  of  the 
images  which  I  have  described  from  nature,  were 
ob3er\'cd  and  noted.  And  how  would  it  be  possi- 
ble for  me  to  forget  the  interest  taken  in  these 
poems,  especially  the  longer  and  more  ambitious 
works,  by  those  persons  nearest  and  dearest  to  me 
then,  wiio  witnessed  their  growth  and  completion  ? 
Well  may  it  be  called  a  serious  task  thus  to  resus- 
citate the  past.  But,  serious  tliough  it  be,  it  is  not 
painful  to  one  who  knows  that  the  end  of  his  jour- 
ney cannot  be  far  distant,  and,  by  the  blessing  of 
God,  looks  on  to  its  termination  with  sure  and 
certain  hope. 

Keswick,  10th  May,  1837. 


JOAN    OF    ARC. 


EIZ  OIQNOS  API2T02   AMTNESGAI  HEPI  lUTPHZ. 

noi 


Perlege,  cogDOseea  animuin  Fine  riribxu  aUtf 

Ingenii  explkuisse  leres,  nam  vera  fat«bor; 

Implumen  tepldo  pnsceps  me  gloria  nido 

Expulit,  et  coelo  Jossit  volitare  romoto. 

Poenitet  inooepti,  cunum  rerocare  JurenUe 

81  Uc«at,  manidiwe  doml  cum  tempore  nerrot 

CoojoUdaase  Telim. 

PsrsAiflA. 
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Eaklt  in  July,  1793,  I  happened  to  fall  in  convenation,  at 
Oxford,  with  an  old  schoolfellow  upon  the  story  of  Joan  of 
Arc;  and  it  then  struck  me  as  being  singularly  well  adapted 
for  a  poem.  The  long  vacation  commenced  immediately  after- 
wards. As  soon  as  I  reached  home,  I  formed  the  outline  of  a 
plan,  and  wrote  about  three  liundred  lines.  Tlie  remainder  of 
the  mouth  was  passed  in  travelling;  and  I  was  too  much 
engaged  in  new  scenes  and  circumstances  to  proceed,  even  in 
thought,  with  what  had  been  broken  off.  In  August  I  went  to 
visit  my  old  schoolfellow,  Mr.  Grosvenor  Bedford,  who  at  that 
time  resided  with  his  parents  at  Brixton  Causeway,  about  four 
miles  on  the  Surrey  side  of  the  metropolis.  There,  the  day 
after  completing  my  nineteenth  year,  I  resumed  my  undertak- 
ing; and  there,  in  six  weeks  from  that  day,  finished  what  I 
called  an  Epic  Poem  in  twelve  books. 

5Iy  progress  would  not  have  been  so  rapid,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  opportunity  of  retirement  which  I  enjoyed  there,  and 
the  encouni^cinent  that  I  had  received.  In  those  days,  Lon- 
don ha<l  not  extended  in  that  direction  farther  than  Kennington ; 
beyond  which  place,  the  scene  changed  suddenly,  and  there  was 
an  air  and  appearance  of  country  which  might  now  be  soup;ht  in 
vain  at  a  far  greater  distance  from  town.  There  was  nothing, 
indeed,  to  remind  one  that  London  was  so  near,  except  the  smoke 
which  overhung  iL  Mr.  Bedford's  residence  was  situated  upon 
tl»e  edge  of  a  common,  on  which  shady  lanes  opened  leading 
to  the  neighboring  villages  (for  such  they  were  then)  of  Cam- 
iMsrwell,  Dulwich,  and  Clapham,  and  to  Norwood.  The  view 
Id  front  was  bounded  by  the  Surrey  hills.    Its  size  and  struo- 
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tors  iliciwDd  it  lo  bo  ODSorthoso  good  boiuot  bnOt  in  tl 
part  of  tbe  lut  century  by  pcnoa>  who,  hailag  ti 
mptctabla  faitane  la  trade,  vrere  wise  eaougti  ta  ~ 
with  it,  and  retire  to  puss  Uie  evening  of  U 
jofmealof  loiBare  uid  truiqaitiitj.  Tranquil  indeed  111 
wm;  fiir  tlie  noigliborliaod  did  not  exload  liejond  hiUT  ft 
Gunlllat,  tuid  tht  I^ndoa  style  and  luliiti  of  rialtlng  hsd  tiot 
obtained  unong  tliem.  Uncle  Tobj  iiinueir  might  hurc  ei\jojrod 
bit  rood  and  a  liiilf  of  groua  J  there,  aiid  not  have  hnd  it  kuoim. 
A  fore-court  eepnratad  the  hotue  from  the  foOtpuih  and  the  road 
b  front :  behind,  there  wus  ft  lergo  and  well-stocked  girdaii, 
vitb  other  ipaciaui  premiiei,  In  which  utiUty  and  onunwot 
were  in  some  U«gn»  combined.  At  the  exiraiaiiy  of  the  gar- 
den, und  under  the  ahnda  of  (bur  lofty  linden-treei,  wu  ■ 
■anunar^DttM  looking  on  ao  omomcnled  gntu-p'ot,  and  lllteil 
up  as  a  conToiilBiilly  habltiihiB  room.  That  Bommer-haiiiH 
Vila  allotted  to  me,  and  there  my  momiaga  «en).)Nuud  at  tba 
dHk.  Wlwther  it  exists  now  or  not,  I  am  ignonuit.  Tbo  p(o- 
party  baa  longaiiice  ptused  into  other  hands.  The  couunan  {■ 
•noloeed  and  divided  by  reotangnlar  hedges  and  pollnga;  loira 
of  brick  hooMi  hnve  lupplanled  iho  ohade  of  oak*  and  alaui 
ths  bfowa  of  the  Surrey  hills  bear  a  parapet  of  modem  riUaa; 
•nd  the  lace  of  tbo  whole  diatrict  ii  changed. 

I  waa  not  a  little  proud  of  my  performance.    Young  pMta 
aiu,  or  at  leut  used  to  be,  aa  ambitioni  of  producing  an  epic 
pO«m,u  Btago-«Irick<n  jDUtha  of  figuring  in  Romeo  QrHxinM. 
I   It  hod  been  Ilia  eitrlle»t  of  my  day-dreams.   ]  liml  begun  many 
Dh;  but  thii  ma  the  flrat  which  hod  been  completed,  and  I 
la  too  young  and  too  ardent  to  peroeiTa  or  mtpect  that  tba 
•teeatlon  was  u  crude  oa  the  design.    In  the  courae  of  iha  au- 
tumn, 1  trantcrlbed  It  fulrly  fVom  the  first  drunghl,  making  M 
other  nltoraliona  or  comctioni  of  any  kind  thou  luch  a*  tn^ 
goated  themselvei  In  the  act  of  transcriptjoo.     Upoa  alwuiliig 
It  In  the  Mend  In  oonveraatlon  with  whom  the  design  bad  ori- 
giimicd,  he  said,  "  I  am  gUd  yon  hvn  written  tbka;  It  wlQ 
■e  where  yon  will  find  good  pauiif^a 


an  oploii 


u  more  judicious  than  mlnai  bat,  j 


a  promising  would  m 
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Toward  the  close  of  1794,  it  vna  announced  as  to  be  pub- 
lished by  subscription  in  a  quarto  volume,  price  one  guinea. 
Shortly  afterwards,  I  became  acquainted  with  my  fellow> 
townsman,  Mr.  Joseph  Cottle,  who  had  recently  commenced 
business  as  a  bookseller  in  our  native  city  of  BristoL  One 
evening  I  read  to  him  part  of  the  poem,  without  any  thought 
of  making  a  proposal  concerning  it,  or  expectation  of  receiving 
one.  He,  however,  offered  me  fifly  guineas  for  the  copyright, 
and  fifty  copies  for  my  subscribers,  which  was  more  than  the 
list  amounted  to;  and  the  offer  was  accepted  as  promptly  as  it 
was  made.  It  can  rarely  happen  tliat  a  young  author  should 
meet  with  a  bookseller  as  inexperienced  and  as  ardent  as  him- 
self^ and  it  would  be  still  more  extraordinary  if  such  mutual 
indiscretion  did  not  bring  with  it  cause  for  regret  to  both.  But 
this  transaction  was  the  commencement  of  an  intimacy  which 
has  continued,  without  the  slightest  shade  of  displeasure  at  any 
time,  on  either  side,  to  the  present  day. 

At  that  Irac,  few  books  were  printed  in  the  country;  and  it 
was  seldom  indeed  that  a  quarto  volume  issued  from  a  provin- 
cial press.  A  font  of  new  types  was  ordered  for  what  was 
intended  to  be  the  handsomest  book  that  Bristol  had  ever  yet 
sent  forth;  and  when  the  paper  arrivod,  and  the  printer  was 
ready  to  commence  his  operations,  nothing  had  been  done  to- 
ward preparing  the  poem  for  the  press,  except  that  a  few  verbal 
alterations  had  been  made.  I  wjis  not,  however,  without  mis- 
givings; and,  when  the  first  proof-sheet  was  brought  me,  the 
more  glaring  fault^s  of  the  composition  stared  mo  in  the  face. 
But  the  siglit  of  a  well-printed  page,  which  was  to  be  set  off 
with  all  the  atlvantages  that  fine  wove  paper  and  liot-pressing 
could  impart,  put  mo  in  spirits;  and  I  went  to  work  with  good- 
will. About  half  the  fir?t  book  wa^  left  in  its  original  state: 
the  rest  of  the  poem  was  recast  and  rccomposcd  while  the 
printing  went  on.  This  occupied  six  month*.  I  corrected 
the  concluding  sheet  of  the  poem,  left  the  Preface  in  the 
publisher's  hands,  and  departed  for  Lisbon  by  way  of  Conina 
and  Madrid. 

The  Preface  wius  written  with  as  little  discretion  as  had 
been  shown  in  publishing  the  work  itself.  It  stated  how  ra- 
pidly the  po€m  had  been  produced,  and  that  it  had  been  almost 


14  southet's  poems. 

recomposed  during  its  progress  through  the  press.  This  wu 
not  said  as  taking  merit  for  haste  and  temerity,  nor  to  excuse 
its  faults,  —  only  to  account  for  them.  But  here  I  was  liable 
to  bo  misapprehended,  and  likely  to  be  misre[>resented.  llic 
public,  indeed,  care  neither  for  explanations  nor  excuses;  and 
such  particulars  might  not  unfitly  be  deemed  unbecoming  in  a 
yonng  man,  though  they  may  be  excused,  and  even  expected, 
from  an  old  author,  who,  at  the  close  of  a  long  career,  looks 
upon  liimself  as  belonging  to  the  p:ist.  Omitting  these  pas* 
sages,  and  the  specification  of  what  Mr.  Coleridge  had  written 
in  the  second  book  (which  was  withdrawn  in  the  next  edition), 
the  remainder  of  the  Preface  is  here  subjoined.  It  states  the 
little  which  1  had  been  able  to  collect  concerning  the  subject 
of  the  poem,  gives  what  was  then  my  own  view  of  Joan  of 
Arc's  character  and  history,  and  expresses  with  overweening 
confidence  the  oi)inions  which  the  writer  entertainc«{  concern- 
ing those  poets  whom  it  wils  his  ambition,  not  to  imitate,  but 
to  follow.  It  cannot  be  necessary  to  say,  that  some  of  those 
opinions  have  been  modified,  and  othei's  completely  changed, 
as  he  grew  older. 


ORIGINAL  PREFACE. 

The  histor\''  of  Jojin  of  Arc  is  as  mvstcrious  as  it  is  remarka- 
ble.  That  she  believed  herself  insjjired,  few  will  deny ;  that  she 
was  inspired,  no  one  will  venture  to  assert ;  and  it  is  diflicult  to 
believe  that  she  was  herself  imposcil  upon  by  Charles  and 
Dunois.  That  she  <liscovere<l  the  king  when  he  disguised  him- 
self among  tlie  courtiers  to  tleceive  her,  and  that,  as  a  proof  of 
her  mission,  she  deniarMle«i  a  sword  from  a  tomb  in  the  Church 
of  St.  Catharine,  are  facts  in  which  all  historians  agree.  If 
this  had  been  done  by  coUu'^ion,  the  Maid  mi^t  have  known 
herself  an  imjx^stor,  and  with  that  knowledge  could  not  have 
perfonncd  the  enterprise  she  undertook.  Enthusiasm,  and  that 
of  no  common  kind,  was  nece«sarv  to  enable  a  voun;*  maiden 
at  once  to  assume  the  profession  of  arm**,  to  lead  her  troops  to 
battle,  to  ilght  among  the  foremost,  and  to  subdue  with 
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inferior  force  an  enemy  then  believed  invincible.  It  is  not 
poesiblo  tliat  one  wlio  felt  lierself  the  puppet  of  a.  {fiirty  could 
have  performed  tliese  things.  The  artifices  of  a  court  could  not 
have  persuaded  her,  that  she  discovered  Ciinrlcs  in  disguise; 
nor  could  they  have  prompted  her  to  demand  the  sword  which 
they  might  have  hidden^  without  discovering  the  deceit.  The 
lluid,  then,  W!is  not  knowingly  an  impostor;  nor  could  she  have 
been  the  instrument  of  the  court;  and  to  say  that  she  believed 
herself  inspired,  will  neither  account  for  her  singling  out  the 
king,  or  prophetically  claiming  the  sword.  After  crowning 
Charles,  she  declared  that  her  mission  was  accomplished,  and 
demanded  leave  to  retire.  Enthusiasm  would  not  have  ceased 
here;  and,  if  they  who  imposed  on  her  could  persuade  her  still 
to  go  with  their  armies,  they  could  still  have  continued  her 
delusion. 

This  mysteriousness  renders  the  story  of  Joan  of  Arc  pe- 
culiarly fit  for  poetry.  The  aid  of  angels  and  devils  is  not 
necessary  to  raise  her  above  mankind ;  she  lias  no  gods  to 
lackey  her,  and  inspire  her  with  courage,  and  heal  her  wounds: 
the  Maid  of  Orleans  acts  wholly  from  the  workings  of  her  own 
mind,  from  the  deep  feeling  of  inspiration.  Tlie  palpable 
agency  of  superior  powers  would  destroy  tlie  obscurity  of  her 
character,  arid  sink  her  to  the  mere  heroine  of  a  fairy  tale. 

The  alterations  which  I  have  made  in  the  history  are  few 
and  trifling.  The  death  of  Salisbury'  is  placed  later,  and  of 
the  Talbots  earlier,  than  they  occurred.  As  the  battle  of  Putay 
is  the  concluding  action  of  the  poem,  I  have  given  it  all  the 
previous  solemnity  of  a  settled  engagement.  Whatever  appears 
miniculous  is  asserted  in  history,  and  my  authorities  will  be 
found  in  the  notes. 

It  i^  the  common  fault  of  epic  poems,  that  we  feel  little 
interest  for  the  heroes  they  celebrate.  The  national  vanity  of 
a  Greek  or  a  Uoman  might  have  been  gratified  by  the  renown 
of  Achille-^  or^Eneas;  but,  to  engage  the  unprejudiced,  there 
must  be  more  of  human  feelings  than  is  generally  to  bo 
found  in  the  diameter  of  a  warrior.  From  this  objection  tlio 
*'  Odyssey  "  alone  may  be  excepted.  Uly>ses  aj)i)oars  as  the 
father  and  the  husband,  and  the  affections  arc  enlisted  on  his 
tide.    The  judgment  must  applaud  the  wdl-Iigested  plan  and 
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fpleaili  extention  of  tlie  "lllKdi"  but  tli«  heart  bIwbj's  Ikmi 
laWimony  ft  ihe  mwit  of  tb«  "  Odyssoyi "  it  ii  the  poem  of 
li«.lur«,  Bnil  iu  poraonigea  Intpire  lore  nlbcr  tlian  CDnunaad 
admlnUian.  Tli«  good  heritmniui  KuiniCiu  is  wnrtli  n  tbniixiinil 
hemcB;  Ilumer  h  iaieti  tlie  best  of  jreels;  fur  hg  U  at  eooa 
ttlgnifled  nnd  ilmple:  bor  I'opv  liu  lihigaiied  him  In  ibp-Ann/. 
uid  CowjMr  bni  itiiripcil  him  nnlwd. 

Thero  arc  few  ntiulera  who  do  nol  prefer  Tuniui  to  .Cnwu, 
—  «  rugrtive.sospMtBdof  trtMon,  who  uegligeiitlj  left  liisirife, 
*adui:cd  Dltlo,  d«wrlgd  her,  and  thai  foniiUy  took  Lnrlnb 
from  her  betrothed  hmbmwl.  Whsl  nnili  ■  insii'a  pirtjr  to 
the  god),  >r,  In  >ll  his  denlhim  vith  tnen,  he  prove  hlnnelf  k 
T[!l«ln  ?  If  w«  rufiresont  Diily  •>  BORiiniindlng  B  ba.1  action, 
thb  ti  nol  eieolpitli);!  the  man,  but  priminiting  the  Cod. 

The  iIl-(!hHea  tnlyests  of  Lncnn  and  Suiioi  hare  pmcaM 
tbrm  ftom  icqairinB  Die  popularity  They  wonld  olharwiM  Iwta  . 
merited;  yet,  to  iMished  pertu,  the  former  of  thete  ia  peihapt 
naeqaelled,  eernlply  Bnexfetlod.    t  do  oot  icruple  i 
Sbttius  to  Tlrgtl :  with   Infbrlor  tntte,  he  appean  ^ 
pa»ass  n  richer  aud  man  powerftal  Irra/^lnation  i  hi: 
Rrt  ilTongly  coiitalved,  Hnd  clearly  painlod  ;  and  tile 
hie  leagange,  while  it  make*  the  render  Ibel,  proeei  thatl 
lutbor  felt  l>lTn..ir. 

The  power  uf  atiiry  i>  iTrlkingly  ixampliilod  (n  Oie  M 
hetiHo  pocu.    They  plento  uniTeteBlly,  afen  tu  tmii>)ntl|t 
when  lUUa  but  tlie  rtory  rsmnito.    In  proponioniiig  fait  ^ 
rectors,  Tflmm  hn«  arred:    Godfrey  1»  the  hero  of 
Rlnildo  iif  ihe  pool,  end  Toocred  of  the  rnnder. 
cbOTseton  should  nut  be  Inuodticed,  like  Gyai  end 
merely  to  BIl  n  ptoceieion;  neither  ehould  they  be  W 
netit  aa  to  throw  the  ptiueifiBl  Into  tliihle. 

The  lawleia  tnnglc  of  Arioato,  end  Iha  tingnlar 
well  u  the  tlngiilar  exjmtleiiel  of  Milton,  lender  tt  i 
10  ileJuco  aiiy  rnlee  of  epic  poouy  f"""  theea  an 
likewlne  with  Spenier,  the  fiiTorile  of  my  childhood,  Q 
whoso  frequent  penitiil  I  have  alwiya  (band  tnoieeeed  d>  " 

Agninat  the  maohinery  of  Cainoeni, »  heeTler  charge  M 
be  brought  limn  thnl  of  profiuieneei  or  ini 
(hMllJig  LBluiiil  1>  but  n  Hontlug  brolhel;  and  do  benatf.'l 
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mmke  atoDcment  for  licentiousness.  From  this  accusation, 
none  but  a  translator  would  attempt  to  justify  him :  but  Ca- 
moens  hod  the  most  able  of  translators.  The  "  Lusiad,'*  though 
excellent  in  parts,  is  uninteresting  as  a  whole :  it  is  read  with 
little  emotion,  and  remembered  with  little  pleasure.  But  it 
was  composed  in  the  anguish  of  disappointed  hopes,  in  the 
fatigues  of  war,  and  in  a  country  far  from  all  he  loved ;  and  we 
should  not  forget,  that,  as  the  Poet  of  Portugal  was  among 
the  most  unfortunate  of  men,  so  he  should  be  ranked  among  the 
most  respectable.  Neither  his  own  country  nor  Spain  has  yet 
produced  his  equal.  His  heart  was  broken  by  calamity ;  but  the 
spirit  of  integrity  and  independence  never  forsook  Camoens. 

I  have  endeavored  to  avoid  what  appears  to  me  the  common 
fault  of  epic  poems,  and  to  render  the  Maid  of  Orleans  Inte-  >^ 
resting.    With  this  intent,  I  have  given  her,  not  the  passion  of     ' 
love,  but  the  remembrance  of  subdued  aflfection,  a  lingering 
of  human  feelings  not  inconsistent  with  tlie  enthusiasm  and 
holiness  of  her  character. 

The  multitude  of  obscure  epic  writers  copy  with  the  most 
gross  servility  their  ancient  models.  If  a  tempest  occurs, 
some  envious  spirit  procures  it  from  the  god  of  the  winds  or 
the  god  of  the  sea.  Is  there  a  town  besieged?  the  eyes  of  the 
hero  are  opened,  and  he  beholds  the  powers  of  heaven  assist- 
ing in  the  attack;  an  angel  is  at  hand  to  heal  his  wounds;  and 
the  leader  of  the  enemy,  in  his  last  combat,  is  seized  with  the 
sudden  cowardice  of  Hector.  Even  Tasso  is  too  often  an  imi- 
tator; but,  notwithstan<ling  the  censure  of  a  satirist,  the  name 
of  Tasso  will  still  be  ninked  among  the  best  heroic  poets. 
l'crlia]>s  Boileau  only  condemned  him  for  the  sake  of  an  anti- 
the-vjs:  it  is  with  such  writers,  as  with  those  who  aflect  i>f)int 
in  their  conversation,  —  they  will  always  sacrifice  truth  to  the 
piitification  of  tiieir  vanity. 

I  have  avoided  what  seems  useless  and  wearyitig  in  other 
poems;  and  my  readers  will  find  no  descriptions  of  armor;  no 
muster-rolls;  no  geographical  catalop^ies;  lion,  tiger,  bull,  bear. 
And  boar  similes;  lMia'bu<'es  or  Anrcras.  And,  where  in  battle 
I  have  particularized  the  death  of  an  inilividuMl,  it  is  not,  I 
hope,  like  the  common  lists  of  killed  and  wounded. 

It  had  been  established  as  a  necessary  rule  for  the  epic,  that 

VOL.  I.  C 


18  southey's  poems. 

the  subject  should  be  national.  To  this  nilo  I  have  acted  in 
direct  opposition,  and  chosen  for  the  subject  of  my  iK>em  the 
defeat  of  the  English.  If  there  be  any  readers  who  con  wish 
success  to  an  unjust  cause  because  their  country  was  engaged 
in  it,  I  desire  not  their  approbation. 

In  Millin's  "  National  Antiquities  of  France,"  I  find  that  M. 
Laverdy  wjus  in  1791  occu))icd  in  collecting  whatever  has  been 
written  concerning  the  Maid  of  Orleans.  I  have  anxiously 
looked  for  his  work ;  but  it  is  probable,  considering  the  tumults 
of  the  intervening  period,  that  it  has  not  been  accomplished. 
Of  the  various  j)roductions  to  the  mcnior)'  of  .loan  of  Arc,  1 
have  only  collected  a  few  titles,  anvl,  if  report  may  be  trusted, 
need  not  fear  a  heavier  coiidcmnation  than  to  be  deemed  equally 
bad.  A  regular  canon  of  St.  Kuvertc  has  written  what  is  said 
to  be  u  very  bad  poem,  entitled  the  '*  Modern  Amazon."  There 
is  a  prose  tragedy  called  "La  Pucello  d'Orlear.s,"  variously 
attributed  to  Uensenide,  to  Boyer,  and  to  Mcnardi^re.  The 
Abb^  Danbigiiac  published  a  prose  tragedy  with  the  same 
title  in  1042.  There  is  one  under  the  name  of  "Jean  Baruel" 
of  1581;  and  anutiier  printed  anonymously  at  Rouen,  1G06. 
Among  the  manuscripts  of  the  Queen  of  Sweden,  in  the  Vati- 
can, is  a  dnnnatic  piece  in  ver^c,  called  "  Le  My^!^re  du  Si^ge 
d'Orlians."  "  In  these  modem  times,"  says  Millin,  "all  Paris 
has  nm  to  the  theatre  of  Nicolet  to  see  a  pantomime  entitled 
*Le  Fameux  Siege  de  la  Pucello  d'Urlcans.'"  I  may  add, 
that,  after  the  ]}ubl:cation  of  this  poem,  a  pantomime  upon  the 
same  subject  wa«*  brought  forward  at  Covent-Garden  Theatre, 
in  which  the  hen)inc,  like  Don  Juan,  wa.s  carried  off  by  devils, 
a!id  ])rccir.itated  alive  into  hell.  I  mention  it  because  the  feel- 
ings of  ino  audience  revolted  at  such  a  catastrophe;  and,  after 
ft  few  nights,  an  angel  was  intro<luced  to  rescue  her. 

lUit,  among  the  number  of  worthless  poems  upon  this  sub- 
ject, there  are  two  which  are  unfortunately  notorious,— the 
Puccllos  of  Cha))elain  and  Voltaire.  I  have  had  patience  to 
peruse  the  first,  and  never  haVe  been  guilty  of  looking  into  the 
second.    It  is  well  said  by  George  Herbert, — 

"  Make  not  thy  sport  abuses ,  for  the  fly 
That  feeds  on  duog  is  colorud  thereby." 
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Ol  the  8th  of  May,  the  anniversaiy  of  its  deliverance,  an 
annual  (^te  is  held  at  Orleans;  and  monuments  have  been 
erected  there  and  at  Rouen  to  the  memory  of  the  Maid.  Her 
family  was  ennobled  by  Charles ;  but  it  should  not  be  forgotten 
in  the  histor}'  of  this  monarch,  that,  in  the  hour  of  misfortune, 
be  abandoned  to  her  fate  the  woman  who  had  saved  his  king- 
dom. 

Bbistol,  November,  1796. 


The  poem  thus  cmdely  conceived,  rashly  prefaced,  and 
prematurely  hurried  into  the  world,  was  nevertheless  favorably 
received,  owing  chiefly  to  adventitious  circumstances.  A  work 
of  the  same  chiss,  with  as  much  power  and  fewer  faults,  if  it 
were  published  now,  would  attract  little  or  no  attention.  One 
thing  which  contributed  to  bring  it  into  immediate  notice  was, 
that  no  poem  of  equal  pretension  had  appeared  for  many  years, 
except  Glover's  "  Athenaid,"  which,  notwithstanding  the  repu- 
tation of  liis  "  LconidjL?,"  had  been  utterly  neglected.  But  the 
chief  cause  of  its  favorable  reception  wjis  that  it  was  written  in  a 
republican  spirit,  such  as  may  easily  be  accounted  for  in  a  youth 
whose  notions  of  libertv  were  taken  from  the  Greek  and  Roman 
writers,  and  who  was  ignorant  enough  of  history  and  of  human 
nature  to  believe  that  a  happier  order  of  things  luid  commenced 
with  the  independence  of  the  United  States,  and  would  be 
accelerated  by  the  French  Revolution.  Such  opinions  were 
then  as  unpopular  in  Kngland  as  they  deserved  to  be ;  but  they 
were  cherished  by  most  of  the  critical  journals,  and  conciliated 
for  me  the  gfMid-will  of  some  of  the  most  influcnti:il  writers 
who  were  at  that  time  engaged  in  periodical  literature,  though 
I  was  per-ionally  unknown  to  them.  They  bestowed  upon  the 
jKK'm  abundant  ])raise,  passed  over  most  of  its  manifold  faults, 
and  noticed  others  with  indulgence.  Miss  Seward  wrote  some 
verses  ui>on  it  in  a  "train  of  the  highest  eulogy  and  the  Itittcrest 
ii.7ectivo;  they  wore  sent  to  the  "Morning  Chronicle,"  and 
the  editor  (Mr.  Terry)  accompanied  their  insertion  with  a 
^indication  of  the  oj>iiiioiis  wliich  she  had  so  vohonKMitiy  do- 
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noonced.  Miss  Seward  wsis  then  in  high  reputation:  the 
fincerity  of  her  praise  was  proved  by  the  severity  of  hei 
censure;  and  nothing  could  Imve  been  more  serviceable  to  a 
young  author  than  her  notice  thus  indignantly,  but  also  thus 
generously,  bestowed.  The  approbation  of  the  reviewers 
served  as  a  passport  for  the  poem  to  America ;  and  it  was  re- 
printed there  while  I  was  revising  it  for  a  second  edition. 

A  work,  in  which  the  author  and  the  bookseller  hud  engaged 
with  equal  imprudence,  thus  proved  beneficial  to  both.  It  made 
me  so  advantageously  known  as  a  poet,  that  no  subsequent 
hostility  on  the  part  of  the  reviews  could  pull  down  tlie  repu- 
tation which  hud  been  raised  by  their  good  offices.  Before 
that  hostility  took  its  determined  character,  the  charge  of 
being  a  hasty  and  careless  writer  was  frequently  brought 
against  me.  Yet  to  have  been  six  months  correcting  what 
was  written  in  six  weeks  was  some  indication  of  patient  indus- 
try; and  of  this  the  second  edition  gave  further  evidence. 
Taking  for  a  second  motto  the  words  of  Erasmus,  Ui  hommu 
ita  Ubroty  indies  seipus  mtUores  fieri  oporUl^  I  spared  no  pains 
to  render  the  poem  less  faulty  both  in  its  construction  and 
composition.  I  wrote  a  new  beginning,  throw  out  much  of 
what  had  remained  of  the  original  draught,  altered  more,  and 
endeavored,  from  all  the  materials  which  I  hud  means  of  con- 
sulting, to  make  myself  better  acquainted  with  the  manners 
and  circumstances  of  the  fifteenth  century.  Thus  the  second 
edition  di  tiered  almost  as  much  from  the  first  as  that  from  the 
copy  which  was  originally  intended  for  publication.  Less 
extensive  alterations  were  made  in  two  subsequent  editions: 
the  fifth  was  only  a  reprint  of  the  fourth.  By  that  time  I  had 
become  fully  sensible  of  its  great  tuid  numerous  fuults,  and 
requested  the  reader  to  remember,  as  the  only  apology  which 
could  be  oflered  for  them,  thut  the  poem  was  written  at  the 
age  of  nineteen,  und  published  at  one  and  twenty.  My  inten- 
tion then  was  to  take  no  further  pains  in  correcting  a  work  of 
which  the  inherent  defects  were  incorrigible;  and  I  did  not 
look  into  it  again  for  many  years. 

But  now,  when  about  to  perform  what  at  my  ago  may 
almost  be  culled  the  tc^tunlcntary  tn^k  of  revising,  in  all  like- 
Vhood  for  the  last  time,  thr>se  works  by  wliich  it  was  my 
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yoathftil  amUtioii  **  to  be  for  ever  known,'*  and  part  whereof 
I  dare  believe  has  been  **  so  written  to  after-times  as  they  should 
not  willingly  let  it  die,*'  it  appeared  proper  that  this  poem, 
through  which  the  author  had  been  first  made  known  to  the 
poblio  two  and  forty  years  ago,  should  lead  the  way;  and  the 
thought,  that  it  was  once  more  to  pass  through  the  press  under 
my  own  inspection,  induced  a  feeling  in  some  respects  resem- 
bling that  with  which  it  had  been  first  delivered  to  the  printer. 
And  yet  how  diflerenti  for  not  in  hope  and  ardor,  nor  with  the 
impossible  intention  of  rendering  it  what  it  might  have  been  had 
it  been  planned  and  executed  in  middle  life,  did  I  resolve  to 
correct  it  once  more  throughout;  but  for  the  purpose  of  making 
It  more  consistent  with  itself  in  diction,  and  1ms  inconsistent 
in  other  things  with  the  well-weighed  opinions  of  my  maturer 
years.  The  faults  of  effort,  which  may  generally  be  regarded 
as  hopeful  indications  in  a  juvenile  writer,  have  been  mostly 
left  as  they  were.  The  faults  of  language  wliich  remained  from 
the  first  edition  have  l>een  removed,  so  that  in  this  respect  the 
whole  is  sufficiently  in  keeping.  And  for  those  wliich  ex- 
pressed the  political  prejudices  of  a  young  man  who  had  too 
little  knowledge  to  suspect  his  own  ignorance,  they  have  either 
been  expunged  or  altered,  or  such  substitutions  have  been 
made  for  them  as  harmonize  with  the  pervading  spirit  of  the 
poem,  and  are  nevertheless  in  accord  with  those  opinions  which 
the  author  has  maintained  for  thirty  years,  through  good  and 
evil  report,  in  the  maturit*'  of  his  judgment  as  well  as  in  the 
iincerity  of  his  heart. 

£[£swici,  Aug.  ao,  1887. 


TO  EDITH  SOUTHEY. 


Edith  I  I  brought  thee  late  a  humble  gifl,  — 

The  songs  of  earlier  youth :  it  was  a  wreath 

With  many  an  unripe  blossom  garlanded 

And  many  a  weed,  yet  mingled  with  some  flowers 

Which  will  not  wither.     Dearest !  now  I  bring 

A  worthier  offering :  thou  wilt  prize  it  well, 

For  well  thou  know'st  amid  what  painful  cares 

My  solace  was  in  this ;  and,  though  to  me 

There  is  no  music  in  the  hollowness 

Of  common  praise,  yet  well  content  am  I 

Now  to  look  back  upon  my  youth's  green  prime. 

Nor  idly  nor  unprofitably  passed. 

Imping  in  such  adventurous  essay 

The  wing,  and  strengthening  it  for  steadier  flight, 

BoBion,  near  Christ  Church,  1797. 
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There  was  high  feasting  held  at  Vaucouleur; 
For  old  Sir  Robert  had  a  famous  guest,  — 
The  Bastard  Orleans ;  ^  and  the  festive  hours, 
Cheered  with  the  Troubadour's  sweet  minstrelsy, 
Passed  gayly  at  liis  hospitable  board. 
But  not  to  share  the  hospitable  board, 
And  hear  sweet  minstrelsy,  Dunois  had  sought 
Sir  Robert's  hall :  he  came  to  rouse  Lorraine, 
And  glean  what  force  the  wasting  war  had  left 
For  one  last  effort.     Little  had  the  war 
Ijeft  in  JLiorraine,  but  age,  and  youth  unripe 
For  shiughter  yet,  and  widows,  and  young  maids 
Of  widowed  loves.    And  now  with  his  great  guest 
The  Lord  of  Vaucouleur  sat  communing 
On  what  might  profit  France,  and  found  no  hope, 
Despairing  of  their  country,  when  he  heard 
A.n  old  man  and  a  maid  awaited  him 
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In  the  castle-hall.     He  knew  the  old  man  well,  — 
His  vassal  Claude ;  and,  at  his  bidding,  Claude 
Approached,  and,  after  meet  obeisance  made, 
Bespake  Sir  Robert: 

'^  Good  my  lord,  I  come 
With  a  strange  tale.     I  pray  you,  pardon  me 
K  it  should  seem  impertinent,  and  like 
An  old  man's  weakness ;  but,  in  truth,  this  Maid 
Hath  with  such  boding  thoughts  impress^   my 

heart, 
I  think  I  could  not  longer  sleep  in  peace 
Gainsaying  what  she  sought.'    She  saith  that  God 
Bids  her  go  drive  the  Englishmen  from  France. 
Pier  parents  mock  at  her,  and  call  her  crazed ; 
And  Father  llegnier  says  she  is  possessed : 
But  I,  who  know  that  never  thought  of  ill 
Found  entrance  in  her  heart,  —  for,  good  my  lord. 
From  her  first  birthday  she  hath  been  to  me 
As  mine  own  child ;  and  I  am  an  old  man. 
Who  have  seen  many  moon-struck  in  my  time. 
And  some  who  were  by  evil  spirits  vexed,  — 
I,  sirs,  do  think  that  there  is  more  in  this. 
And  who  can  tell,  but,  in  these  perilous  times. 
It  may  please  God But  hear  the  Maid  your- 
selves ; 
For  if,  as  I  believe,  this  is  of  Heaven, 
My  silly  speech  doth  wrong  it." 

Wliile  he  spake, 
Curious  they  marked  the  Damsel.  She  ap|>eared 
Of  eighteen  years.*    There  was  no  bloom  of  youth 
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(Tpoii  her  cheek ;  jet  had  the  loveliest  hues 
Of  health  with  lesser  fascination  fixed 
The  gazer's  eje ;  for  wan  the  Maiden  was, 
Of  saintly  paleness,  and  there  seemed  to  dwell 
In  the  strong  beauties  of  her  countenance 
Something  that  was  not  earthlj. 

^  I  have  heard 
Of  this  your  niece's  malady,"  replied 
The  Lord  of  Vuucoulcur, ''  that  she  frequents 
The  loneliest  haunts  and  deepest  solitude, 
Estranged  from  human  kind  and  human  cores 
With  loathing  like  to  madness.    It  were  best 
To  place  her  with  some  pious  sisterhood, 
Who,  duly  morn  and  eve  for  her  souFs  health 
Soliciting  Heaven,  may  likeliest  remedy 
The  stricken  mind,  or  frenzied  or  possessed." 

So,  as  Sir  Robert  ceased,  the  IMaiden  cried, 
**  I  am  not  mad !     Possessed  indeed  I  am. 
The  hand  of*  God  is  strong  upon  my  soul ; 
And  I  have  wrestled  vainly  with  the  Lord, 
And  stub!)ornly,  I  fear  nic.     I  can  save 
This  country,  sir ;  I  can  deliver  France. 
Yea,  I  must  save  the  country:  God  is  in  me. 
I  speak  not.  think  not,  feel  not  of  myself. 
He  knew  and  sanctified  me  ere  my  birth; 
He  to  the  nations  hath  oi*dained  me ; 
And  whither  He  shall  send  me,  I  must  go; 
And  whatso  He  commands,  that  I  must  speak ; 
And  whatso  is  His  will,  that  I  must  do; 


28  southey's  poems. 

And  I  must  put  away  all  fear  of  man, 
Lest  He  in  wrath  confound  me."  * 

At  the  firsts 
With  pity  or  with  scorn  Dunois  had  heard 
The  Maid  inspired ;  but  now  he  in  his  heart 
Felt  that  misgiving  which  precedes  belief 
In  what  was  disbelieved  and  scoffed  at  late 
For  folly.     "  Damsel,"  said  the  chief,  "  methinka 
It  would  be  wisely  done  to  doubt  this  call, 
Haply  of  some  ill  spirit  prompting  thee 
To  self-destruction." 

"  Doubt !  "  the  Maid  exclaimed. 
"  It  were  as  easy,  when  I  gaze  around 
On  all  this  fair  variety  of  things,  — 
Green  fields  and  tufled  woods,  and  the  blue  depth 
Of  heaven,  and  yonder  glorious  sun,  —  to  doubt 
Creating  Wisdom ;  when  in  the  evening  gale 
I  breathe  the  mingled  odors  of  the  spring, 
And  hear  the  wildwood  melody,  and  hear 
The  populous  air  vocal  with  insect-life. 
To   doubt  Goers   goodness.     There  are   feelings, 

chief, 
Which  cunnot  lie ;  and  I  have  oftentimes 
Felt  in  the  midnight  silence  of  my  soul 
The  call  of  God." 

They  listened  to  the  Maid, 
And  thoy  almost  believed.     Then  spake  Dunois  : 
"  Wilt  thou  go  with  me.  Maiden,  to  the  king, 
And  there  announce  thy  mission  ?  "    Thus  he  said 
For  thoughts  of  politic  cniftiness  arose 
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Within  him,  and  his  faith,  yet  nnconfirmed, 
Determined  to  prompt  action.     She  replied, 
''  Therefore  I  sought  the  Lord  of  Vaucouleur, 
That,  with  such  credence  as  prevents  delay, 
He  to  the  king  might  send  me.     Now  beseech  you 
Speed  our  departure." 

Then  Dunois  addressed 
Sir  Robert :  ''  Fare  thee  well,  my  friend  and  host ! 
It  were  ill  done  to  linger  here  when  Heaven 
Vouchsafes   such   strange  assistance.     Let  what 

force 
Lorraine  can  raise  to  Chinon  follow  us ; 
And  with  the  tidings  of  this  holy  Maid, 
Sent  by  the  Lord,  fill  thou  the  country :  soon 
Therewith  shall  France  awake  as  from  the  sleep 
Of  death.     Now,  ]Maid,  depart  we  at  thy  will." 

"  God*s  blessing  go  with  ye  ! "  exclaimed  old 
Claude ; 
"  Good  angels  guard  my  girl ! "  and,  as  he  spake, 
The  tears  streamed  fast  adown  his  aged  cheeks ; 
*'  And,  if  I  do  not  live  to  see  thee  more,  — 
As  sure  I  think  I  shall  not,  —  yet  sometimes 
Remember  thine  old  uncle.     I  have  loved  thee 
Even  from  thy  childhood,  Joan ;  and  I  shall  lose 
The  comfort  of  mine  age  in  losing  thee. 
But  God  be  with  thee,  child ! " 

Nor  was  the  Maid, 
Though  all  subdued  of  soul,  untroubled  now 
In  that  sad  parting;  but  she  calmed  herself, 
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Painfully  keeping  down  her  heart,  and  said, 
"  Comfort  thyself,  my  uncle,  with  the  thought 
Of  what  I  am,  and  for  what  enterprise 
Chosen  from  among  the  people.     Oh !  be  sure 
I  shall  remember  thee,  in  whom  I  found 
A  parent's  love  when  parents  were  unkind ; 
And,  when  the  ominous  broodings  of  my  soul 
Were  scoffed  and  made  a  mock  of  by  all  else, 
Thou  for  thy  love  didst  hear  me,  and  believe. 
Shall  I  forget  these  things  ?  "     By  this,  Dunois 
Had  armed ;  the  steeds  stood  ready  at  the  gate. 
But  thch  she  fell  upon  the  old  man's  neck. 
And  cried,  "  Pray  for  mc ;  I  shall  need  tliy  prayers ; 
Pi'ay  for  me  that  I  fail  not  in  my  hour." 
Thereat  awhile,  as  if  some  awful  thought 
Had  overpowered  her,  on  his  neck  she  hung ; 
Then,  rising  with  flushed  check  and  kindling  eye, 
"  Farewell ! "  quoth  she,  "and  live  in  hope.    Anon 
Thou  shalt  hear  tidings  to  rejoice  thy  heart, — 
Tidings  of  joy  for  all,  but  most  for  thee : 
Be  this  thy  comfort."     The  old  man  received 
Her  last  embrace,  and,  weeping  like  a  cliild, 
Scarcely  through  tears  could  see  them  on  their 

steeds 
Spring  up,  and  go  their  way. 

So  on  they  went. 
And  now,  along  the  mountain's  winding  path, 
Upward   they   journeyed   slow ;    and   now   they 

paused. 
And  gazed  where  o'er  the  plain  the  stately  towen 
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Of  Vuucoulear  arose,  in  distance  seen, 
D:irk  and  distinct.     Below  its  castled  height, 
Through  fair  and  fertile  pastures,  the  deep  Meuse 
Rolled  glittering  on.     Domrenii's  cottages 
Gleamed  in  the  sun  hard  by,  —  white  cottages, 
That  in  the  evening  traveller's  weary  mind 
Had  wakened  thoughts  of  comfort  and  of  home, 
flaking  him  yearn  for  resL     But  on  one  spot, 
One  little  spot,  the  Virgin's  eye  was  fixed,  — 
Her  native  Arc    Embowered  the  hamlet  lay 
Upon  the  forest  edge,  whose  ancient  woods, 
With  all  their  infinite  varieties, 
Now  formed  a  mass  of  sliade.     The  distant  plain 
Kose  on  the  horizon  rich  with  pleasant  groves, 
And  vineyards  in  the  greenest  hue  of  spring, 
And  streams  now  hidden  on  their  win<ling  way, 
Now  issuing  forth  in  liglit. 

The  Maiden  gazed 
Till  all  grew  dim  upon  her  dizzy  eye. 
'*  Oh,  what  a  blessed  world  were  this,"  she  cried, 
"  But  that  the  great  and  honorable  men 
Have  seized  the  earth,  and  of  the  heritage 
Whioli  Go<l,  the  Sire  of  all,  to  all  had  given, 
l)i>lH'nt<jl  their  brethren!     Happy  those 
AVlio  in  the  after-days  shall  live,  when  Time 
I  lath  spoken,  and  the  multitude  ot  years 
Tau^'lit  wisdom  to  mankind  I*     Unliiii>py  France! 
Firreer  than  evening  wolves,  thy  hittrr  foes 
Kii-h  o'er  the  land,  and  desolate  and  killJ 
Long  Liia  the  widow's  and  the  oqdian's  gi*oan 
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Accused  Tloaven's  justice.     But  the  hour  is  come: 
God  hath  inclined  his  ear,  hath  heard  the  voice 
Of  mourning ;  and  his  anger  is  gone  forth." 

Then  said  the  Son  of  Orleans,  "  Holy  Maid ! 
Fain  would  I  know,  if  blameless  I  may  seek 
Such  knowledge,  how  the  heavenly  call  wtis  heard 
First  in  thy  wakened  soul ;  nor  deem  in  me 
Aught  idly  curious,  if  of  thy  past  life 
I  ask  the  story.     In  the  hour  of  age, 
If  haply  I  survive  to  see  this  realm 
Delivered,  precious  then  will  be  the  thought 
That  I  have  known  the  delegated  Maid, 
And  heard  from  her  the  wondrous  ways  of  Heaven." 

"  A  simple  tale,"  the  missioned  Maid  replied ; 
•*Yet  may  it  well  emj)loy  the  journeying  hour. 
And  pleasant  is  tlie  memory  of  the  past. 

"  Seest  thou,  Sir  Chief,  where  yonder  forest  skirts 
The  Meuse,  that  in  its  winding  mazes  shows, 
As  on  the  farther  bank,  the  distant  towers 
Of  Vaneouleur?     There,  in  the  hamlet  Arc, 
My  father's  dwelling  stands,*  —  a  lowly  hut; 
Yet  nought  of  needful  comfort  did  it  lack : 
For  in  Lorraine  there  lived  no  kinder  lord 
Than  old  Sir  Robert;  and  my  father  Jaques 
In  flocks  and  herds  was  rich,  —  a  toiling  man, 
Intriit  on  worldlv  jjains;  oih;  in  whose  li<*art 
AflVition  had  no  root.     I  never  knew 
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A  parent's  love ;  for  harsh  my  mother  was, 
And  deemed  the  care  which  infancy  demands 
Irksome  and  ill-repaid.     Severe  they  were, 
And  would  have  made  me  fear  them ;  but  my  soul 
Possessed  the  germ  of  inborn  fortitude, 
And  stubbornly  I  bore  unkind  rebuke 
And  angry  chastisement.     Yet  was  the  voice 
That  spake  in  tones  of  tenderness  most  sweet 
To  my  young  heart :  how  have  I  felt  it  leap 
With    transport    when    my    Uncle    Claude    ap- 
proached ! 
For  he  would  take  me  on  his  knee,  and  tell 
Such  wondrous  tales  as  childhood  loves  to  hear, 
Listening  with  eager  eyes  and  open  lips 
Devoutly  in  attention.     Good  old  man  ! 
Oh !  if  I  ever  poured  a  prayer  to  Heaven 
Unhallowed  by  the  grateful  thouglit  of  him, 
Methinks  the  rigliteous  winds  would  scatter  it. 
He  was  a  parent  to  me,  and  his  home 
Was  mine,  when  in  advancing  years  I  found 
No  peace,  no  comfort,  in  my  father's  house. 
With  liim  I  passed  the  pleasant  evening  hours, 
By  day  I  drove  my  father's  flock  afield  ;^ 
And  this  was  haj)piness. 

"  Amid  these  wilds, 
Often  to  summer  pasture  have  I  driven 
The  flofk ;  and  well  I  know  these  woodland  wilds, 
A.nd  every  bosomed  vale  and  valley  stream 
Is  dear  to  memory.     I  have  laid  ine  down 
Beside  yon  valley  stream,  that  up  the  ascent 
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Scarce  sends  tlie  sound  of  waters  now,  and  watched 
Tlie  beck  roll  glittering  to  the  noontide  sun, 
And  listened  to  its  ceaseless  murmuring, 
Till  all  was  hushed  and  tranquil  in  my  soul, 
Filled  with  a  strange  and  undefined  deli;jht 
That  j)a.ssed  across  the  mind  like  summer  clouds 
Over  the  vale  at  eve :  their  fleeting  hues 
Tlie  traveller  cannot  trace  witli  Memory's  eye; 
Yet  he  remembers  well  how  lair  they  were, 
How  beautiful. 

"  In  solitude  and  peace 
Here  I  grew  up,  amid  the  loveliest  scenes 
Of  unpolluted  natui*e.     Sweet  it  wa.s, 
As  tlie  white  mists  of  morning  rolled  away, 
To  see  the  uplan<rs  woodt'd  heights  appear 
Dark  in  the  early  dawn,  and  mark  the  slope 
With  gorse-flowers  glowing,  as  the  sun  illumed 
Their  golden  glory  *^  with  his  deepening  light; 
Pleiu»ant  at  noon  beside  the  vocal  brook 
To  lay  me  down,  and  watch  the  floating  clouds, 
And  shape  to  Fancy's  wild  similitudes 
Their  ever-varying  forms ;  and  oh  how  sweet 
To  drive  my  flock  at  evening  to  the  fold, 
And  hasten  to  our  little  hut,  and  hear 
The  voice  of  kindness  bid  me  welcome  home ! 

"  Amid  the  village  playmates  of  my  youth 
Was  one  whom  riper  years  approved  a  friend. 
A  gentle  maid  was  my  poor  Madelon: 
I  loved  her  as  a  sister,  and  long  time 
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Her  undivided  tenderness  possessed, 

Until  a  better  and  a  holier  tie 

Gave  her  one  nearer  friend ;  and  then  my  heart 

Partook  her  happiness,  for  never  lived 

A  happier  pair  than  Amaud  and  his  wife. 

^  Lorraine  was  called  to  arms,  and  with  her  youth 
Went  Amaud  to  the  war.     The  mom  was  fair. 
Bright  shone  the  sun,  the  birds  sung  cheerfully, 
And  all  the  fields  seemed  joyous  in  the  spring : 
But  to  Domremi  wretched  was  that  day ; 
For  there  was  lamentation,  and  the  voice 
Of  anguish,  and  the  deeper  agony 
That  spake  not.     Never  can  my  heart  forget 
The  feelings  that  shot  through  me,  when  the  horn 
Gave  its  last  cull,  and  through  the  ciu^tle-gate 
Tli<^  banner  moved,  and  from  the  clinging  arms 
Which  hung  on  tliem,  as  for  a  last  embrace, 
Sons,  brethren,  husbands,  went. 

"  More  frequent  now 
Sought  I  the  converse  of  poor  Madelon ; 
For  now  she  ne<;(l<*d  Friendship's  soothing  voice. 
All  the  long  summer  did  she  live  in  hope 
Of  tidings  from  the  war;  and,  as  at  eve 
She  wilii  her  mother  by  the  cottage-door 
Sat  in  the  sunshine,  if  a  trav<'ller 
Appeared  at  tlistanee  coming  o'er  the  brow, 
Her  eye  was  on  him ;  and  it  might  be  seen 
I5y  the  flushed  clieek  what  thouglits  were  in  her 
heart. 
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Andy  by  the  deadly  paleness  which  ensued, 
How  her  heart  died  within  her.     So  the  days 
And  weeks  and  months  passed  on ;  and,  when  the 

leaves 
Fell  in  the  autumn,  a  most  painful  hope 
That  reason  owned  not,  that  with  expectation 
Did  never  cheer  her  as  she  rose  at  mom, 
Still  lingered  in  her  heart,  and  still  at  night 
ISIade  disappointment  dreadful.     Winter  came ; 
But  Arnaud  never  from  the  war  returned : 
He  far  away  had  perished ;  and,  when  late 
The  tidings  of  his  certain  death  arrived. 
Sore  with  long  anguish  underneath  that  blow 
She  sunk.     Then  would  she  sit  and  think  all  day 
Upon  the  past,  and  talk  of  happiness 
That  never  could  return,  as  though  she  found 
Best  solace  in  the  thoughts  which  ministered 
To  sorrow.     And  she  loved  to  see  the  sun 
Go  down,  because  another  day  was  gone, 
And  then  she  might  retire  to  solitude 
And  wakeful  recollections,  or  perchance 
To  sleep  more  wearying  far  than  wakefulness, — 
Dreams  of  his  safety  and  return,  and  starts 
Of  agony :  so  neither  night  nor  day 
Could  she  find  rest,  but  pined  and  pined  away. 

**  Death !  to  the  h.appy  thou  art  terrible ; 
But  how  tiie  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee, 
0  thou  true  comforter!  the  friend  of  all 
Wlio  have  no  frien<l  beside !  ^^    By  the  sick-bed 
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Of  Madelon  I  sat,  when  sure  she  felt 
The  hour  of  her  deliverance  drawing  near ; 
I  saw  her  eje  kindle  with  hcavenlj  hope ; 
I  had  her  latest  look  of  earthlj  love ; 
I  felt  her  hand*8  last  pressure.     Son  of  Orleans ! 
I  would  not  wish  to  live  to  know  that  hour 
When  1  could  tliink  ujMn  a  dear  friend  dead, 
And  weep  not.     But  they  ore  not  bitter  tears. 
Not  painful  now ;  for  Christ  hath  risen,  iirst-fri|its 
Of  them  that  slept,  and  we  shall  meet  again,  — 
Meet,  not  again  to  part :  the  grave  hath  lost 
Its  victory. 

"  I  remember,  as  her  bier 
Went  to  the  gmva,  a  lark  :$pruiig  up  aloft, 
And  soared  amid  the  sunshine,  carolling 
So  full  of  joy,  tliat,  to  tlie  mourner's  ear, 
More  mournfully  than  dirge  or  passing  bell 
The  joyous  carol  came,  and  niiuie  us  feel, 
That,  of  tlie  multitude  of  beings,  none 
But  mau  was  wretched. 

**  Then  my  soul  awoke , 
For  it  iiad  slumbered  long  in  hai)i)iness, 
And,  never  feeling  misery,  never  tiiought 
Whut  others  suffer.     I,  as  best  I  niigiit, 
Solaced  ihe  keen  regret  of  Klinor; 
AikI  much  my  cares  availed,  and  much  her  son's, 
Oa  whom,  the  only  comfort  of  her  a^re, 
^lie  ctMitred  now  her  love.     A  younger  birth, 
Agrd  nearly  as  myself,  was  Theodore ; 
An  ardent  youth,  who  with  the  kindest  care 
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Had  soothed  his  sister's  sorrow.     We  had  knelt 
By  her  deatlibed  together,  and  no  bond 
In  closer  union  knits  two  human  hearta 
Than  fellowship  in  grief. 

'^  It  chanced,  as  once 
Beside  the  fire  of  Elinor  I  sat. 
The  niglit  was  comfortless ;  the  loud  blast  liowled ; 
And,  as  we  drew  around  the  social  hearth, 
We  heard  the  rain  beat  hard.      Driven  by  the 

storm, 
A  warrior  marked  our  distant  taper's  liglit : 
We  heaped  the  fire,  and  spreiid  the  friendly  board. 
*  'Tis  a  rude  niglit,*  the  stranger   cried.      *  Safe 

Iioused, 
Pleasant  it  is  to  hear  the  pelting  rain. 
I,  too,  couhl  be  content  to  dwell  in  peace, 
Resting  my  head  upon  tiie  laj)  of  love. 
But  tiuit  my  country  calls.     WIrmi  the  winds  roar 
Remember  sometimes  what  a  soldier  suffers. 
And  think  on  Conrade.* 

"Theodore  replied, 
'  Success  go  with  thee !    Something  we  have  known 
Of  war,  and  tasted  its  calamity ; 
And  I  am  well  content  to  dwell  in  peace, 
Albftit  inglorious,  thanking  the  good  Grod 
Who  made  me  to  be  happy.' 

« *  Did  that  God,' 
Cried  Conrade,  *form  thy  heart  for  happiness, 
When  Desolation  myally  careei*s 
Over  thy  wretched  country  ?     Did  that  God 
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Fomi  thee  for  peace,  when  Slaugliter  is  abroacl, 
When  her  brooks  run  with  blood,  and  Eape  and 

Murder 
Stalk  through  her  flaming  towns?     Live  thou  in 

peace, 
Young  man !     Mj  heart  is  human :  I  must  feel 
For  what  my  brethren  suffer.'     While  he  spake, 
Such  mingled  passions  charactered  his  face 
Of  fierce  and  terrible  benevolence, 
That  I  did  tremble  as  I  listened  to  him ; 
And  in  my  heart  tumultuous  thoughts  arose 
Of  high  achievements,  indistinct  and  wild 
And  vast,  yet  sueh  they  were  as  made  me  pant 
As  though  by  some  divinity  possessed. 

" '  But  is  there  not  some  duty  due  to  those 
We  love  ? '  said  Tlieodore.     '  Is  there  an  employ 
More  ri^jhteous  than  to  cheer  decliniri'T  a^jre. 
And  thus  with  filial  tenderness  repay 
Parental  care  ?  * 

"*  Hard  is  it,*  Conrade  cried, 
*  Ay,  hard  indeed,  to  part  from  those  we  love ; 
And  I  have  suffered  that  severest  pang. 
1  have  left  an  aged  mother ;  I  have  left 
One  upon  whom  my  heart  lias  fastened  all 
Its  dearest,  best  affections.     Should  I  Jive 
Till  France  shall  see  the  blessed  hour  of  peace, 
I  shall  return:  my  heart  will  be  content, 
My  duties  then  will  iiavc  been  well  discharged, 
And  1  may  then  be  liappy.     There  are  those 
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Who  deem  such  thoughts  the  fancies  of  a  mind 
Strict  beyond  measure,  and  were  well  content 
If  I  sliould  soften  down  my  rigid  nature. 
Even  to  inglorious  ease,  to  honor  me. 
But,  pure  of  lieart  and  high  in  self-esteem, 
I  must  be  honored  by  myself:  all  else. 
The  breath  of  P'ame,  is  as  the  unsteady  wind 
Worthless.' 

"  So  saying,  from  his  belt  he  took 
The  encumbering  sword.    I  held  it,  listening  to  him, 
And,  wist  less  what  I  did,  half  from  the  sheath 
Drew  forth  its  glittering  blade.     I  gazed  upon  it, 
And,  shuddering  as  I  touched  its  edge,  exclaimed, 
'  Plow  horrible  it  is  with  the  keen  sword 
To  gore  the  finely  fibred  human  frame ! 
I  could  not  strike  a  lamb.' 

"  He  answered  me : 
*  Maiden,  thou  sayest  well.     I  could  not  strike 
A  lamb ;  but,  when  the  merciless  invader 
Spares  not  gray  age,  and  mock;;  the  infant's  shriek 
As  it  doth  writ  lie  upon  his  cursed  lance, 
And  forces  to  his  foul  embrace  the  wife 
Even   where  her  slaughtered   husband  bleeds   to 

death, 
Almighty  God !  I  should  not  be  a  man 
If  I  did  lot  one  weak  and  pitiful  feeling 
Make  mine  arm  impotent  to  cleave  him  down. 
Think  well  of  tiiis,  young  man !  *  ^*  he  cried,  and 

look 
The  hand  of  Theodore;  *  think  well  of  this: 


JOAN   OF   ARC.      BOOK  I.  41 

As  jou  are  human,  as  you  hope  to  live 
In  peace  amid  the  dearest  joys  of  home, 
Think  well  of  this.     You  have  a  tender  mother: 
As  you  do  wish  that  she  may  die  in  peace ; 
As  you  would  even  to  madness  agonize 
To  hear  this  maiden  call  on  you  in  vain 
For  help,  and  see  her  dragged,  and  hear  her  scream 
In  the  blood-reeking  soldier's  lustful  grasp,  — 
Think  that  there  are  such  horrors ;  ^'  that  even  now 
Some  city  flames,  and  haply,  as  in  Roan, 
Some  famished  babe  on  his  dead  mother's  breast 
Yet  hangs  and  pulls  for  food.^*     Woe  be  to  those 
Bv  whom  tlie  evil  comes!  and  woe  to  him  — 
For  little  less  his  guilt  —  who  dwells  in  peace. 
When  every  arm  is  needed  for  the  strife !  * 

*'  When  we  had  all  betaken  us  to  rest, 
Sleepless  I  lay,  and  in  my  mind  revolved 
The  high-souled  warrior's  speech.     Then  Madelon 
Rose  in  remembrance ;  over  her  the  grave 
Had  closed ;  her  sorrows  were  not  registered 
In  the  rolls  of  Fame  :  but,  when  the  tears  run  down 
The  widow's  cheek,  shall  not  her  crv  be  heard 
In  heaven  against  the  oppressor?     Will  not  God 
In  >under  smite  the  unnKMvit'ul,  and  break 
The  sceptre  of  the  wicked  ?  ^^  —  Thoughts  like  these 
Possessed  my  soul,  till  at  the  l)reak  of  day 
I  shf[)t ;  nor  did  my  heated  brain  repose 
Even  then  ;  for  visions,  sent,  as  I  believe. 
From  the  Most  High,  arose.     A  high-towered  town, 
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Hemmed  in  and  girt  with  enemies,  I  saw. 

Where  Fiuuine  on  a  heap  of  carcasses, 

Half  envious  of  the  unutterable  feast, 

Marked  tlie  gorged  raven  clog  his  beak  with  gore. 

I  turned  me  then  to  the  besieger's  camp, 

And  there  was  revelry :  a  loud  lewd  laugh 

Burst  on  mine  ear,  and  I  beheld  the  chiefs 

Sit  at  their  feast,  and  plan  the  work  of  death. 

My  soul  grew  sick  within  me ;  I  looked  up, 

Reproaching  Heaven :  lo !  fix)m  the  clouds  an  arm 

As  of  the  avenging  angel  was  put  forth, 

And  fi\)m  his  hand  a  sword,  like  lightning,  felL 

"  From  that  night  I  could  feel  my  burdened  soul 
Heaving  beneath  incumbent  Deity. 
I  sate  in  silence,  musing  on  the  days 
To  come,  unheeding  and  unseeing  all 
Around  me,  in  tliat  dreaminess  of  thought 
When  every  bodily  sense  is  as  it  slept. 
And  the  mind  alone  is  wakeful.     I  have  heard 
Strange  voices  in  the  evening  wind :  stninge  forms 
Dimly  discovered  thronged  the  twilight  air. 
The  neighbors  wondered  at  the  sudden  change ; 
They  called  me  crazed ;  and  my  dear  uncle,  too, 
Would  sit,  and  gaze  upon  me  wistfully,  — 
A  heaviness  upon  liis  aged  brow, 
And  in  liis  eye  such  sorrow,  that  my  heart 
Sometimes  misgave  me.     I  had  told  him  all 
The  mighty  future  laboring  in  my  breast, 
But  that  the  hour,  methought,  not  yet  Wiis  come. 
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*^  At  length  I  heard  of  Orleans,  bj  the  foe 
Walled  in  from  human  help :  thither  all  thoughts, 
All  hopes,  were  turned ;  that  bulwark  beaten  down, 
All  were  the  invaders.     Then  my  troubled  soul 
Grew  more  disturbed ;  and,  shunning  every  eye,  « 
I  loved  to  wander  where  the  woodland  shade 
Was  deepest,  there  on  mightiest  deeds  to  brood 
Of  shadowy  vastness,  such  as  made  my  heart 
Throb  loud :  anon  I  paused,  and,  in  a  state 
Of  half  expectance,  listened  to  the  wind. 

^  There  is  a  fountain  in  the  forest  called 
The  Fountain  of  the  Fairies :  ^*  when  a  child. 
With  a  delightful  wonder  I  have  heard 
Tairs  of  tlie  elfin  tribe  who  on  its  banks 
IIciM  midnight  revelry.     An  ancient  oak, 
The  g<x)dliest  of  the  forest,  grows  beside : 
Alone  it  stands,  upon  a  green  grass  plat, 
Bv  the  woods  bounded  like  some  little  isle. 
It  ever  hath  been  deemed  their  favorite  tree: 
Tliey  love  to  lie  and  rock  ui>on  its  leavers," 
And  bask  in  moonshine.     Here  the  woodman  leads 
His  l)oy,  and,  showing  him  the  green-sward  nuirked 
With  darker  circlets,  says  their  midnight  dance 
Hath  tniced  the  rings,  and  bids  him  spare  the  tree. 
P'an<'y  had  cast  a  spell  upon  the  place 
Which  made  it  holv,  and  the  villajjers 
W<Mdd  say  that  never  evil  thing  ap[)roached 
( 'iipiiiii«ih<*d  there.  The  strange  and  fearful  pleasure 
Which  filled  me  by  that  solitary  spring, 
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Ceased  not  in  riper  years ;  and  now  it  woke 
Deeper  delight  and  more  mysterious  awe. 

"  A  blessed  spot !     Oh,  how  my  soul  enjoyed 
Its  holy  quietness !  with  what  delight, 
Escaping  from  mankintl,  I  hastened  there 
To  solitude  and  freedom !     Thitherward, 
On  a  spring  eve,  I  had  betaken  me ; 
And  there  I  sat,  an<l  marked  the  deep  red  clouds 
Gather  before  the  wind,  —  the  rising  wind, 
Whose  sudden  gusts,  each  wilder  than  the  last, 
Appeared  to  rock  my  senses.     Soon  the  night 
Darkened  around,  and  the  large  niindrops  fell 
Heavy ;  anon,  tempestuously  the  gale 
Swept  o'er  the  wood.     Met  bought  the  thunder- 
shower 
Fell  with  refreshing  coolness  on  my  head ; 
And  the  hoarse  dit<h  of  wat<;rs,  and  the  rush 
Of  winds  that  minghjd  with  the  forest  roar. 
Made  a  wild  music.     On  a  rock  I  sat : 
Th(»  glory  of  the  tempest  filled  my  soul ; 
And  when  the  thunders  pealed,  ami  the  long  flash 
Hung  durable  in  h(;aven,  and  on  my  sight 
Spread   the  gray  forest,  memory,  thought,   were 
gonc,^* 
^  \11  sense  of  self  annihilate,  I  seemed 
•Dilfuscd  into  the  scene. 

"  At  length  a  light 
Approached  the  spring:  I  saw  my  uncle  Claude, 
His  gray  hn-ks  dripping  with  the  midnight  storm. 
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He  came,  and  caught  me  in  his  arms,  and  cried, 
*  My  Grod !  my  child  is  safe ! ' 

"  I  felt  his  words 
Pierce  in  my  heart ;  my  soul  was  overcharged ; 
I  fell  upon  his  neck,  and  told  him  all ; 
God  was  within  me ;  as  I  felt,  I  spake. 
And  he  believed. 

"  Ay,  chieflain !  and  the  world 
Shall  soon  believe  my  mission ;  for  the  Lord 
Will  raise  up  indignation  and  pour  out 
His  wrath,  and  they  shall  perish  who  oppress."  * 
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And  now  beneath  the  horizon  westering  slow 
Had  sunk  the  orb  of  day :  o'er  all  the  vale 
A  purple  softness  spread,  save  where  some  tree 
Its  lengthened  shadow  stretched,  or  winding  stream 
Mirixjred  tlio  light  of  heaven,  still  traecd  distinct 
When  twilijxlit  diinlv  shrouded  all  beside. 
A  grateful  coohiess  fresheiu'd  the  calm  air, 
An<l  tlie  hoarse  grasshoppers  their  evcMiiiig  song 
Sun;^  shrill  and  ceaseless,"''^  its  the  dews  of  nijrht 
Descernled.     On  their  way  the  traveller-*  wend. 
Cheering  the  road  with  converse,  till  at  lengdi 
They  mark  a  cottag(j  lamp,  whose  steady  light 
Shone  tlirouf^h  the  kittice:  tliithcrwanl  tln-v  turn. 
There  came  an  old  man  forth  :   his  thin  ^i-av  locks 
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Moved  to  the  breeze,  and  on  his  withered  face 
Tlie  characters  of  age  were  written  deep. 
Them,  louting  low  with  rustic  courtesy, 
lie  welcomed  in ;  on  the  white-embered  hearth 
Heaped  up  fresh  fuel,  then  with  friendly  care 
Spread  out  his  homely  board,  and  filled  the  bowl 
With  the  red  produce  of  the  vine  that  arched 
His  evening  seat:  they  of  the  plain  repast 
Partook,  and  quaffed  the  pure  and  pleasant  draught. 

• 

"  Strangers,  your  fare  is  homely,"  said  their  host; 
"  But  such  it  is  as  we  poor  countrymen 
Karn  with  our  toil:  in  faith  ye  are  welcome  to  it! 
I,  {{JO,  have  borne  a  lance  in  youngcT  days ; 
And  would  that  I  were  young  again  to  meet 
Tlu'se  haughty  English  in  the  Held  of  fight, 
Such  jt<  I  was  when  on  the  fatal  plain 
Of  Agincourt  1  met  them ! " 

"  Wert  thou,  then, 
A  sharer  in  that  dreadful  day's  defeat?" 
pjxclaimed  the  Bastard.     ^*  Didst  thou  know  the 

Lord 
Of  Orleans  ?  " 

"  Know  him  ?  "  cried  the  veteran. 
**  I  saw  him,  ere  the  bloody  fight  began. 
Riding  from  rank  to  rank,  his  beaver  up, 
The  long  lance  quivering  in  his  mighty  grasp. 
His  eye  was  wrathful  to  an  enemy; 
But  for  his  countrymen  it  had  a  smile 
Would  win  all  hearts.    Looking  at  thee.  Sir  Knight^ 
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Mothinks  I  see  him  no v :  such  was  his  eje. 
Gentle  in  peace,  and  such  hb  manlj-  brow." 

*'  No  tongue  but  speaketh  honor  of  that  name  I " 
Exclaimed  Dunois.    *^  Strangers  and  countrymen 
Alike  revered  the  good  and  gallant  chief. 
His  Tassab  like  a  father  loved  tlieir  lord ; 
His  gates  stood  open  to  the  traveller ; 
The  pilgrim,  when  he  saw  his  towers,  rejoiced. 
For  he  had  heard  in  other  lands  the  fame 
Of  Orleans.    And  he  lives  a  prisoner  still, 
Lo:«ing  all  hoi>e  because  my  arm  so  long 
Hath  failed  to  win  his  liberty/' 

He  turned 
His  head  away,  hiding  the  burning  shame 
Which   flushed   his   face.      ^^  But  he   shall    live, 

Dunois," 
The  missioned  Maid  replied,  "  but  he  shall  live 
To  hear  good  tidings;  hear  of  liberty, — 
Of  his  own  liberty,  —  by  his  brother's  arm 
Achieved  in  well- won  battle.     lie  shall  live 
Happy:  the  memory  of  his  prisoned  years ^ 
Sliiill  heighten  all  his  joys,  and  his  gray  hairs 
Go  to  thi!  grave  in  peace." 

*'  I  would  f;iin  live 
To  see  that  day,"  replied  their  aged  host : 
*'  How  wuuld  my  heart  leap  to  l>ehold  again 
The  gallant,  generous  chieftain !     I  fought  by  him, 
When  all  our  hopes  of  victory  were  lost. 
And  down  his  battered  arms  the  blood  streamed  fast 
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From  many  a  wound.     Like  wolves  they  hemmed 

us  in,  » 

Fierce  in  unhoped-for  conquest ;  all  around 
Our  dead  and  dying  countrymen  lay  heaped; 
Yet  still  he  strove.     I  wondered  at  his  valor: 
There  was  not  one  who  on  that  fatal  day 
Fought  bravelier." 

"  Fatal  was  that  day  to  France !  "* 
Exclaimed  the  Bastard  :  "there  Alenjon  fell, 
Valiant  in  vain ;  there  D' Albert,  whose  mad  pride 
Brought  the  whole  ruin  on ;  there  fell  Brabant, 
Vaudemont,  and  Marie,  and  Bar  and  Faquenberg, 
Our  noblest  warriors.     The  determined  foe 
Fought  for  revenge,  not  hoping  victory, 
Des[)enitely  brave ;    ranks  fell   on   ranks   before 

them ; 
The  prisoners  of  that  shameful  day  outsummed 
Their  conquerors."  ^ 

**  Yet  believe  not,"  Bertram  cried, 
**  That  cowardice  disgraced  thy  countrymen : 
They,  by  their  Icudcrs'  arrogance  led  on 
Witli  heedless  fury,  found  all  numbers  vain. 
All  effort  fruitless,  there ;  and  hadst  thou  seen. 
Skilful  as  brave,  how  Henry's  ready  eye 
Lost  not  a  thicket,  not  a  hillock's  aid. 
From  his  heiirsed  bowmen  how  the  arrows  flew  "^ 
Thick  as  the  snow-flakes  and  with  lightning  force. 
Thou  wouldst  have  known  such  soldiers,  such  a 

chief. 
Could  never  be  subdued. 
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<^  But  when  the  field 
Was  won,  and  thej  who  had  escaped  the  fight 
Had  yielded  up  their  arms,  it  was  foul  work 
To  turn  on  the  defenceless  prisoners 
The  cruel  sword  of  conquest.**     Girt  around, 
I  to  their  mercy  had  surrendered  me, 
When,  lo !  I  heard  the  dreadful  cry  of  death. 
Not  as  amid  the  fray,  when  man  met  man. 
And  In  fair  comhat  gave  the  mortal  blow ; 
Here  the  poor  captives,  weaponless  and  bound. 
Saw  their  stem  victors  draw  again  the  sword. 
And  groaned  and  strove  in  vain  to  free  their  hands, 
An-l  iKiile  them  think  upon  their  plighted  faith, 
And  prayed  for  mercy  in  the  name  of  God, 
In  vain:  the  king  had  bade  them  massacre, 
And  in  their  helple-s  prisoners'  naked  l>rea'?t3 
They  drove  the  weapon.     Ttien  I  looked  for  death. 
And  at  that  moment  death  was  terrible ; 
For  the  heat  of  fiirht  was  over.     Of  mv  home 
I  thought,  and  of  my  wife  and  little  one-, 
In  bitterness  of  heart.     But  the  brave  luan, 
To  wh«»m  the  chance  of  war  had  ma«le  ine  thrull, 
ILi*!  piiv.  Ic^jseil  imv  hand-,  and  bade  v.\»-  riv. 
It  wa-i  the  will  of  Ib*aven  that  I  shouM  live 
( Mill. 1U.'S-  and  old  to  think  upon  the  pa-t. 
And  wi-h  that  I  had  peri-hed.*' 

The  «']d  man 
Wept  as  he  spake.     "  Ye  may  jj^rljaj*-  Iiave  h'.-ai-d 
Of  the  hard  siege  that  Roan  >o  lon^r  ♦-li'bireJ. 
I  dwelt  there,  strangers ;  I  ha«i  then  a  '.vile. 
roL.  L  E 
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And  I  had  children  tenderly  beloved, 
Who  I  did  hope  should  cheer  me  in  old  age, 
And  close  inhie  eyes.     The  tale  of  misery 
Mayhap  were  tedious,  or  I  could  relate 
Much  of  that  dreadful  time." 

The  Maid  replied, 
Wishing  of  that  devoted  town  to  hear. 
Thus  then  the  veteran : 

"  So,  by  Heaven  preserved, 
From  the  disastrous  plain  of  Agincouil  ^ 
I  speeded  homewards,  and  abode  in  peace. 
Henry,  iis  wise  as  brave,  had  back  to  England  *• 
Le<l  his  victorious  army,  well  aware 
That  France  w^as  mighty ;  that  her  warlike  soiifl. 
Impatient  of  a  foreigner's  command, 
Might  rise  impetuous,  and  with  multitudes 
Tread  down  the  invaders.     Wisely  he  returned ; 
For  our  proud  barons  in  their  private  bi*oils 
Wasted  the  strength  of  France.     I  dwelt  at  home, 
And,  with  the  little  I  possessed  content^ 
Lived  happily.     A  pletisant  sight  it  was 
To  see  my  children,  lus  at  eve  I  sat 
Beneath  the  vine,  come  clustering  round  my  knee. 
That  thev  mi^ht  hear  a<]^ain  the  ofl-told  tale 
Of  the  dangers  I  had  passed:  their  little  eyes 
Would  with  such  anxious  eagerness  attend 
The  tale  of  life  preserved,  as  made  me  feel 
Lite's  value.     !My  poor  children  !  a  hanl  fate 
Had  they.     But  oft  and  bitterly  I  wish 
That  Grod  had  to  his  mercy  taken  me 
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In  childhood ;  for  it  is  a  heavj  lot 
To  linger  out  old  age  in  loneliness. 

^  Ah  me !  when  war  the  masters  of  mankind. 
Woe  to  the  poor  man !     If  he  sow  his  field, 
He  shall  not  reap  the  harvest ;  if  he  see 
His  offspring  rise  around,  his  boding  heart 
Aches  at  the  thought  that  thej  are  multiplied 
To  the  sword.  '  Again  from  England  the  fierce  foe 
Came  on  our  ravaged  coasts.     In  battle  bold, 
Merciless  in  conquest,  their  victorious  king 
Swept  like  the  desolating  tempest  round. 
D:irabit*re5  submits ;  on  Ca»fnV  ?ul»ject»*d  wall 
T!ie  flag  of  England  waved.     Roan  still  remained. 
Embattled  Roan,  bulwark  of  Norma n<ly  ; 
Nor  umvsisted  niunii  h».T  mas^v  walls 
Pitched   they  tlnir  camp.      I   need    not    tell.   Sir 

Knight, 
How  oft  and  U»Mly  ou  the  inva'lin;^  lio-t 
We  bnr*l  with  lit.ro*:  a--a'^lt  irnpet'jofi'i  forth; 
For  manv  w*rr»r  tiie  'vuilik-  -on*  ot*  II/jHi,^ 
One  galLmt  ei:!/r:i  "  i-  r'ti.-l  o'er  all 
For  daring  /iari!i./#I  r  ."■►-*  ...ir.er.t. — 
lilaneha:-"!.      II".  ^  :'].■■:'.'.:  r/;:.i  ':.'.-  •  -  i.'.*-yrrier*, 
Wirh  hi'  own  i-.^i.-ij-:  '/.'.:  A. '.'.j:  r'.-Tv  '',-'\-'. 
Ilal  nitb-  t:.»rn  v  ..•.-,  ':-•*'  r:-  \\-...z  /'•   O  ri.'* 
Ncvcr  to  vi.-!I  :!.*:. I  to  '.'.,■■,  \'  ,t.  '.:  j  1  ,*:. 
IMore  i\k*z  G'-l  •  :  :*  ">  'r-:  rr.  •.  :*r  •:.-  v  r*" ; 
And  we  h:t»i  T'l:!!*  1  ::.  •  ' ''-'.- jf.'.z    -/"^'r. 
\\jLt\  no:  ihrr  ;  ;i:;- .*  ■:.-.."   :*i^;.  .i.*^«'.d 
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His  wide  intrenchmeBts.     From  the  watch-towez^s 

top, 
In  vain  with  fearful  hearty  along  the  Seine 
We  strained  the  eye,  and  every  distant  waye 
Which  in  the  sunbeam  glittered,  fondly  thought 
The  white  sail  of  supply.     Alas !  no  more 
The  white  sail  rose  upon  our  acliing  sight ; 
For  guarded  was  the  Seine,  and  our  stern  foe 
Had  made  a  league  with  Famine.^    How  my  heart 
Sunk  in  me  when  at  night  I  carried  home 
The  scanty  pittance  of  to-morrow's  meal  1 
You  know  not,  strangers !  what  it  is  to  see 
The  asking  eye  of  hunger. 

"  Still  we  strove, 
Expecting  aid ;  nor  longer  force  to  force, 
Valor  to  valor,  in  the  fight  opposed. 
But  to  the  exasperate  patience  of  the  foe, 
Desperate  endurance.^     Though  with  Christian 

zeal 
Ursino  would  have  poured  the  balm  of  peace 
Into  our  wounds,  Ambition's  ear,  best  pleased 
With  the  war's  clamor  and  the  groan  of  death, 
Was  deaf  to  prayer.     Day  after  day  passed  on : 
We  heard  no  voice  of  comfort.     From  the  walls 
Could  wc  behold  their  savage  Irish  kerns'^  — 
Ruffians  halt-clothed,  half-human,  half-baptized** — 
Come  with  their  spoil,  mingling  their  hideous  shouts 
With  moan  of  weary  Hocks,  and  piteous  low 
Of  kine  sore-laden,  in  the  mirthful  camp 
Scattering  abundance  ;  while  the  loathliest  food 


JOAir  OF  ARC.      BOOK   II.  53 

We  prized  above  all  price ;  while  in  our  streets 
The  dying  groan  of  hunger,  and  the  ^es 
Of  famishing  infants,  echoed ;  and  we  heard, 
With  the  strange  selfishness  of  misery 
We  heard,  and  heeded  not. 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  deemed 
Roan  must  have  fallen  an  easy  sacrifice. 
Young  warrior !  hadst  thou  seen  our  meagre  limb^, 
And  pale  and  shrunken  cheeks,  and  hollow  eyes ; 
Yet  still  we  struggled  bravely.     Blanchard  still 
Spake  of  the  obdurate  temper  of  the  foe ; 
Of  Ilarfleur's  wretched  people  driven  out  •• 
Houseless  and  destitute,  while  that  stem  king 
Knelt  at  the  altar,**  and  with  impious  prayer 
Gave  God  the  glory,  cvc^n  while  the  blood 
That  he  had  shed  was  reeking  up  to  Heaven. 
lie  hade  us  think  what  mercy  they  had  found 
AMio  yielded  on  the  plain  of  Agincourt, 
An<l  what  the  jrallant  sons  of  Caen,  hv  him 
In  eold  blood  slaughtered;**  then,  his  scanty  food 
Sharing  with  the  most  wretched,  he  would  bid  us 
Bear  with  our  miseries  manfully. 

"Thus  pressed. 
I^st  all  should  perish  thus,  our  chiefs  decreed 
Women  and  children,  the  infirm  and  old, 
All  who  were  useless  in  the  work  of  war. 
Should  forth  and  tiike  their  fortune.     Age,  thai 

mnkv.B 
The  joys  and  sorrows  of  the  distant  years 
Like  a  half-remembered  dream,  vet  on  mv  heart 
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Leaves  deep  impressed  the  horrors  of  that  h^iir. 
Then  as  our  widow-wives  clung  round  our  necks, 
And  the  deep  sob  of  anguish  interrupted 
The  prayer  of  parting,  even  tlie  pious  priest, 
As  he  implored  his  God  to  strengthen  us, 
And  told  us  we  should  in(*et  again  in  heaven, 
He  groaned,  and  cursed  in  bitterness  of  heart  •• 
That  merciless  king.     The  wretched  crowd  passed 

on ; 
My  wife,  my  children,  —  through  the  gates  they 

passed ; 
Then  the  gates  closed.    Would  T  were  in  my  grave*. 
That  I  might  lose  remembrance ! 

"  Wliat  is  man, 
That  he  can  hear  the  groan  of  wretchcMlness, 
And  feel  no  fleshly  pang?     Why  did  the  All-Good 
Create  these  warrior-scourges  of  mankind, — 
These  who  delight  in  slaughter?     I  did  think 
There  was  not  on  this  earth  a  h<»art  so  hard 
Could  hear  a  famis^hed  woman  ask  for  food. 
And  feel  no  pity.     As  the  outcast  tniin 
Drew  near,  rck'ntless  Henry  bade  his  troops 
Drive  back  the  miserable  multitude.^ 
They  drove  them  to  the  walls :  it  was  the  depth 
Of  winter:  we  had  no  relief  to  grant. 
Tlie  aged  ones  groaned  to  our  foe  in  vain, 
The  mother  pleaded  for  her  dying  child, 
And  they  felt  no  remorse." 

The  missioned  Maid 
Rose  from  her  seat :  "  Th<?  old  and  the  infirm. 
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Tbo  mother  and  ber  babes !  and  jet  no  ligbtning 
Blasted  this  man ! " 

"  Ay,  hidy !  **  Bertram  cried ; 
*^  And,  wb«i  we  sent  the  herald  to  implore 
His  mere  J  "  on  the  helpless,  his  stem  face 
Assumed  a  sterner  smile  of  caHoos  scorn. 
And  he  replied  in  mockery.     On  the  wall 
I  stood,  and  watched  the  miserable  outcasts. 
And  erery  moment  tbonght  that  Henry's  heart. 
Hard  as  it  was,  would  melt.     All  night  I  stood : 
Their  deep  groans  came  upon  tbe  midnigbt  gale ; 
Fainter  they  grew,  for  the  cold  wintry  wind 
Blew  bleak ;  faicter  ihey  grew,  an  I  ft:  the  ]a»t 
All  was  still,  save  that  ever  and  anon 
Sra»:  mothrr  r.ii-*:^!  o'er  Ler  expiring  cLfld 
A  crv  of  irti.z*.  ir.;:  anzuish-'* 

^  Fnn:  that  hour, 
On  all  the  busv  tonnoil  of  the  ^vo^^i 
I  lookeil  wi:h  ?:ru.::jv  ;ri«i:!r».-rer.:»:.  l-:<iH:c'  war.t 
Wiih  the  *:.  k  :  ii.'rr.  r  ••:'  a  zn::.[  -^orr.  '  ^t  : 
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Knowing  no  joy  save  in  the  certain  hope 
That  I  shall  soon  be  gathered  to  my  sires, 
And  soon  repose,  there  where  the  wicked  cease  *■ 
From  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest.** 

"  And  happy,"  cried  the  delegated  Maid, 
"  And  happy  they  who  in  that  holy  faith 
Bow  meekly  to  the  rod.     A  little  wliile 
Shall  they  endure  the  proud  man's  contumely, 
The  injustice  of  the  great;  a  little  while, 
Though  shelterless  they  feel  the  wintry  wind, 
The   wind    shall    whistle    o*er    their    turf-grown 

grave. 
And  all  be  peace  below.     But  woe  to  those, 
Woe  to  tlte  mighty  ones,  who  send  abroad 
Their  ministers  of  death,  and  give  to  Fury 
The  flaming  firebrand !     These  indeed  shall  live, 
The  heroes  of  the  wandering  minstrel's  song; 
But  they  have  their  reward :  the  innocent  blood 
Steams  up  to  Heaven  against  them.     God  shaU 

hear 
The  widow's  groan." 

"  I  saw  him,"  Bertram  cried, 
**  Henry  of  Agincoiirt,  this  mighty  king. 
Go  to  his  grave.     The  long  procession  passed 
Slowlv  from  town  to  town  ;  and  when  1  heard 
The  deep-toned  dirge,  and  saw  the  banners  wave 
A  pompons  shade/'*  and  tlie  tall  torches  east 
In  llur  mid-dav  sun  a  dim  and  jrloomv  lijrht,^ 
I  thought  what  he  had  been  on  earth  who  now 
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Was  gone  to  his  account,  and  blessed  mj  God 
I  was  not  such  as  he." 

So  spake  the  old  man, 
And  then  his  guests  betook  them  to  repose. 
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Fair  dawned  the  morning,  and  the  earlj  sun 
Poured  on  the  latticed  cot  a  cheerful  gleam ; 
And  up  the  travellers  rose,  and  on  their  way 
Hastened,  their  dangerous  way,**  through  fertile 

tracts 
Laid  waste  by  war.     They  passed  the  Auxerrois : 
The  autumnal  rains  had  beaten  to  the  earth  *^ 
The  unreaped  harvest ;  from  the  village  church 
No  even-song  bell  was  heard ;  the  shepherd's  dog 
Pre}'ed  on  the  scattered  flock,  for  there  was  now 
No  hand  to  feed  him,  and  upon  the  liearth, 
Where  he  had  slumbered  at  his  master's  feet, 
Weeds  grew  and  reptiles   crawled.     Or,   if  they 

found 
Sometimes  a  welconie,  those  who  welcomed  theiii 
Were  old  and  helpless  creatures,  lin<:;ering  there 
Where  they  were  born,  and  where  they  wished  to 

die, — 
The  place  being  all  that  they  had  left  to  love. 
They  passed  the  Yonne,  they  passed  the  rapid  Loire, 
Still  urging  on  their  way  with  cautious  >])eed. 


58  SOUTHEf's   rOEMS. 

Shunning  Auxerre,  and  Bar's  embattled  wall. 
And  Romorantin's  towers. 

So  journeying  on, 
Fast  by  a  spring,  which  welling  at  his  feet 
With  many  a  winding  crept  along  the  mead, 
A  knight  they  saw,  who  there  at  his  repast 
Let  the  west  wind  play  round  his  ungirt  brow. 
Approaching  near,  the  Bastard  recognized 
That  faithful  friend  of  Orleans,  the  brave  chief 
Du  Chastel ;  and,  their  mutual  greeting  passed. 
They  on  the  streamlet's  mosj^y  bank  reclined 
Beside  him,  and  his  frugal  lare  {)artook, 
And  drank  the  running  waters. 

<^  Art  thou  bound 
For  the  court,  Dunois?"  exclaimed  the  aged  knighu 
"I  thought  thou  hadst  been  far  away,  shut  up 
In  Orleans,  where  her  valiant  sons  the  siege 
llight  loyally  endure." 

"  I  left  the  town," 
Dunois  replied,  "  thinking  that  my  i)roinpt  speed 
Might  seize  the  enemy's  stores,  and  with  fresh  force 
Re-enter.     Falstohfe's  bettor  fate  prevailed  ;  ^ 
And  from  the  field  of  shame  my  maddening  horse 
Bore  me,  an  arrow  having  j)l(*rced  his  flank. 
Worn  out  and  faint  with  that  diiy's  dangerous  toil, 
My  deep  wounds  bleeding,  vainly  with  weak  hand 
I  cheeked  the  powerless  rein.     Nor  aught  availed 
When  healed  at  length,  defeated  and  alone 
Again  to  entir  Orleans.     In  Lorraine 
I  sought  to  raise  new  powers  an«l  now  returned 
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With  strangest  and  most  unexpected  aid. 
Sent  hy  high  Heaven,  I  seek  the  court,  and  thenoe 
To  that  heleaguered  town  shall  lead  such  force, 
That  the  proud  English  in  their  fields  of  blood 
Shall  perish." 

**  I,  too,"*  Tanneguj  replied, 
*^  In  the  field  of  battle  once  again  perchance 
May  serve  my  royal  master :  in  his  cause 
lly  youth  adventured  much,  nor  can  my  age 
Find  better  close  than  in  the  clang  of  arms 
To  die  for  him  whom  I  have  lived  to  scrve.^ 
Tliou  art  for  the  court.    Son  of  the  chief  I  loved ! 
Be  wise  by  my  experience.     He  who  seoks 
Court-favor,  ventures  like  a  boy  wJio  leans 
Over  the  brink  of  some  high  precipice 
To  reach  tlie  o'erhanging  fruit.**    Thou  seest  me 

here 
A  banished  man,  Dunois  !  **^  so  to  appease 
Richemont,  who,  jealous  of  the  royal  ear, 
With   midnight  murder   leagues,   and   down   the 

Loire 
Sends  the  black  carcass  of  his  strangled  fo<».*' 
Now,  confident  of  strength,  at  the  king's  feet 
He  stabs  the  king's  best  friends,  and  then  demands. 
As  with  a  conqueror's  imperious  tone, 
The  post  of  honor.     Son  of  that  goo<l  duke 
Whose  death  my  arm  avenged  I  *'-  may  all  thy  days 
3e  happy  !     Serve  thy  country  in  the  field ; 
But,  in  the  hour  of  peace,  amid  thy  friends 
Dwell  thou  without  ambition." 
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So  he  Bpake ; 
But  when  the  Bastard  told  his  wondrous  tale. 
How  interposing  Heaven  had  its  high  aid 
Vouchsafed  to  France,  the  old  man's  eyes  flashed 

fire, 
And,  rising  from  the  bank,  his  ready  steed, 
That   grazed    beside,  he    mounted.       "  Farewell, 

friend  ! 
And  thou,  the  Delegate  of  Heaven  ! "  he  cried. 
"  I  go  to  do  my  part,  and  we  shall  meet 
At  Orleans."     Saying  thus,  he  spurred  away. 

They  journey  on  their  way  till  Chinon's  towers 
Rose  on  the  distant  view,  —  the  royal  seat 
Of  Charles,  while  Paris  with  her  ser\'ile  sons, 
A  headstrong,  mutable,  ferocious  race, 
Bowed  to  the  invader's  yoke ;  city  even  then 
Above  all  cities  noted  for  dire  d(jeds! 
Yet  doomed  to  be  the  scene  of  blacker  guilt, 
Opprobry  more  (Miduring,  crimes  that  called 
For  h<*avier  vengeance,  than  in  those  dark  days 
WIkmi  tlu;  Burgundian  faction  filled  thy  streets 
"With  carnage.^     Twice  hast  thou  since  then  been 

made 
A  horror  and  a  warning  to  all  lands, — 
When  kingly  powrr  conspired  with  papal  crafl 
•To  j)]ot  and  perpetrate  that  massacre. 
Which  neither  change  of  calendar,  nor  lapse 
Of  time,  shall  hide  from  memory,  or  efface ; 
And  when,  in  more  enlightened  days.  —  so  deemed. 


JOAX    OF   ASC.      BOOK   lO.  61 

So  TmaQted. — the  astomshed  natioiis  smw 
A  people,  to  their  own  devices  left. 
Therefore  as  hj  judicial  frenzr  Ftrickea, 
Lawless  and  godless,  fill  the  whole  wide  realm 
With  terror,  and  with  wickedness  and  woe, — 
A  more  astounding  judgment  than  when  Heaven 
Showered  on  the  cities  of  the  accursed  plain 
Its  fij-e  and  sulphur  down. 

In  Paris  now 
The  Invader  triumphed.     On  an  infant's  head 
Had  Bedford  placed  the  crown  of  Charlemagne ; 
And  factious  nobles  liowed  the  subject  knee, 
An*i  owned  an  Enirli>h  infant  for  their  kinir. 
FiUse  to  their  own  lie^  lord. 

••  Beloved  of  Heaven  !  ' 
Then  >aid  the  S«>n  of  Orlt-ans  to  the  Mai*i. 
•*  Lr>!  the^e  ihe  wall-  of  CLinon.  —  this  the  aK«vle 
Ch*  Charlef.  our  monarch.      Here  in  revelrv. 
He.  <»f  lii-  armies  vanryji^liwl,  hi-  f:\ir  tv»wn5 
SuNlue*!,  h«  ar?  careKf-  urA  prc'long"-  tlie  dance. 
An«l  Vii'Af  marvel  I  thrit  to  the  care? 
Of  f;Tnr':r>:^  j=:ill  he  :'im-  v..*-  unwilling  ear; 
F«»r  !•»-•?  on  I^r^?,  d^'tV.i:  v.^.n  «3»  fcnt. 
Hi*  ftronsrhohi?  taken,  anl  hi?  hmve-t  chief* 
f>r  -l.-iin  or  f^r't^irM.  r^r.  I  the  hordes  of  v-.uih 
Ail  hl.i-t»w].  have  >iiN]uel  t]:e  r»'«vfil  niir.L 
Un«ii>ciplined  in  Fortitude'?  stem  fch.>»l. 
S»j  ruav  thv  voice  arouse  his  sleeping  virtue !" 

The  missioned  Mail  replied.  ••  Tk^  thr.n.  I>;irjois 
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Announce  my  mission  to  the  royal  ear. 

I  on  the  river's  winding  bank  the  while 

Will  roam,  collecting  for  the  inten'iew 

My  thoughts,  though   firm,  yet  troubled.     Who 

essays 
Achievements  of  great  import  will  perforce 
Feel  the  lieart  heave ;  and  in  my  breast  I  own 
Such  perturbation." 

On  tlie  banks  of  Vienne 
Devious  the  Damsel  turned,  while  through  the  gate 
The  Son  of  Orleans  pressed  with  hasty  step 
To  seek  th(»  king.     Him  from  the  public  view 
lie  found  secluded  with  his  blameless  queen, 
And  his  partaker  of  the  unlawful  bed, 
The  lofty-minded  Agnes. 

«  Son  of  Orleans  I  •• 
So,  as  he  entered,  cried  the  hauglity  fair, 
"  Thou  art  well  come  to  witness  the  disgrace. 
The  weak,  unmanly,  base  despondency, 
Of  this  thy  sovereign  liege,     lie  will  retreat 
To  distant  Danphiny,"  and  fly  the  war! 
Go,  then,  unworthy  of  thy  rank !   retreat 
To  distant  D.uiphiny,  and  fly  the  war. 
Recreant  from  battle !     I  will  not  partake 
A  fugitive's  fate :  when  thou  hast  lost  thy  crown, 
Thou  losest  Agnes.     Dost  not  blush,  Dunois ! 
To  bleed  in  combat  for  a  prince  like  this,  — 
Fit  only,  like  the  Merovingian  race 
On   a   ^lay   moniing   decked   with   flowers,*   to 

mount 
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His  gaj4>edizened  olTj  and  ride  abroad. 

And  make  the  multitude  a  holiday  ? 

Go,  Charies !  and  hide  thee  in  a  woman's  garb. 

And  these  long  locks  will  not  disgrace  thee  then!"** 

**  Xaj,  Agnes  I "  Charies  replied,  "  reproach  me 
not: 
I  have  enou^  of  sorrow.     Look  around ; 
See  this  fair  countrj-  rav^ed  bj  the  foe, 
Mj  strongholds  taken,  and  mj  bravest  fiieods 
Fallen  in  the  field,  or  captives  far  awav. 
Dead  b  the  Douglas ;  cold  th v  gallant  heart, 
lllu?trioii5  Buchaii !  ve  tVom  Soj:l:iri«i'?  ixilis. 
Not  mindless  of  vour  old  allv  di^!re^^♦r1i, 
Came  to  Lis  succor;  in  his  cau-^  ve  f«>ut;ht. 
For  him  ye  f»erished-    Ra?L,  iiuj-etuous  XaHjonne ! 
Thy  maii;:leJ  cors^  waves  to  iLtr  wl:.«]?  of  heaven;" 
Coi'L  Gmviile !  is  thv  sinewv  arm  in  death ; 
P'allt-n  U  Ventadaur;  silent  in  ti:e  grave 
R;irDU.»iiii let  slt^ps  ;   Dretagiitr's  urjaithiul  chiel' 
I>e:tirues  with  mv  i\>^s  ;  and  KN.Leiuoii:  '"■  or  in  arms 
I>.-ties  niv  weak  e»:.ritr>.l.  or  f:«-':u  mv  sMe, 
A  t'rien*!  njore  dreadt^i  :L^n  the  eiiemv. 
S<-;ir»rs  Hjv  b'esi  serva:/s  v,  ::h  \u*'_  a--x->::/-  -wonL 
S<».'n  niUr!  I»elea2iiert-i  r>rlra::r  lal:. —  li-:  i^uw 
A  trjt.e  to  these  ^ad  th^'jz--tr !     W^  are  i.^A  vet 
So  u!i».rly  de-j"ic»ilt^  bi.t  we  can  ^J•^•'ad 
Th»^  ir:»rijd!y  l»oard.  ajid  g^vL'.::  ;L»:--,  Djnois, 
Such  v»:lv«rDe  as  l»efj:s  iLv  :a:h*  r-  -.n. 
Win  fn»iii  uur  public  ciirt>  a  'lay  K.r  j'-^y." 
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Diinois  replied,  "  So  may  thy  future  years 
Piiss  from  misfortune  free,  as  all  these  ills 
Shall  vanish  like  a  vision  of  the  night ! 
I  come  to  thee  the  joyful  messenger 
Of  aid  from  Heaven ;  for  Heaven  hath  delegated 
A  humble  Maiden  to  deliver  France. 
Tluit  holy  Maiden  asks  an  audience  now ; 
And,  when  she  promises  miraculous  things, 
I  feel  it  is  not  possible  to  hear 
And  disbelieve." 

Astonished  by  his  speech, 
Stood  Charles.     "  At  one  of  meaner  estimation 
I  should  have  smiled,  Dunois,"  the  king  replied ; 
"  But  thy  known  worth,  and  the  tried  loyalty 
Of  thy  father's  house,  compel  me  even  to  this 
To  lend  a  serious  ear.     A  woman  sent 
To  rescue  us,  when  all  our  strength  hath  failed ! 
A  humble  Maiden  to  d(.'livt?r  France ! 
One  wliom  it  were  not  possible  to  hear 
And  disbelieve !     Dunois,  ill  now  beseems 
Auglit  wild  and  hazardous ;  and  yet,  our  state 
Being  what  it  is,  by  miracle  alone 
D(?live ranee  can  be  hoj)ed  for.     Is  my  person 
Known  to  this  woman?" 

"  That  it  cannot  be. 
Unless  it  be  bv  miracle  made  known," 
Dunois  rei)lied;  "for  she  hath  never  left 
Her  native  hamlet  in  Lorniine  till  now." 

**  Here,  then,"  rejoined  the  king,  "  we  have  a  test 
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Eas jy  and  safe  withaL     Abide  thou  here ; 

And  hither  bj  a  speedy  messenger 

Summon  the  Prophetess.     Upon  the  throne 

Jj^X  some  one  take  his  seat,  and  personate 

M  J  presence,  while  I  mingle  in  the  train. 

If  she  indeed  be  bj  the  Spirit  moved. 

That  Spirit,  certes,  will  direct  her  eyes 

To  the  true  prince  whom  she  is  sent  to  senre ; 

Bat  if  she  prove,  as  likeliest  we  most  deem. 

One  by  her  own  imaginations  crazed, 

Thos  fiuling  and  convinced,  she  maj  r^nm 

Unblamed  to  her  obscuritr,  and  we 

Be  ?{»are<3  the  s-hame  of  farther  l«>?i  incurred 

iJy  cr»r«iulou5  laiiii.    Well  mi;:Li  :Le  En^'jirh  *<.-ofi^* 

If  on  a  fraaiic  woman  we  should  re?i 

Our  laft  reliance."     Thu*  :Le  king  resolved ; 

And,  with  a  fai:b  half  iU'.erinz  a:  iLe  proof. 

Danol?  de^j:<a:'jLe-d  a  me^jenger  :o  reek. 

li^^ide  the  bajiki  of  Vienne,  lie  ml-tioned  Maid. 

S'jon  ii  iLe  co:ir:  cc^nvenei :  tie  je"K ''.>.':  crown 

Ex:--*:*jir.:  of  tie  e'*--!.     T^ie  y.r/.\  ^  .  ::.er, 
AjjL  a?  :L^  BjLr--ari  -ri  l^r  :o  :1^  ::.r    t. 

W.:l  iT'-'-re  aii-i  w;:!  l,.:k  1_l-  ...Lr  ,'  *•  '*-*^^ 


»-  •  - 


She  £x*-i  Ler  e^e  on  Ci.kj';er ;  '^   *•  I  lv-   lt:  :i*e 

king!" 
FLer*,  in  a  U«ae  iLa:  tlrl>r»i  all  lean*.  ;-rr-.^d: 
Toc  X.  7 
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"  I  come,  tlie  appointed  Minister  of  Heaven^ 
To  wield  a  sword  before  whose  fated  edge 
Far,  far  from  Orleans  shidl  the  English  wolves 
Sjieed  their  disastrous  flight.    Monarch  of  France ! 
Send  thou  the  tidings  over  all  the  realm, — 
Great  tidings  of  deliverance  and  of  joy : 
The  Maid  is  come,  the  missioned  ^laid,  whose  hand 
Shall  in  the  consecrated  walls  of  Rheims 
Crown  thee,  anointed  king."  '^ 

In  wonder  mute 
The   courtiers   heard.      Astonished    Charles    ex- 

claimed, 
"  This  is  indeed  the  agency  of  Heaven  I 
Hard,  Maiden,  were  I  of  belief,"  he  said, 
''  Did  I  not  now,  with  full  and  confirmed  faith, 
Receive  thee  as  a  Projdietess  raised  up 
For  our  delivenince.     Therefore,  not  in  doubt 
Of  Providence  or  thee  do  I  delay 
At  once  to  marshal  our  brave  countrymen 
Beneath  thy  banner,  but  to  satisfy 
Those  who  at  distance  from  this  most  clear  proof 
Might  hear  and  disbelieve,  or  yield  at  best 
A  cold  consent.     These  fully  to  confirm, 
And  more  to  make  thy  C4illing  manifest, 
Forthwith  with  all  due  speed  I  will  convene 
The  doctors  of  theology,®'*  —  wise  men, 
And  learned  in  the  mysteries  of  Heaven. 
By  them  thy  mission  studied  and  approved, 
As  needs  it  must,  their  sanction  to  all  minds 
Will  bring  conWction,  and  the  sure  belief 
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Lead  on  thj  &Tored  troops  to  mightiest  deeds. 
Surpassing  human  poesibilitj." 

Well  pleased  the  Maiden  heard.     Her  the  king 

leads 
From  the  disbanding  throngs  meantime  to  dwell 
IVith  Maij.     Watchful  for  her  lord's  return, 
She  sat  with  Agnes,  —  Agnes  proud  of  heart, 
Majestically  fair,  whose  large  full  eye 
Or  flashing  anger,  or  with  scornful  scowl. 
Too  oft  deformed  her  beauty.     Yet  with  her. 
The  lawless  idol  of  the  monarch'^  heart, 
Tlie  queen,  obedient  to  L*:r  hu-?l.'ari«i'i  wilL 
Dwell  meeklv  iii  acconL     Wi:h  them  iLe  3iaid 
Wa?  lefi  :o  ?4>joum ;  by  the  2»?n:le  queen 
With  cordial  aiHAbilitr  re-^five'J  ; 
Bv  Ajne?>  coun^ja*lv.  who*e  ojtward  show 
Of  jrra<:5ou.?rie?*  •vjaceale>l  an  iriWarl  awe; 
For.  while  *lie  hoj-e^-J   a:jl   trj-ie:-!   tLrouirfi   Ler 

meaTi* 
Oiarle?  •L'XiM  T>e  re-frTia*. '.>Le*i  iij  LI?  reaJm. 
She  f*--l:  rtbiikeJ  b-rr'-jr^  L-r. 

T:.r  ■:::'.  ::.e  la  rid 
M«=-arj:-.rae  :i.^  k::.j*  ivt.v  i;'-.:;  v...  .t  -.t.;:,:  fonh, 
A*,  i  :r^3i  :Lrir  j«ji\»  -r;  i-'-I  :i>  •.'.•- -i-^^r  r- 
T:*rr  ::-T  ■!.»j"li.'i»  -T^i-r-'j-r.  :-irL  vl  •  'Ui^l  •;*-  «-4 

.>- ta  : ■  .*j ,  •.'•  Si-  •-•: . .-.  .  r  J  rrr :  ra  j  -i.'  ■ .  e- 
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They  met  convened  at  Chinon,  to  the  place 
Of  judgment,  in  St.  Catharine's  fane  assigned. 
The  floor  with  many  a  monumental  stone 
Was  spread,  and  brass-ensculptured  effigies 
Of  holy  abbots  honored  in  their  day, 
Now  to  the  grave  gone  down.    Tiie  branching  arms 
Of  many  a  ponderous  pillar  met  aloft, 
AVreathed  on  the  roof  embossed.    Through  storied 

panes 
Of  high-arched  windows  came  the  tinctured  light. 
Pure  water  in  a  font  beneath  reflects 
The  many-colored  rays :  around  that  font 
The  fathers  stand,  and  there  with  rites  ordained 
And  signs  symbolic  strew  the  hallowing  salt, 
Wherewith  the  limpid  water,  consecrate, 
So  taught  the  church,  became  a  spell  approved 
Against  the  fiends  of  Satan's  fallen  crew ; 
A  licit  spell  of  mightier  potency 
Than  e'er  the  hell-hugs  taught  in  Thessaly ; 
Or  they  who  sitting  on  the  rifled  grave, 
By  the  blue  tonib-fire's  lurid  light  dim  seen, 
Share  with  the  ghouls  their  banquet. 

Til  is  perfonned, 
The  Maid  is  summoned.     Round  the  sacred  font, 
Marked  with  the  mystic  tonsure  and  enrobed 
In  sacred  vests,  a  venerable  train. 
They  stand.     The  delegated  Maid  obeys 
Their  summons.     As  .^lie  came,  a  blush  suffused 
II«*r  pallid  cheek,  such  as  might  well  beseem 
One  mindful  still  of  maiden  modesty, 
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Tliough  to  her  mission  true.     Before  the  train. 
In  reverent  silence  waiting  their  sage  will. 
With  half-averted  eje  she  stood  composed. 
So  have  I  seen  a  single  snowdrop  rise 
Amid  the  russet  leaves  that  hide  the  earth 
In  early  spring ;  so  seen  it  guntlj  bend 
In  modest  loveliness  alone  amid 
The  waste  of  winter. 

By  the  Maiden's  side 
The  Son  of  Orleans  stood,  prepared  to  vouch 
That  when  on  Charles  the  Maiden's  eye  had  fixed, 
As  led  by  power  miraculous,  no  fraud, 
Nor  juggling  artifice  of  secret  sign, 
Dissembled  inspiration.     .Is  lie  stood 
Stea<lily  viewing  the  niystorious  rites, 
Thus  to  the  attentive  Maid  the  president 
Severely  spake ; 

'*If  any  fiend  of  hell 
Lurk  in  thy  bosom,  so  to  prompt  the  vaunt 
Of  inspiration,  and  to  mock  the  power 
Of  God  ami  holy  church,  —  thus,  by  the  virtue 
or  water  hallowed  in  the  name  of  God, 
Adjure  I  that  foul  spirit  to  depart 
From  his  deluded  prey." 

Slowly  he  spake, 
And  sprinkled  water  on  the  Virgin's  face. 
Indignant  at  the  unwortliy  charge,  the  Maid 
Felt  her  ch'iek  flush ;  but  soon,  the  tnmsient  glow 
Fading,  she  answered  mtek  : 

"  Most  holv  sires. 
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Ye  reverend  fathers  of  tlic  Christian  church, 
Most  catholic !  I  stand  before  you  here 
A  poor,  weak  woman ;  of  the  grace  vouchsafed, 
IIow  far  unworthy,  conscious ;  yet,  though  mean. 
Innocent  of  fraud,  and  called  by  Heaven  to  be 
Its  minister  of  aid.     Strange  voices  heard, 
The  dark  and  shadowing  visions  of  the  night, 
And  feehngs  which  I  may  not  dare  to  doubt,  — 
These  portents  make  me  certain  of  the  God 
Within  me;  lie  who  to  these  ejes  revealed 
My  royal  master,  minglc<l  with  the  crowd. 
And  never  seen  till  then.     Such  evidence 
Given  to  my  vision  thus,  and  thus  confirmed 
By  public  attestation,  more  to  say, 
Methinks,  would  little  boot ;  and  less,  become 
A  silly  maid." 

"  Thou  speakest,"  said  the  priest, 
"  Of  dark  and  shadowing  visiuns  of  the  night. 
Canst  thou  remember,  Maid,  what  vision  lirst 
Seemed  more  than  Fancy's  shaping?     From  such 

tale, 
Minutely  told  with  accurate  circumstance. 
Some  judgment  might  be  formed." 

Tiie  Maid  replied: 
"  Amid  the  mountain-valleys  I  luid  driven 
Mv  father's  flock.     The  eve  was  drawing;  on. 
When,  by  a  sudden  storm  siirprist?d,  I  sought 
A  chapel's  neighboring  sht'lli.'r;  ruined  now. 
But  I  remember  wIkmi  its  vesper-bell 
\Vju«  hrard  among  th«.*  hill>,  a  pleasmt  sound. 
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That  made  me  pause  upon  my  homeward  road, 

Awakening  in  me  comfortable  thoughts 

Of  holiness.     The  unsparing  soldiery 

Had  sacked  the  hamlet  near,  and  none  was  left 

Duly  at  sacred  seasons  to  attend 

St.  Agnes'  chapel."*    In  the  desolate  pile 

I  drove  my  flock,  with  no  irreverent  thoughts, 

Nor  mindless  that  the  place  on  which  I  trod 

Was  holy  ground.     It  was  a  fearful  night. 

Devoutly  to  the  virgin-saint  I  prayed, 

Then  heaped  the  withered  leaves  which  autumn 

winds 
Had  drifted  in,  and  laid  me  down  upon  them ; 
And  sure  I  think  I  slept.     But  so  it  WcOs, 
That,  in  the  dead  of  night,  St.  Agnes  stood 
Before  mine  eyes,  such  and  so  beautiful 
^Vs  when,  amid  tlie  house  of  wickedness, 
The   Power  whom   with   such    fervent    love    she 

served 
Veiled  her  with  glory ;  **  and  I  saw  her  [>oint 
To  the  moss-grown  altar,  and  the  cnicifix 
Half  hid  bv  weeds  and  irnL^s  ;  an'l  then  I  thought 
I  could  have  withered  armies  with  a  I«><jk, 
For  from  the  present  saint  such  divin*,'  flower 
1  felt  infused.     'Twas  but  a  dn-am,  {>*rhiips  ; 
And  yet  metiiouglit,  that,  wht.-n  a  louder  peal 
Burst  o'er  the  nx»f,  and  all  was  let't  al^•lin 
Utterly  dark,  the  bo<iily  sense  was  ch'^r 
And  accurate  in  ev».*rv  circumstance 
Of  time  and  place.* 
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Attentive  to  her  words. 
Thus  the  priest  answered  : 

"  Bretliren !  ye  have  heard 
The  woman's  tale.     Behooves  us  now  to  ask 
Whether  of  lioly  church  a  duteous  child 
Before  our  court  appears,  so  not  unlike 
Heaven  might  vouchstile  its  gracious  miracle ; 
Or  misbelieving  heretic,  whose  thoughts, 
Erring  and  vain,  easily  might  stray  beyond 
All  reason,  and  conceit  strange  dreams  and  signs 
Impossible.     Say,  woman  !  from  thy  youth 
Hast  thou,  as  rightly  Mother  Church  demands, 
Confessed  at  stated  times  thy  secret  sins. 
And,  from  the  priestly  power  conferred  by  Heaven, 
Sought  absolution  ?  " 

"  Father,"  she  replied, 
"  The  forms  of  worship  in  mine  earlier  years 
Waked  my  young  mind  to  artificial  awe, 
And  made  me  fear  my  God.     Warm  with  the  glow 
Of  liealth  and  ex(jrcise,  whene'er  I  passed 
The  threshold  of  the  house  of  prayer  I  felt 
A  cold  dainj)  chill  me  ;  I  beheld  the  tapers. 
That,  with  a  pale  and  feeble  glimmering. 
Dimmed  the  noonlight ;  I  heard  the  solemn  mass. 
And,  with  strange  feelings  and  mysterious  dread 
Telling  my  beads,  gave  to  the  mystic  prayers 
D(ivoutest  meaning.     Often,  when  I  saw 
Th(»-  pi(;lured  Ihunes  writhe  round  a  penanced  soul, 
I  knelt  in  fear  before  the  crucifix. 
And  wept  and  i)rayed  and  trembled,  and  adored 
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A  God  of  terrors ;  bat  in  riper  jean. 

When  as  my  soul  grew  strong  in  solitude, 

I  saw  the  eternal  eneigy  perrade 

The  boundless  range  of  nature,  with  the  sun 

Pour  life  and  radiance  from  his  flamj  path. 

And  on  the  lowliest  floweret  of  the  field 

The  kindly  dewdrops  shed ;  and  then  I  felt 

That  He  who  formed  this  goodly  frame  of 

Most  needs  be  good,  and  with  a  Father^s  name 

I  called  on  him,  and  from  my  burdened  heart 

Poured  out  the  yearnings  of  unmingled  lore. 

Methinks  it  b  not  sfhttge,  then,  that  I  fled 

The  houstf  of  i» raver,  and  m^e  the  linielv  ctovo 

My  temple,  ai  iLe  foot  of  some  old  ouk 

Waichin;:  iLe  liitle  tribes  that  had  their  world 

Within  its  mos^v  bark;  or  laid  mc  duwn 

Bt*?ide  the  rivulet  who^e  murmuring 

Was  silence  to  mv  souL**  aiid  marktrd  the  swarm 

Whose  li;ihl-*f<lged  ?hadows  on  ihe  bedJt-d  sand 

^lirrored  iheir  miizy  sports,  —  the  insect  hum. 

The  flow  of  waters,  ajid  the  song  of  birds. 

Making  a  holv  mu?ic  to  mint'  ear. 

Oh !  was  it  strange,  if  for  tuch  scenes  iis  these. 

Such  deep  devuJlntr^s,  ^uch  inIen^^r  delight 

Of  quiet  adoration.  I  fur>i.»-jk 

The  hou-e  uf  worship?  —  strange  that  when  I  fell 

I  low  God  ha«i  made  my  sj»irii  quick  lo  ft  el 

And  love  w ha: e'er  wa-  bt. uuiiiul  and  ;.'<'im1, 

Aiid  from  augljt  evil  and  delurm-.-d  tu  >lirink 

Even  as  with  Instinct,  —  father!  was  it  sirang« 
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That  in  my  heart  I  had  no  thought  of  sin, 
And  did  not  need  forgiveness  ?  " 

As  she  spake, 
The  doctors  stood  astonished,  and  some  while 
They  listened  still  in  wonder.     But  at  length 
A  monk  replied : 

^^  Woman,  thou  seem*st  to  soon 
Tlie  ordinances  of  our  lioly  church; 
And,  if  I  rightly  understand  thy  words, 
Nature,  tliou  say\st,  taught  thee  in  solitude 
Thy  feelings  of  religion,  and  that  now 
Masses  and  absolution,  and  the  use 
Of  the  holy  wafer,  are  to  thee  unknown. 
But  how  could  Nature  teach  thee  true  religion. 
Deprived  of  these?     Nature  doth  lead  to  sin; 
But  'tis  the  priest  alone  am  teach  remorse, 
Can  bid  St.  Peter  ope  the  gatt*s  ot*  heaven, 
Jind  from  the  penal  lires  of  i)urgatory 
Set  the  soul  free.     Could  Nature  teach  thee  this; 
Or  tell  thee  that  St.  Peter  holds  the  keys, 
And  that  his  successors'  unbounded  power 
Extends  o'er  either  world?     Although  thy  life 
Of  sin  were  free,  if  of  this  holy  truth 
Ignorant,  thy  soul  in  li([uid  flames  must  rue 
Its  error." 

Thus  he  s[)ake :  applauding  looks 
Went  round.     Nor,  dubious  to  reply,  the  Maid 
Was  silent : 

"  Fathei-s  of  the  holv  church  1 
If  on  these  points  abstruse  a  simple  maid 
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Like  me  should  err,  impute  not  jou  the  crime 

To  self-willed  reason,  vaunting  its  own  strength 

Above  eternal  wisdom.     True  it  is  ~^ 

That  for  long  time  I  have  not  heard  the  sound 

Of  mass  high-chanted,  nor  with  trembling  lips 

Partook  the  holj  wafer ;  jet  the  birds, 

Who  to  the  matin  ray  prelusive  poured 

Their  joyous  song,  methought  did  warble  forth 

Sweeter  thanksgiving  to  Religion's  ear, 

In  their  wild  melody  of  happiness, 

Tlian  ever  rung  along  the  high-arched  rooft 

Of  man ;  yet  never  from  the  bending  vine 

Plucked  I  its  ripened  clusters  thanklessly, 

Or  of  that  God  unmindful  who  bestowed 

The  bloodless  banquet.     Ye  have  told  me,  sirs, 

That  Nature  only  teaches  man  to  sin : 

If  it  be  sin  to  seek  the  wounded  himb, 

To  bind  its  wounds,  and  bathe  tliem  with  my  tears, 

Tliis  is  what  Nature  Uiught!     No,  fathers,  nol 

It  is  not  Nature  that  doth  lead  to  sin : 

Nature  is  all  benevolence,  all  love, 

All  beauty.^   In  the  greenwood's  quiet  shjide, 

There  is  no  vice  that  to  the  indignant  clieek 

Bi«ls  the  red  current  rush  ;  no  misery  there  ; 

No  wretched  mother,  who,  with  pallid  face 

And  famine-fallen,  hangs  o'er  her  hungry  babes. 

With  such  a  look,  so  wan,  so  woe-begone. 

As  shall  one  day,  with  damning  eloquence. 

Against  the  oppn».ssor  plead.     Nature  teach  sin  I 

Oh  blxLsphemy  against  the  Holy  One, 


76  southey's  poems. 

Wl\o  made  us  in  the  image  of  himself; 
Who  made  us  all  for  happiness  and  love, 
Infinite  happiness,  infinite  love, — 
Partakers  of  his  own  eternity ! " 

Solemn  and  slow  the  reverend  priest  replied : 
'*  Mucl),  woman,  do  I  doubt  that  all-wise  Heaven 
Would  thus  vouchsafe  its  gracious  miracles 
On  one  foredoomed  to  misery ;  for  so  doomed 
Is  that  deluded  one,  who  of  the  mass 
Unheeding,  and  the  cliurch's  saving  power. 
Deems  nature  sinless.     Therefore,  mark  me  well: 
Brethren,  I  would  projwse  this  woman  try 
The  holy  ordeal.     Let  her,  bound  and  searched. 
Lest  haply  in  her  cloth<*s  should  be  concealed 
Some  holy  relic  so  profaned,  be  cast 
In  some*  deep  pond :  then;  if  she  float,  no  doubt 
The  fiend  upholds ;  but  if  at  once  she  sink. 
It  is  a  sign  that  Providence  displays 
Her  free   from   witchcraft.     This   done,   let   her 

walk 
Blindfold  and  bare  o'er  ploughshares  heated  red, 
AihI,  o*er  these  past,  her  naked  arm  immerse 
In  scalding  wat(T.     If  from  these  she  come 
Unhurt,  to  holv  father  of  the  church, 
Most  bh'ssfd  pope,  we  then  refer  the  cause 
For  judginrnt;  and  this  chief,  the  Son  of  Orleans, 
Who  comes  to  vouch  the  royal  person  known 
By  her  miraculous  power,  shall  pass  with  her 
The  sar'red  trial." 
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«"  G  race  of  God !  **  exclmimcd 
The  astonished  Bastard ;  ^  plange  me  in  the  pooi, 
CXer  red-hoC  ploughshares  make  me  skipu  to  p1eai«e 
Toot  dotard  fancies !     Fathers  of  the  chorch ! 
Where  is  roar  «n^TitT?     What !  elder-like 
Would  Te  thi«  fairer  than  Susannah  eve  ? 
Ye  call  for  onieals ;  and  L  to-},  demand 
The  noblest  ord«eaL  on  the  English  host 
Bt  Ticionr  to  approve  her  mission  «ent 
From  favoring  Heaven.     To  the  pope  refer 
For  judgment !    Know  ve  not  that  France  even  now 
Stands  tocterii^  on  destractioa  ?  " 

W::h  a  wCJ  ]<>:k.  t-*  r^-f::^r.r-i  Mali  vx.-ilinwi. 
-  Th-i:  sirorl  of  G>i  is  Lerr  I  :he  zrirr  iL^Ii  s^^.'^k 
To  manifrrst  me ! " 

A  palf-l'Ia*:  fan-:  rr-r  :r:rL  :L-r  t*:: Lir:  ^omb 
Br>;d-.-  h^r:  a- I  — ::L:r.  :Li:  :.:---  •::"  Iri:h 
A  fojnd  of  ar:::*  •■'i*  IrarL  i*  ::'  l*r'  » 


a."Ti« 
For  !ne  reserr*?!  :'-,^  I>r>rA' 
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Recovering  from  amaze,  the  priest  replied  ; 
''  Thou  art  indeed  the  Delegate  of  Heaven ! 
What  tlioii  hiust  said  surely  thou  shalt  perform. 
We  nitify  thy  mission.     Go  in  peace. 


M 


THE     FOURTH     BOOK. 

The  feast  was  spread,  the  sparkling  bowl  went 

round, 
And  in  tlie  assembled  court  the  minstrel  harped 
A  song  of  other  days.     Sudden  they  heard 
The  horn's  loud  blast.    "  This  is  no  time  for  cares ; 
Feast  ye  the  messenger  without !  "  cried  Charles : 
"  Enough  liatli  of  the  wearying  day  been  given 
To  the  public  weal." 

Obedient  to  the  king, 
The  guard  invitees  the  way-worn  messenger. 
'*  Nay,  I  will  see  the  monarch,"  he  replied, 
"  And  he  must  hear  my  tidings  :  duty-urged, 
I  have  for  many  a  long  league  hastened  on, 
Not  thus  (()  be  repelled."     Then,  with  strong  arm 
Removing;  liim  who  barred  his  onward  way. 
The  liall  he  entered. 

"  King  of  France !  I  como 
From  Orleans,  speedy  and  effectual  aid 
Demanding  for  her  gallant  garrison. 
Faithful  to  thee,  though  thinned  in  many  a  figfat| 
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And  now  sore  pressed  by  want.     Rouse  thou  thy- 
self, 
^c And,  with  the  spirit  that  becomes  a  king 
Responsive  to  his  people's  loyalty, 
Bring  siffccor  to  the  brave  who  in  thy  cause 
Abide  the  extremity  of  war." 

He  said, 
And,  from  the  hall  departing,  in  amaze 
At  his  audacious  bearing  lefl  the  court. 
The  king  exclaimed,  *'  But  little  need  to  send 
Quick  succor  to  this  gallant  garrison, 
If  to  the  English  half  so  firm  a  front 
Tliey  bear  in  battle  ! " 

"  In  the  field,  my  liege," 
Dunois    replied,   *'yon    knight    hatli    served    thee 

well : 
Him  have  I  seen  the  foremost  of  the  fight. 
Wielding  so  manfully  his  battle-axe, 
Tliat,  wheresoever  he  turned,  the  affrighted  foe 
Let  fall  their  palsied  arms  with  powerless  stroke, 
Desperate  of  safety.     I  do  marvel  much 
That  he  is  here :  Orleans  must  be  hard  pressed 
To  send  the  bravest  of  her  garrison 
On  such  commission." 

Swift  the  Maid  exclaimed, 
**  I  tell  thee,  chief!  that  there  the  English  wolves 
Shall  never  raise  their  yells  of  victory. 
The  will  of  God  defends  those  fated  walls ; 
And,  resting  in  full  faith  on  that  high  will, 
I  mock  their  efforts.     But  the  night  draws  on: 
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Retire  we  to  repose.     To-morrow's  sun, 
Bn;aklng  the  darkness  of*  the  sepulchre, 
Shall  oil  that  armor  gleam,  through  many  an  age 
There  for  this  great  emergency  reserved." 
She  said,  and,  rising  from  tlie  board,  retired. 

Meantime  the  herald's  brazen  voice  proclaimed 
Coming  solemnity,  and  far  and  wide 
Sj)read  the  glad  tidings.     Then  all  hibor  ceased: 
The  ploughman  from  the  unfinished  furrow  hastes; 
The  armorer's  anvil  beats  no  more  the  din 
Of    future    slaughter.      Through    the    thronging 

streets 
The  buzz  of  askin;;  wonder  hums  alonff. 

On  to  St.  Catharine's  sacred  fane  they  go; 
The  holy  fathers  with  the  imaged  cross 
Leading  tlie  long  procession.     Next,  sis  one 
Supi>liant  for  mercy  to  the  King  of  kings, 
And  grateful  for  th<!  benefits  of  Heaven, 
Tiie  monarch  passed,  an<l  by  his  side  the  Maid: 
Her  l()V(»lv  limbs  robed  in  a  snow-white  vest, 
Wist  less  that  every  eye  on  her  was  bent, 
With  stately  step  she  moved,  her  laboring  soul 
To  hi^rh  tljou«jhts  clcjvate,  and  iicazin*?  round 
With  a  full  eye,  that,  of  the  circling  throng 
And  of  the  visible  world  unseeing,  seemed 
Fixed  upon  obj<'cts  seen  by  none  beside. 
Near  her,  the  warlike  Son  of  Orleans  came 
Pre-eminent :  he,  nerving  his  young  franie 
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With  exercise  robust,  had  scaled  the  cliff, 

And,  plunging  in  the  river's  full-swoln  stream, 

Stemmed  with  broad  breast  its  current ;  so  his  form. 

Sinewy  and  firm,  and  fit  for  deeds  of  arms, 

Towered  above  the  throng  effeminate. 

No  dainty  bath  had  from  his  hardy  limbs 

Effaced  the  hauberk's  honorable  marks ;  •• 

His  helmet  bore  of  hostile  steel  the  dints 

Many  and  deep ;  upon  his  pictured  shield 

A  lion  vainly  struggled  in  the  toils, 

Whilst  by  his  side  the  cub  with  pious  rage 

Assailed  the  huntsman.    Tremouille  followed  them, 

Proud  of  the  favor  of  a  prince  who  seemed 

Given  up  to  vain  delights ;  conspicuous  he 

In  arms  with  azure  and  witli  gold  annealed. 

Gaudily  graceful,  by  no  hostile  blade 

Defaced,  nor  e'er  with  hostile  blood  distained; 

Triinlv  accoutred  court-habiliments, 

Gay  h'uly-dazzliug  annor,  fit  to  adorn 

Tourney  or  tilt,  the  gorgeous  pageantry 

Of  mimic  warfare.     After  him  there  came 

A  train  of  courtiers,  —  summer  flies  that  sport 

In  the  sunbeam  of  favor,  insects  sprung 

From  the  court  dunghill,  greedy  bloodsuckers, 

The  foul  corniption-gendored  swarm  of  state. 

As  o'er  some  flowery  field  the  busy  bees 
Fill  with  their  happy  hum  the  fragrant  air, 
A  grateful  music  to  the  traveller. 
Who,  in  the  shade  of  some  wide-spreading  tree, 
vou  i.  Q 
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Rests  on  his  way  awhile ;  or  like  the  sound 
Of  many  waters  down  some  far-off  steep 
HoMing  their  endless  course,  —  the  murmur  rose 
Of  admiration,     pjvery  gazing  eye 
Dwelt  on  the  Proi)hetess ;  of  all  beside, 
The  long  procession  and  the  gorgeous  train, 
Though  glittering  th(;y  with  gold  and  sparkling  gems, 
And  their  rich  plumes  high  waving  to  the  air, 
Heedless. 

The  consecnited  dome  they  reach, 
Ritared  to  St.  Catharine's  holy  memory. 
Her  tale  the  altar  told ;  how  Maximin, 
His  rais(»d  lip  kindled  with  a  savage  smile, 
In  such  deep  fury  hade  the  tentered  wheel 
Rend  her  life  piecemeal,  that  the  very  face 
Of  the  hard  executioner  relaxed 
With  pity.     Calm  she  heard,  no  di-op  of  blood 
Forsook  her  che<,'k,  httr  sttsady  eye  was  turned 
Heavenward,  and  hope  and  meekest  piety 
BeamiMl  in  that  patient  look.     Nor  vain  her  trust; 
For,  lo  I  the  angel  of  the  Lord  descends. 
And  crumbles  with  his  fiery  touch  the  wheel ! 
One  ghin(!e  of  holy  triumph  Catharine  cjist, 
Then  bowed  her  to  the  sword  of  martyrdom.* 

Her  eye  averting  from  the  pictured  tale, 
■  The  delegated  Damsel  knelt  and  poured 
To  Heaven  her  earnest  prayer. 

A  trophied  tomb 
Stood  near  the  altar,  where  some  warrior  slept 
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The  sleep  of  death  beneath*    A  massj  stooe 
And  nide-enscalptared  effigy  o'eiiaid 
The  sepalchre.    In  silent  wmidennent. 
The  expectant  moltitude  with  eager  eje 
Gaze,  listening  as  the  mattock's  heavy  stroke 
Invades  the  tomb's  repose ;  the  heavy  stroke 
Sounds  hollow ;  over  the  high-vauhed  roof 
BoU  the  repeated  echoes ;  soon  the  day 
Dawns  on  the  grave's  long  night,  the  slant  sunbeam 
Falls  on  the  arms  enshrined,  the  created  helm. 
The  baldrick,  and  the  shield,  and  sacred  sword.** 
A  aoand  of  awe-repressed  astonishn^nt 
Rj^e  frt>m  th»r  crox-L     Tr.e  d^l^^A^fpi  MaUd 
Or^r  hiirr  r>ljrr?  :h-i  LaIIow-hI  br-;a.*'.pLi:>:  ::*.-•;▼, 
S-rir-d::*:  1  :o  a-r.-  :>m ;  oa  Lrrr  h-^',r:irA  r.^siti 

SI*'"'*'"  I'  I  : 

T.--:  TT  it",  ir: .-..'.*  "r-/»i 

:.r:  J»LuL  ri '-i. 'ir-i.  *  -*  ;..  ..r-.  •  ^..-r.^«^r  r.r  .. . 
Titfi-^'i  "v^i^m  r.i.  ..*.-■■  -f  s"*''"^  .i-:u."   ..  i*'".v-. ' 
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Deep  silence  dwelt ;  then,  with  a  sudden  burst 
Devout  and  full,  they  raised  the  choral  hjmn : 
'•  Thee,  Lord,  we  praise,  our  God  I "     The  throng 

without 
Catch  the  strange  tidings,  join  the  hymn  of  joy, 
And  thundering  transport  peals  along  the  heaven. 

As  through  the  parting  crowd  the  Virgin  passed, 
He  who  from  Orleans  on  the  yesternight 
Deratuided  succor,  clasped  with  warmth  her  hand. 
And  with  a  bosom-thrilling  voice  exclaimed, 
"  Ill-omened  Maid,  victim  of  thine  own  worth. 
Devoted  for  this  king-curst  realm  of  France  I  — 
Ill-omened  Maid !  I  pity  thee."     So  saying, 
He  turned  into  the  crowd.     At  his  strange  words 
Disturbed,  the  warlike  Virgin  passed  along, 
And,  much  revolving  in  her  troubled  mind. 
Retrod  the  court. 

And  now  the  horn  announced 
The  ready  banquet.     They  partook  the  feast,** 
Then  rose  luul  in  the  cooling  water  cleansed 
Their  hand-t,  and,  seated  at  the  board  again. 
Enjoyed  the  bowl,  or  scented  high  with  spice. 
Or  flavored  with  th(j  fra'^rant  summer  fruit. 
Or  lu>ci(MH  with  nietlieglin  mingled  rich.'^ 
Meantime  th(i  Trouveur  struck  the  harp:  he  sung 
Of  Lancelot  du  Lake,  the  truest  knight 
That  ever  1ov(mI  fair  lady ;  and  the  youth 
Of  Cornwall,"*  underneath  whose  maiden  sword 
The  >trength  of  Ireland  f*dl ;  and  he  who  struck 
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The  dolorous  stroke,"  the  blameless  and  the  brare, 

VHio  died  beneath  a  brother^s  erring  arm. 

Y^  have  not  perished,  chiefi  of  Carduel ! 

The  songs  of  eariier  years  embalm  vour  fame ; 

And  haplj  yet  some  poet  sliall  ari*e. 

Like  that  divinest  TiiM:an,^  and  inwreathe 

The  immortal  garland  for  himself  and  tou. 


The  harp  still  nmg  beneath  the  high-ardied  rool^ 
And,  listening  eager  to  the  £iToriie  laj. 
The  guests  sal  silent,  when  into  the  hall 
The  messenger  frG»m  that  besieged  town 
R«r-^ri;«riv*L     -I:  >  ;*l*rii-aj::,  Kln,r  of  Fraaoe," 
Ssti-i  Lru  -  ;o  -it,  alii  h^f^ar  \L*:  W}j'\^r\  -^jii'^. 

F.iiii:ije  i?  \1a*-.t*:  \  ajj-i  MxkTk  :L*r  iiuworli^;:  err 

Eicliiim*-!  tLt  iii-'^naT'-ii.  **  '.v-a.-^  Vj  intvrrujit 
Ollt  ij'i'ur  •:»f  :V-::vaL     I:  i-  Iju:  iLIli^^ 
To  UKT-d.".  Hi*-  ill  lur  Uuiv.** 

'^.^  rt- ;»rc»of 


A-m'r-   lb-  ~r   V^  li'- 
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U'lJ  L'-'- 
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That  was  to  him  even  as  a  (hiughtcr.     Charles  i 

This  parable  would  I  tell,  prophet-like, 

And  look  at  thee,  and  say,  '  Thou  art  the  moa  P  ** 

He  said,  and  with  a  quick  and  troubled  step 
"Withdrew.     -^Vstonished  at  his  daring  guise, 
The  guests  sat  hee<lless  of  tlie  lay  awhile. 
Pondering  his  words  mysterious,  till  at  length 
The  court  dispersed.     Il*3tiring  from  the  hall, 
Charles  and  the  delegated  Damsel  sought 
The  inner  palace.     There  the  gentle  queea 
Awaited  them.     With  her  Joiui  loved  to  pass 
Iler  interval-^  of  ntst ;  for  she  had  won 
The  Virgin's  heart  by  her  mild  mehuicholy, 
The  calm  and  dut<jous  pati(uice  that  deplonid 
A  husb.'uurs  cold  hali-lov(i.     To  her  she  told 
With    what   strange    wonls    the    messenger   from 

Orleans 
Had  roused  uneasy  wonder  in  her  mnid,^ 
For  on  her  <;ar  yet  vibrated  his  voice,— 
When,  lo !  again  he  came,  and  at  the  door 
Stood  scowling  round. 

"  Whv  do4  thou  haunt  me  thus?* 
The  monareli  vvwA.     *"  Is  there  no  place  secure 
From  thv  rud«?  insolenct;  ?     Unmannered  man ! 
I  know  thee  not." 

"  Tlu?n  learn  to  know  me,  Charles  I " 
Solemnly  he  replie<l ;  "  rejid  well  my  fiice, 
That  thou  mayst  know  it  on  that  dreadful  day 
When  at  the  throne  of  God  I  shall  demand 
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IiL>  jusdoe  oo  thee!"    Tumiiig  finom  the  king 
To  Agnes  as  slie  entered,  in  a  tone 
More  low,  more  moumfunj  serere,  he  cried, 
**  Dost  thaoj  too,  know  me  not?" 

She  ^anced  on  hun« 
.Vxkd  pale  and  hreathless  hid  her  head  conmlsed 
In  the  Maid's  hoscHn. 

<*  King  of  Fiance ! "  be  faid« 
^  She  lored  me,  and  bj  mutnal  word  and  will 
TTe  were  betrothed,  when,  in  unhaf^j  hour, 
I  left  her,  as  in  fealtj  bound,  to  fight 
Thj  battles.     In  mine  absence,  thoa  didst  oome 
To  temp:  L^r  iL«rn  unspotted  purinr ; 
For  pure  hhe  -w^a.--     Alas !  ibes^  counlv  robes 
!!Mtr  dl»:  iLfT  iii'ielible  -tain  of  infjuav: 
T..KJU  'Mxn-:  li  ♦:  with  iLv  groden  belt  pui  on 
An  LoDv»raMtr  iLxnit-J^*  O  lo?:  to  me, 
AiA  to  *JiVr^h~  iLtT  ever,  ever  loi-i, 
Mv  j:*oor  [•■/Jutei  A^Jr-^ !     Ciiarles,  ihii:  fai'.h 
-VImort  L?  ^  ha  ken.  •wLivh  r-Lould  I'e  heDc-for.a 
Mv  onlv  boi»e :  ihou  La-I  iLv  wi-.-iLf^  n-iH ; 
Willie  L  ibe  vi.:-ti:n  of  h-r  g"-2ili  aijd  tLiue^ 
TLoL^L  nivr.:ii:j  ullk*:  trc»m  L^.-r  a.:j'i  :Lt-e 
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Even  the  prophet,  almost  terrified, 

Scarcely  could  bear  his  presence ;  for  he  knew 

That  this  was  the  death-angel  Azrael, 

And  that  his  hour  was  come.     Conscious  of  guilt, 

The  monarch  sate,  nor  could  endure  to  face 

His  bosom-probing  frown.     The  Maid  of  Arc 

M(?antime  had  read  his  features,  and  she  cried, 

**  I  know  thee,  Conrade ! "     Rising  from  her  seat. 

She  took  his  hand  ;  for  he  stood  motionless. 

Gazing  on  Agnes  now  with  steady  eye, 

Severe,  though  calm.     Him  from  the  court  she 

drew, 
And  to  the  river-side,  resisting  not, 
Both  sad  and  silent,  led ;  till  at  the  last, 
As  from  a  dream  awaking,  Conrade  looked 
Full  on  the  Maid,  and,  falling  on  her  neck, 
He  wept. 

"  I  know  thee,  Damsel ! "  he  exclaimed. 
"  Dost  thou  remember  that  tempestuous  night. 
When  I,  a  weather-beaten  traveller,  sought 
Your  hospitable  door?     Ah  me!  I  then 
Was  happy :  you,  too,  sojourned  then  in  peace. 
Fool  that  I  was !  I  blamed  such  happiness, 
Arraigned  it  as  a  jruilty,  selfish  sloth, 
Unhappily  prevailing,  so  I  fear  me, 
Or  whv  art  thou  at  Chinon?" 

Him  the  Maid, 
Answering,  addn'ssed:  *'  I  do  remember  well 
That  night ;  for  then  the  holy  Spirit  first, 
W;ik«'d  by  thy  words,  possessed  me." 
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Conrade  cried, 
>*  Poor  Maiden !  thou  wert  bappy ;  thou  hadst  lived. 
Blessing  and  blest,  if  I  had  never  strayed, 
Needlessly  rigid,  from  my  peaceful  path. 
And  tbou  bast  lefl  thy  home,  then,  and  obeyed 
The  feverish  fancies  of  an  ardent  brain ! 
And  hast  thou  left  him,  too,  —  the  youth  whose  eye, 
For  ever  glancing  on  thee,  spake  so  well 
Affection's  eloquent  tale  ?  " 

So,  as  he  said, 
Rushed  the  warm  purple  to  the  Virgin's  cheek. 
"  I  am  alone,"  she  answered,  "  for  this  realm 
Devoted."     Nor  to  answer  more  the  Maid 
Endured ;  for  many  a  melancholy  thought 
Thronged  on  her  aching  memory.     Her  mind's  eye 
Beheld  Domrenii  and  the  fields  of  Arc : 
Her  burdeneil  heart  was  full ;  such  grief  she  felu 
Yet  such  sweet  solacing  of  self-applause, 
A";  cheers  a  banished  patriot's  lonely  hours, 
When  Fiuicy  pictures  to  him  all  he  loved, 
Till  the  big  teardi'op  rushes  o'er  its  orb, 
And  drowns  the  soft  enchantment. 

With  a  look 
That  >pake  solicitous  wonder,  Coiu*ade  eyed 
Tile  sih'iit  Maid ;  nor  would  the  Maid  r(])ress 
The  thoughts  that  swelled  within  her,  or  t'niin  liini 
Hi«le  her  soul's  workings.     "*Twas  on  tli(;  hist  day 
iV-tore  I  left  Domrenii;  eve  had  c1o-<m1  ; 
I  ^ilt  beside  the  brook ;  my  soul  Wiis  full. 
As  il"  inebriate  with  Divinity. 
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Then,  Conrade !  I  beheld  a  rufRan  herd 
Circle  a  flaming  pile,  where  at  the  stake 
A  woman  stood.     The  iron  bruised  her  breast , 
And  round  her  limbs,  half-garmented,  the  fire 
Curled  its  fierce  flakes.     I  saw  her  countenance: 
I  knew  MYSELF.""    Tiicn,  m  a  tone  subdued 
Of  calmness :  "  Th(3re  are  moments  when  the  80ul 
From  her  o>>ti  impulse  with  strange  drcjul  recoils, 
Suspicious  of  her.>elf ;  but,  with  a  full 
And  perfect  faith,  I  know  this  vision  sent 
From  Heaven,  and  feel  of  its  unerring  truth, 
As  that  God  liveth,  that  I  live  myself. 
The  feeling  tliat  deceives  not." 

By  the  hand 
Her  Connide  held,  and  cried,  "  Ill-fated  Maid ! 
Tliat  I  iiave  torn  tliee  from  Affection's  breast, 
My  soul  will  groan  in  anguish.     Thou  wilt  serve. 
Like  mo,  the  worthless  court ;  and,  having  served, 
In  the  hour  of  ill  abandoned,  thou  wilt  curse 
The  duty  that  deluded.     Of  the  world 
Fatigued,  and  loathing  at  my  fellow-men, 
I  shall  be  seen  no  more.     There  is  a  path,^* — 
The  oagl*'  hath  not  markr<l  it,  the  young  wolf 
Knows  not  its  liiddcn  winiling^:  I  have  trod 
That  path,  and  found  a  nu'lancholy  den, 
Fit  ]>la('e  for  penitonco  nnd  hopeless  woe, 
WhfH',  <<'pulchn'd,  the  fi;ho<t  of  what  he  was, 
Conradr  uy.xy  i>a<'*  hi^  tew  and  evil  days, 
Waiting  tin*  wislu-d-for  -uninion^  to  lay  down 
Hi-*  wcarv  load  of  lite." 


u 
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Bat  then  the  Maid 
Fixed  OD  the  warrior  her  reproTing  eje. 

I  passed  the  fertile  Auxerrois,"  she  said ; 

The  vines  had  spread  their  interwoven  shooU 
Over  the  onproned  vinevards,  and  the  gnipe 
Rotted  beneath  the  leaves ;  for  there  was  ixxie 
To  trwid  the  vintage,  and  the  birds  of  heaven 
Had  liad  their  filL     I  saw  the  cattle  start 
As  ihev  did  hear  the  loud  alarum-bell,^ 
And  with  a  piteous  moaning  vainlv  seek 
To  fl  V  the  coming  slanghterers ;  I  locked  hmck 
Upon  the  cottage  where  I  had  partaken 
Tlir  j:»:-a?aii:'?  rae-aL  an-l  faw  i:  irraj»j:»ed  in  flames; 
Ad'1  :b»rn  I  ilianked  sqv  G^A  iha:  I  h'dd  bur?! 
T'hrr  ii»r^,  flronfT  a.-f  lh<^v  are,  wLi^.b  bind  u^  down 
To  ^<rln^h  liappiDtrrs.  and  on  ildr  eanh 
W.t.-  a-  a  ]*llznni.'*     G:»nradrr !  p:»'j-*r  thj^lf ; 
Cii-t  iLf  weak  naiure  o^P     A  time  like  tiiis 
L>  D'>t  for  zen:l-r  ftrelin^r*.  f<*r  the  ii!'"'W 
Of  love,  the  overflowinz^  of  the  h^-an. 
There  i*  oppre^^ion  In  ihy  o.'jnirr.  Conrade ! 
T}i**rv  :-  a  f-n^i^.  a  bolj  r^ij^-.  that  n«^'i- 
Th-  brave  rriaij'^  ai  L      Live  f"r  it,  an-i  eniov 
Kar:b'>  nc'^'lert  re''v>mj»^-nK'.  —  tL:r;e  own  e-teem  ; 
r»r  die  in  that  2'X»d  cau-^,  rujd  thv  reward 
Shall  -'J re  be  found  in  heaven." 

He  an -we  red  not, 
But.  x*r^'--:T:2  TO  hi-  h'-ar;  the  Virj-'-'/-  ha'd. 
Ha-t»rri*-d  a-.-rorf  the  plain.     She  vr::h  d-'ni  ^^'Tf-^  — 
For  r'J-h''!^  tear-  objured  thfm — -\VjWf-d  him 
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Till  lost  in  distance.     With  a  weight  of  thought 
Ol)I>ressed,  along  the  poplar-planted  Vienna 
Awliile  she  wandered ;  then  upon  the  bank 
She  laid  her  down,  and  watched  the  tranquil  stn^'un 
Flow  with  a  quiet  murmuring,  by  the  clouds 
Of  evening  puq)led.     The  perpetual  flow, 
The  ceaseless  munnuring,  lulled  her  to  such  dreams 
As  Memory  in  h(?r  melancholy  mood 
Loves  best.     The  wonted  scenes  of  Arc  arose : 
She  saw  the  forest -brook  ;  the  weed  that  waved 
Its  long  green  tresses  in  the  stream ;  the  cnig 
"Wliich  overb rowed  the  spring ;  and  that  old  yew 
Which  through  the  bare  and  rifted  rock  had  forced 
Its  twisted  trunk,  the  berries  cheerful  red 
Starring  its  gloomy  green.     Her  plea-^ant  home 
She  saw,  and  those  who  mad(?  that  home  so  dear, — 
1I(T  loved  lost  friends.     The  mingled  feelings  filled 
Ilcr  eves ;  whm,  from  behind,  a  voice  was  heard: 
**  O  la<lv  I  canst  thou  tell  me  where  to  find 
The    jNIaid   whom    Heaven   hath    sent    to    rescue 

France  ?  " 
TliriMcd  by  th<'.  well-known  ton(?s,  she  started  up, 
And  fell  upon  the  neck  of  Theodore. 

"  Have  I,  then,  found  thee  ?  "  cried  the  impas- 
sioned youth. 
"  Hcinceforth  we  part  no  more;   but  where  thoo 

goe<t. 
Thither  go  I.     Beloved!  in  the  front 
Of  batMe  thou  shalt  find  me  at  thy  side; 
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And,  in  the  breach,  this  breast  shall  be  thy  shield 
And  rampart.     Oh,  ungenerous !     Wliy  from  me 
Conceal  the  inspiration  ?  why  from  me 
Hide  thy  miraculous  purpose  ?     Am  I,  then, 
So  all-unworthy  that  thou  shouldst  set  forth 
Beneath  another's  guidance  ?  " 

Thus  he  cried. 
Mingling  reproach  with  tenderness,  yet  still 
Clasping  in  warm  embrace  the  maid  beloved. 
She  of  her  bidding  and  futurity 
Awhile  forgetful,  patient  of  the  embrace, 
With  silent  tears  of  joy  bedewed  his  neck. 
At  length,  "  I  hope,"  slie  cricrl,  **  thou  art  not  come 
With  heavier  fault  arul  bn.aoh  of  ncan^r  tie : 
How  did  thy  mother  >pare  thee,  —  thou  alone 
The  stay  and  corafurl  ot'  h»r  widowed  age  ? 
Did  she  upon  thy  parting  steps  l>f*stow 
Iler  free-will  ble-sing?  or  ha-t  thou  set  forth— - 
Which  Heaven  forbid  !  —  unlicensed  :unl  unble-t  ?  " 

*"  Oh,  surely  not  unbl^^t !  "  the  yrmth  replied  ; 
Yet  con-cious  of  hi-  unn-{t»*nt»*d  t'anl?. 
With  countenance  tlii-h'Ml.  ;ind  talterins'  iti  reply: 
"She  wept  at  my  departure:  -he  wouM  tain 
Have  turned  me  from  my  [-iirpo-e  ;  an!  rny  heart 
Perha[K  had  failed  me,  if  it  ha/1  not  glowe«l 
With  anlor  like  thine  own:  the  -acred  tire 
With  whieh  thv  bo^m  bum-  had  kindled  me. 
High  in  prophetic  hope,  I  ha^le  her  place 
Her  trust  in  Heaven ;  I  bade  her  lr)*)k  lo  bear 
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Good  tidings  soon  of  glorious  victory ; 
I  told  her  I  should  soon  return,  —  return 
With  thee,  and  thou  wouldst  be  to  her  old  age 
Wliat  Madelon  had  been." 

As  thus  he  spake. 
Warm  with  the  imaginary  bliss,  he  clasped 
Th(i  d(?ar  one  closer  to  his  yearning  heart. 
But  the  devoted  Virgin  in  his  arms 
Started  and  shuddered ;  for  the  flaming  pile 
Flashed  on  remembrance  now,  and  on  her  soul 
The  whole  terrific  vision  rose  again. 
A  deatli-likc  paleness  at  the  dreadful  thought 
Withered  her  checjk ;  cold  damps  suffused  her  brow; 
And,  falling  on  the  neek  of  Tiieodore, 
Feeble  and  faint  she  hung.     His  eager  eye, 
Concentring  all  the  anguish  of  the  soul. 
And  strained  in  anxious  love,  gazed  fearfiiUy 
With  wondering  anguish  ;  till  ennobling  thou^^ts 
Of  her  high  mission  roused  her,  and  her  soul 
Collected,  and  she  spake : 

"  My  Theodore ! 
Thou  ha<t  done  ill  to  quit  thy  mother's  home: 
Alone  and  aged,  she  will  weep  for  thee. 
Wasting  her  little  that  is  lefl  of  life 
In  anguisli.     Now  go  biick  again  to  Arc, 
And  cheer  her  wintry  hours  of  widowhood, 
And  love  my  memory  there." 

Swifl  he  exclaimed, 
"  Nay,  Maid !  the  piuig  of  parting  is  o'erpast. 
And  my  dear  mother  looks  for  the  glad  hour 
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When  we  shall  hoth  return.     Amid  the  war, 
How  manj  an  arm  will  seek  thy  single  life. 
How  manj  a  sword  and  spear !    I  will  go  with  thee, 
And  spread  the  guardian  shield." 

"  Nay,"  she  replied, 
'^  I  shall  not  need  thy  succor  in  the  war : 
Me  Heaven,  if  so  seem  good  to  its  high  will. 
Win  save.  *  I  shall  he  happier,  Theodore, 
Thinking  that  thoa  dost  sojourn  safe  at  home. 
And  make  th  j  mother  happ j." 

The  youth's  cheek 
A  rapid  hlnsh  disordered.    "•  Oh !  the  court 
Is  pleasant  then,  and  thou  woaldst  fain  forget 
A  humble  villager  who  only  boasts 
The  treasure  of  the  heart ! " 

She  looked  at  him 
With  a  reproaching  eye  of  tenderness : 
**  Injurious  man  I  devoie«l  for  this  reahn, 
I  go  a  willing  victim.     The  dark  veil 
Hath  been  withdrawn  for  me,  and  I  have  seen 
The  fearful  features  of  Futuritv. 
Yes,  Theodore  I  I  shall  r^rtleem  mv  countrv. 
A^>ando^ing  for  it  the  joys  of  life : 
Y**SL.  life  it -elf."     Then  on  hU  neck  -he  felL 
/\jid  with  a  filtering  voi*^,  -  Return  zo  Arc! 
I  do  not  lell  thee  there  are  other  mai'I-* 
As  fair ;  for  thou  wilt  love  mv  ra-morr. 
Hallowin2*to  me  the  temple  of  :hj  r.«^ar% 
Worthier  a  happier,  not  a  better  lov-.* 
My  Theo«lore!"     Then.  pre--in^  hi-  pi!e  i'ljyi, 
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A  last  and  holy  kiss  the  Virgin  fixed* 
And  fled  across  the  plain. 

She  reached  the  court 
Breathless :  the  mingled  movements  of  her  mind 
Sliook  every  fibre.     Sad  and  sick  at  heart, 
Fain  to  her  lonely  chamber  s  solitude 
The  Maiden  had  retired ;  but  her  the  king 
Met  on  the  threshold.     He,  of  the  late  scene 
Forgetful  and  his  crime,  as  cheerful  seemed 
As  though  there  had  not  been  a  Grod  in  heaven. 
"  Enter  the  liall,"  he  said ;  "  the  maskers  there 
Join  in  the  dance.     Why,  Maiden,  art  thou  sad? 
Has  that  rude  madman  shook  thy  gentle  frame 
With  his  strange  speeches  ?  " 

Ere  the  Maid  replied, 
The  Son  of  Orleans  came  with  joyful  speed, 
Poising  his  massy  javelin.     **  Tliou  hast  roused 
The  sleeping  virtue  of  the  sons  of  France ; 
They  crowd  around  the  standard,"  cried  the  chief. 
"  Our  brethren,  pent  in  Orleans,  every  moment 
Graze  from  the  watch-tower  with  the  sickening  eye 
Of  expectation." 

Then  the  king  exclaimed, 
"  O  chosen  by  Heaven !  defer  one  day  thy  march. 
That,  humbled  at  the  altar,  we  may  join 
The  genend  prayer.     Be  these  our  holy  rites 

To-morrow's  task  ;  to-night  for  merriment." 

f 

The    Maid   replied,    "  The   wretched    ones    io 
Orleans, 
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In  fear  mod  hanger  and  expiring  hope, 
Await  mj  succor ;  and  mv  prayers  woold  plead 
In  heaven  against  me,  did  they  waste  one  hour 
When  active  duty  calls.     For  this  night's  mirth 
Hold  me  excosed.    In  truth,  I  am  not  fit 
For  merriment :  a  heavy  charge  is  on  me. 
And  I  must  put  away  all  mortal  thoughts."  ^ 
Her  heart  was  full,  and,  pausing,  she  repressed 
The  unbidden  anguish.    ^  Lo !  they  crowd  around 
The  standard.     Thou,  Dunois,  the  chosen  troops 
Marshal  in  speed ;  for,  early  with  the  dawn. 
We  march  to  rescue  Orleans  from  the  foe.** 


THE    FIFTH    BOOK. 

ScABCE  had  the  early  dawn  from  Chinon's  towers 

Made  visible  the  mist  that  curled  along 

The  river's  winding  way,  when  from  her  couch 

The  martial  Maid  arose.     She  mailed  her  limbs ; 

The  white  plumes  nodded  o'er  her  helmed  head; 

She  girt  the  sacred  falchion  by  her  side, 

And,  like  a  youth  who  from  his  mother's  arms, 

For  his  first  fiehl  impatient,  breaks  away. 

Poising  the  lance  went  forth. 

Twelve  hundred  men. 
Bearing  in  ordered  ranks  their  glitterinjj:  spears, 
Await  her  coming.     Terrible  in  anns, 
Before  them  towered  Dunois,  his  manly  face 
vor*  I.  H 
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O'ershadowed  by  tUe  helmet's  iron  cheeks. 
The  assembtod  oourt  gazed  on  the  marshalled  tl 
And,  at  the  gKte,  the  aged  prelate  aiood 
To  pour  Ilia  blessing  on  the  chosen  ho»L 
And  now  a  soil  and  solemn  symphony 
Was  heard ;  and,  chanting  high  the  hollowed  hJ^ 
From  the  near  convent  came  the  vestal  muids: 
A  holy  banner,  woven  by  virgin  hands, 
Soow-white  they  bore.     A  mingled  sentiment 
Of  awe  and  eager  ardor  for  the  fight 
Thrilled  through  the  army,  as  the  reverend  n 
Took  the  while  atandnrd,  and  with  heavenward  (| 
Calhd  on  the  God  of  justice?,  blessing  il> 
The  Moid,  her  brows  in  reverence  unhelmed, 
Her  dark  hair  floating  on  the  morning  gale, 
KDelt  to  his  prayer,  and,  stretching  foMh  her  hand, 
Received  the  mystic  banner.     From  the  host 
A  loud  and  universal  Hhout  buret  forth. 
As,  rising  from  the  ground,  upon  her  brow 
She  placed  tlic  plumed  casque,  and  waved  oi 
The  bannereii  lilies.     On  ihclr  way  they  n 
And,  dim  in  distance,  soon  tlie  towers  of  ChinC 
Fade  from  the  eye  reverted. 

The  sixth  i 
Puqiling  the  sky  with  bis  dilated  light, 
Sunk  westering:  when,  unbosomed  in  the  dept 
Of  that  old  forest,  whith  for  many  a  league 
Shu<Iowi!d  the  hills  and  vales  of  Orleonnoia, 
They  pilch  their  tents.     The  hum  of  oceupatioq 
Sounds  ceaseless.     Waving  to  the  eveniru;  i; 


die  streamers  flutter;  and  ascending  slow 
meuth  llie  folinge  of  the  forest  trees, 
h  mtuiy  a  liglil  hue  tinged,  the  curling  amolce 

mpurpled  air,     LcaTing  Ler  tent, 
e  martini  Mnidi^n  wandered  through  Uie  wood: 
Tbere,  hy  a  titrcamlct,  on  tlie  mossj'  bonk 
Beclined,  nhe  snw  n  damsel,  ber  long  locks 
With  willuw  witaihed     Upon  Her  lap  there  lay 
A  dark-liairt-'d  man,  listening  the  while  slie  song 
Sad  diltiee,  and  inwreailied,  to  bind  his  brow, 
_Xhe  melaiicliuly  garlund.     At  the  fsound 
e  in  arms  ai>proaeliijig,  slie  had  fled ; 
t  Connuie,  looking  upward,  recognized 

0  Uaid  of  Arc.     "Nay,  fear  not,  Isabel," 
Idd  Ite [  "for  this  is  one  of  gentle  kind, 

D  even  tlie  wreiclied  need  not  fear  to  love." 

r  So  Mynig,  he  timse,  and  took  her  hand. 

1  pressed  it  to  his  bosom.     "  Uy  weak  lieurt, 
li  actiooled  by  wrongs  to  loathe  nt  human  kind, 

^U  beat,  rebellious  to  its  own  revives. 

e  hitber,  outcast  one  I  and  cull  lier  friend ; 
«  will  bo  ihy  friend  more  readily 
e  thou  Art  unlmppy." 

Isabel 
r  a  (cnr  dtarting  in  the  Virgin's  eye, 
j^il,  gbincing  upon  Conmde,  she  too  wept, 
niliag  bi*  wildered  senses. 

"Missioned  Mnidl" 
*■  cried,  "  be  hiippy ;  for  thy  power 
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Caii  make  ihis  sufferer  so.     From  Orleans  driTOJ 
Orphaned  by  war,  and  of  Ler  only  frieiid 
Bcrefl,  I  found  her  wandering  in  the  wilds, 
Vforn  out  wilh  want  and  wretchedness.   Tliou,Ji4 
Wilt  hii  beloved  to  the  youth  restore; 
And  trufit  me.  Maid,  the  miserable  feel, 
WTien  they  on  others  bestow  liuppiness, 
Their  happiest  consoialion." 

She  replied. 
Pressing  the  damsel's  hand,  in  the  mild  tone 
Of  equal  friendship,  soliicing  her  cares : 
"Soon  shall  we  enter  Orleans,"  said  the  Maid: 
"  A  I'uiv  hours  in  her  dream  of  vit-ioiy 
England  aball  triumph,  then  to  be  an-nked 
By  the  loud  thunder  of  almighty  wraih. 
Irksome,  niennlime,  the  busy  camp  to  me, 
A  solitary  woman.     Liabel, 
Wert  thou  the  while  companioti  of  my  lent, 
Lightlier  the  lime  would  pass.     Return  with  ma 
I  may  not  long  be  absenL" 

So  she  spake  t 
Tlie  wanderer  in  lialf-utten-d  words  expressed 
Grateful  u^isi^nt.     "  Art  thou  a^lonishod,  then, 
Tlial  one,  though  powerful,  h  benevolent? 
In  truth  thou  well  niayst  wonder ! "  Conrnde  o 
"  But  little  cause  to  love  the  mighty  ones 
Uaih  the  low  euttngcn  for  with  its  &hiide 
Too  oft  doth  Power,  a  death -dew  dropping  tree,  j 
Blast  every  herb  beneath  tu  buli-ful  boughs. 
Tell  titou  thy  BufTeiitigii,  liiabel  I  relate 
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How  warred  the  chieflwis,  and  the  people  died. 
The  missioned  Virgin  hath  not  heard  thy  woes ; 
And  pleasant  to  mine  ear  the  twice-told  tale 
Of  sorrow." 

Grazing  on  the  martial  Mnid, 
She  read  her  wish,  and  spake :  ^^  A  wanderer  now, 
Friendless  and  hopeless,  still  I  love  to  think 
Upon  my  native  home,  and  coll  to  mind 
Each  haunt  of  careless  youth  ;  the  woodbined  wall, 
The  jessamine  that  round  the  straw-roofed  cot 
Its  fragrant  branches  wreathed,  beneath  whose  shade 
I  wont  to  sit  and  watch  the  setting  sun, 
And  hear  the  thrush's  song.     Nor  far  roniote, 
As  o'er  the  subject  landskip  round  I  gazcMl, 
The  towers  of  Yenville  rose  upon  the  view. 
A  foreign  master  holds  my  father's  liome ! 
1,  far  away,  remember  the  past  years, 
And  weep. 

"  Two  brethren  formed  our  family : 
Humble  we  were,  and  happy  ;  honest  toil 
Procured  our  homely  sustenance  ;  our  herds 
Duly  at  morn  and  evening  to  my  hand 
Gave  their  full  stores ;  the  vineyard  we  had  reared 
Purpled  its  clusters  in  the  southern  sun  ; 
And,  plenteous  produce  of  my  father's  toil. 
The  yellow  harvest  billowed  o'er  the  plain. 
How  cheerfully  around  the  blazing  hearth. 
When  all  the  labor  of  the  day  was  done, 
VN'e  pas-icd  the  evening  hours !  for  they  would  sing 
Or  merry  roundelay,  or  ditty  sad 
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Of  maid  forsaken  aad  the  willovr  weed. 
Or  of  ibe  doughly  paladins  of  Franco 
Some  warlike  fit,  ibe  while  my  spinning-wheel 
A  fitting  music  made. 

"  Thus  long  we  lived. 
And  happy.     To  a  neighboring  youth  my  hand,^ 
In  holy  wedlock  soon  to  be  consigned, 
Was  plighted:  my  poor  Francis!"  Hercehepau 
And  here  slic  wept  awhile. 

"  We  did  not  thin 
The  desolating  stream  of  war  would  reach 
To  us;  but  soon,  as  with  the  whiriwind's  spocd,^ 
Ruin  rushed  round  us.^     Mohun,  Clerj-,  fell; 
The  bannci'cd  leopard  waved  on  Gergcaa'e  w^<^ 
Baugeiict  yieldiHl ;  eoon  the  foe  approached 
The  lowers  of  Y«nviUe. 

"  Futal  was  ihe  hour 
To  me  and  mine ;  for  from  the  wntl.  alas  1 
The  msly  swonl  wa*  taken,  and  tJie  shield 
Whicli  long  hod  mouldered  on  the  mouldering  14^ 
To  meet  tlie  war  repiiired.     Ko  more  was  heanl| 
The  balhid  or  the  merry  roandeliiy  ; 
TIte  clattering  hammer's  clank,  the  grating  file 
Hai^h  sounded  through  the  day  a  disntal  din: 
I  never  shall  forget  their  mournful  sound. 


"ily  father  stood  encircling  his  old  limbs 
In  tDn<];-forgotIen  arms.     ''  Come,  boys ! '  he  txiM 
*  I  did  not  think  that  this  gray  head  again 
Should  bear  the  helmet's  weight ;  but  in  ttie  field 
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toa 


^ser  to  brarely  die  a  soldier's  deiuli, 

\  Xfcfta  liera  be  tamely  buidiered.    Isabel  I 
Go  lo  ibc  abbey :  if  wo  should  survive, 
We  toon  sball  meet  again ;  if  not,  my  child. 
Then  U  a  beiier  world.' 

"  In  broken  words, 
lifting  bis  eyes  lo  beaven,  my  fulber  breathed 
Ilia  bleuing  on  me.    As  ibey  went  away, 
My  breihren  guied  on  roe,  and  wrung  my  hand 
kiilcnoet  for  ihey  loved  tbeir  sisler  well. 
?nm  tlic  near  collage,  Francis  joined  llie  troop. 
Tlien  ilid  I  look  on  our  forsaken  borne, 
Aftd  almufrt  sob  my  very  soul  away ; 
For  all  my  hopes  of  huppEneai  were  fled, 
EiVR  like  a  dream." 

"  Perish  these  mighty  ones," 
CHed  Conrndc,  "these  wiio  let  dcslruclion  loose, 
Vho  valk  dated  u'er  tlieir  fields  of  fame. 
And  count  Ibo  ihiiusands  that  lie  slaughlcred  tliere. 
And,  wilb  the  hoili«3  of  the  innocent,  rear 
*n»i.ir  [lymniid  of  glory  I     l*eri»b  these, 
Tht)  «pit(ira<!  of  all  the  peflilent  |ilngiiGS 
Tlutt  £]^pt  knew,  who  send  their  IncusL  swarms 
O'er  lUTDgeil  realnks,  and  bill  tlitr  brooks  run  blood  1 
Fear  ami  Durilruction  go  before  their  path, 
AnJ  Funme  dugs  their  fuolsleps.    God  of  justice  [ 
Let  not  the  binw-ent  bh>od  erj-  out  In  vain ! " 


p  Tkna  while  liu  «)>ttkc,  lliu 


;  first  like  ihc  di^ln 


f  the  camp 
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When  the  full-foliaged  forest  to  the  storm 
Shakes  its  hoarse  head ;  anon  with  louder  din ; 
And  through  the  opening  glade  gleamed  many  a  fire. 
The  Virgin's  tent  they  entered ;  there  the  board 
Was  spread ;  tlie  wanderer  of  the  fare  partook, 
Then  thus  her  tale  renewed : 

"  Slow  o*er  the  hill. 
Whose  rising  head  concealed  our  cot,  I  passed, 
Yet  on  my  journey  paused  awhile,  and  gazed 
And  wept ;  for  often  had  I  crossed  the  hill 
With  cheerful  step,  and  seen  the  rising  smoke 
Of  hospitable  fire  :  alas !  no  smoke 
Curled  o'er  its  melancholy  chimneys  now ! 
Orleans  I  reached.     There  in  the  suburbs  stood 
The  abbey ;  and  ere  long  I  learnt  the  fall 
Of  Yenville. 

"  On  a  day,  a  soldier  asked 
For  Isabel.     Scarce  could  my  faltering  feet 
Support  me.     It  was  Francis,  and  alone,  — 
The  sole  survivor  of  that  company ! 

"  And  soon  the  foes  approached ;  impending  war 
Soon  saddened  Orleans."  There  the  bravest  chiefs 
Assembled :  Tliouars,  Coarase,  Ciiabannes, 
And  the  Sire  Chapelle,"  in  successful  war 
Since  wounded  to  the  death  ;  and  that  good  knight, 
Giresme  of  Rhodes,  who  in  a  better  cause 
Can  never  wield  the  crucifix  that  hilts 
His  hallowed  sword  ;  *'  and  Xaintrailles  ransomed 
now. 
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And  Fayette  late  released ;  and  that  young  duke  * 
Who  at  Yerneuil,  senseless  with  many  a  wound, 
Fell  prisoner;  and  La  Hire,^  the  merriest  man 
That  ever  yet  did  win  his  soldiers'  love ; 
And,  over  all  for  hardihood  renowned, 
Hie  Bastard  Orleans. 

**  These  within  the  town 
Expect  the  foe.     Twelve  hundred  chosen  men, 
Well  tried  in  war,  uprcar  the  guardian  shield 
Beneath  their  banners.     Dreadful  was  the  sight 
Of  preparation.    The  wide  suburbs  stretched 
Along  the  pleasant  borders  of  the  Loire, 
Late  thronged  with  multitudes,  now  feel  the  hand 
Of  ruin.     These  preventive  care  destroys, 
Lest  England,  sheltered  by  tlie  friendly  walls, 
Securely  should  approach.     The  monasteries 
Fell  in  the  general  waste.     The  holy  monks 
Unwillingly  their  long-accustomed  haunts 
Abandon,  —  haunts  where  every  gloomy  nook 
Called  to  awakened  memory  some  trace 
Of  vision  seen  or  sound  miraculous. 
Trembling  and  terrified,  their  noiseless  cells, 
For  the  rude  uproar  of  a  world  unknown, 
The  nuns  desert :  their  abbess,  more  composed. 
Collects  her  maids  around,  and  tells  Irt  beads, 
And  pours  the  timid  prayer  of  piety. 
The  pioneers,  by  <lay  and  night  employed, 
Throw  up  the  violated  earth,  to  impede 
The  foe:  the  hollow  chambers  of  the  dead 
Echoed  beneath  their  stroke.     The  brazen  tomb, 


t«6 
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Which  late  recorded  death,  in  the  furnace  a 
Is  made  to  inflict  it  now.    Sad  eight  it  woa 
To  see  so  wide  a  waste,  —  the  aged  ones 
Hanging  their  heads,  and  weeping  as  ihey  w 
O'er  the  fallen  dwellings  of  their  happier  yei 
The  stern  and  sullen  silence  of  iho  me 
Musing  on  vengeance ;  and,  but  ill  repressed,  ( 
The  mother's  fears  as  to  her  breast  she  cl&spc 
Her  ill-doomed  infant.    Soon  the  suburbs  lajrfl 
One  ample  ruin;"  whence  ibe  stones  were  b 
Within  the  town  to  serve  in  its  defence. 


"  Aiid  now  without  the  walls  the  desolate  8p*oe 
Appeared,  a  rough  and  melancholy  wa8t«,         ^^ 
With  nptom  pavements  and  foundations  deep  ^^| 
Of  many  a  ruined  dwelling.     Nor  within         ^^| 
Less  dreary  wns  the  scene :  at  evening  hoar,    ^^| 
No  more  the  merry  viol's  note  was  heard  i" 
No  more  the  aged  matroti  at  Iier  door 
Hummed  cheery  to  her  spinning-wheel,  and  aaiw 
Her  cliildrcn  dancing  to  tlic  roundelay. 
The  chieflains,  strengthening  still  the  anejont  1| 
Survey  them  everywhere  with  prying  eye; 
The  eager  youth,  in  anxious  prcpnmtlon. 
Practise  the  arts  of  war  i  silent  and  stem, 
With  the  hnrrying  restlessness  of  fear.  lli«y  tl 
Their  gloomy  labors.     In  the  city  dwelt 
An  Utter  silence  of  all  pleasant  sounds  ( 
Dut  all  dity  long  the  armorer's  beat  was  h< 
And  all  night  long  it  ecbo(?d. 
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<'So<»tlMfba 
JM  t»  aur-wdf*  the  riege:  m  on  th^  move, 
Iha  duion'a  cteigar,  and  the  cheerful  fife, 
taiMihiil  to  the  drandeiing  dinm'a  deep  sound, 
Dincl  their  mnMiirncl  march.    Bdbre  the  ranks, 
SdAaiy  was  seen, — Saliabnijso  long  the  scoarg« 
Of  Frame;  and  Talbot  towered  bj  hii  aide, — 
lUbot  at  wfaeM  dread  name  the  froward  child 
CBip  mnta  aad  trambUng  to  hta  narae'a  breasL 
Mblk  waa  there,  and  Hnngerftrd,  and  Scalea, 
Aad  FeabiU^  vielor  in  the  frequent  fighL 
Dttk  as  the  antamnal  atonn,  they  roll'd  along, 
Aeoontleu  hoitl    From  the  high  tower  I  marked 
The  dieadHil  scene ;  I  saw  the  iron  gleam 
or  jaTclins  sparkling  to  the  noontide  sun, 
^teir  banners  toasing  to  the  troubled  gnle, 
And — fearful  music !  —  heard  upon  the  wind 
He  modntated  step  of  multitudes. 

"^lere  in  the  midst,  shuddering  with  fear,  I  saw 
He  dreadful  stores  of  death ;  tremendous  rolled 
Onrroogh  roads  the  harsh  wheels;  the  bmzen  tubos 
Fkshed  in  the  sun  their  fearful  splendor  far ; 
And,  last,  the  loaded  wagons  creaked  along. 

"  Nor  were  onr  chieftains,  whilst  their  care  [teo- 
cured 
Hiaan  defence,  ne^ectful  to  implore 
"Rat  heavenlj  aid,  deprired  of  which  the  strength 
Of  man  is  weakness.     Bearing  through  our  strevta 
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The  precioiw  relics  of  tlie  Iioly  dead, 

The  monlcB  and  nuns  poured  iiuiDf  an  earnest  pra7«r, 

Devoutly  joined  by  all>     St.  AJgnan's  shrine 

Was  thronged  by  Bupi)licants:  the  genera]  volC6 

Called  on  Si.  Aignan's  luune"  again  to  save 

Ills  people  as  of  yore,  before  he  passed 

Into  the  fulnc!ss  of  eternal  rest; 

When,  by  Ifao  Spirit  to  the  lingering  camp 

Of  JElius  borne,  he  brought  the  timely  aid, 

And  Atlila,  with  all  his  multitudes, 

Far  off  retreated  to  their  field  of  shame." 


ce 

I 


And  now  Dunoia  —  fttr  he  had  seen  ihe  camp 
Well-ordered — entered.  "One  night  more  inpeac« 
England  shall  rest,"  ho  erie<l,  "  ere  yei  tlie  storm 
Burst  on  her  guilty  head  :  (hen,  their  proud  v 
Forgotten.  or  reinemliered  to  their  shame, 
Vainly  lier  ehii^fs  shall  uurse  tlie  hoar  vhen  t 
Thov  pilcheil  their  teuis  round  Orleans." 

■•Of  that  ^ 
The  Sl.iid  of  Arc  replied,  "  gladly  I  hoar 
The  detail.     Isabel,  proceed  ;  for,  s 
DestiTieil  to  rescue  this  devoted  tow 
Tho  tale  of  nil  the  ills  she  Imth  cndarod 
I  lUten,  sorrowing  for  the  pust,  and  feel 
.Toy  and  roiuenunent  iu  the  merciful  task 
For  which  1  am  sent  forth." 

Thus  spake  the  Maid, 
And  Isiil>el  pursueO:  "And  now  mo 
The  hostile  host  advaudiig  pitch  their  tents. 


le  storm 
lud  vaunid 

1 

he  Maid, 

lar  r 

tents.     ^^H 
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(Tnnambered  streamers  wave,  and  clamorous  shouts, 

Ajiticipating  conquest,  rend  the  air 

With  universal  uproar.     From  their  camp 

A.  herald  came ;  his  garb  emblazoned  o'er 

With  leopards  and  the  lilies  of  our  realm,  — 

Foul  shame  to  France !     The  summons  of  the  foe 

He  broaght" 

The  Bastard,  interrupting,  cried, 
*^  I  was  with  Graucour  and  the  assembled  chiefs. 
When,  by  his  office  privileged  and  proud. 
That  herald  spake,  as  certain  of  success 
As  he  had  made  a  league  with  Victory : 
*  Nobles  of  France  rebellious !  from  the  chief 
Of  yon  victorious  host,  the  mighty  Earl 
Of  Salisbury,  now  there  in  place  of  him 
Your  reg'int  John  of  Bedford,  —  in  his  name 
I  come,  an<l  in  our  sovereign  lord  the  king's, 
Henry.     Ye  know  full  well  our  master's  claim. 
Incontrovertible,  to  this  good  realm, 
By  rigiit  descent,  and  solemnly  confimied 
By  your  great  monarch  and  our  mighty  king 
Fifth  Henry,  in  the  treaty  ratified 
At  Troves,'*  wherein  your  monarch  did  disclaim 
All  future  right  and  title  to  this  crown, 
His  own  exempted,  for  his  son  and  heirs 
I)i»iMi  to  the  end  of  time.     This  signed  and  sealed 
Ai  the  holy  altar,  and  by  nuptial  knot 
Of  Henry  and  your  princess,  gives  the  realm, 
Charles  dead  and  Henrv,  to  his  infant  son 
Henry  of  Windsor.     Who,  then,  dares  oppose 


My  miulei'8  title,  in  the  face  of  God, 

Of  wilful  [wijury,  most  atrocious  crime, 

Sinndf  guilty,  and  of  Mnt  rebellion  'gninst 

The  Lord's  anoiiiic<l.     lie,  nt  Paris  crowned  J 

With  loud  acclaim  of  duteous  tnultitndos, 

'Dni8  speaks  by  me ;  Deliver  up  your  town 

Tg  Salisbury,  and  yield  youraelves  and  arms,  I 

So  ehall  your  lives  be  fale;  and  such  his  gra 

If  of  your  free  accord  lo  him  you  pay 

Due  homage  as  your  sovereign  lord  and  king,J 

Tour  rich  csialiis,  your  hoii^ea,  shall  be  safe,    , 

And  you  in  favor  stand,  ns  is  the  duke, 

Philip  of  Burgundy.     But  —  mark  me  well  I A 

If.  obstinately  wilful,  you  persist 

To  scorn  his  proffered  mercy,  not  one  stone 

Upon  another  of  this  wretched  town 

Shall  then  be  lefl ;  and.  when  the  English  boi 

Triumphant  in  iho  dust  have  trod  the  toweni  ^ 

Of  Orleans,  who  surrivc  the  drcadfurv 

Shall  die  like  traiion  by  the  hangman's  hand. J 

Ye  men  of  France  I  remember  Caen  and  I 


"  Ho  ceased ;  nov  Gaucour  for  a  moment  p 
To  form  reply : 

"  ■  Herald  I  lo  all  thy  vaunM  J 
Of  English  sovereignty,  let  this  sulRce 
For  answer:  France  will  only  own  as  king 
Her  own  Icgiiimale  lord.     On  Charles's  brow^ 
Transmitted  through  a  lung  and  good  d 
^^leGraim  remi^as.    We  know  no  liomage  d 
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To  English  robbers,  and  disclaim  the  peace 
Inglorious  made  at  Troyes  by  factious  men 
Hostile  to  France.     Thy  master's  j)roftered  grace 
Meets  the  contempt  it  merits.     Herald !  yes, 
Be  sure  we  sliall  remember  Caen  and  lloan. 
Go,  tell  the  mighty  Earl  of  Salisbury, 
Tliat,  as  like  Blanchard,  Gaucour  dares  his  power 
Like  Blanchard,  he  can  brave  his  cruelt}, 
And  triumph  by  enduring.     Speak  I  well, 
Ye  men  of  Orleans  ? ' 

"  Never  did  I  hear 
A  shout  so  universal  as  ensued 
Of  approbation.     The  assembled  host 
As  with  one  voice  poured  forth  th<ir  loyalty, 
And  struck  their  sounding  shields ;  and  walls  and 

towers 
Echoed  the  loud  uproar.     The  herald  went : 
The  work  of  war  began." 

"  A  fearful  scene  ! " 
Cried  Isabel.     "The  iron  storm  of  deatli 
Clashed  in  the  sky;  the  miglity  engines  hurled 
Huge    stones,  which   shook   the   ground   wliere*er 

th«»y  fell. 
Th*?n  was  there  heard  at  once  the  clang  of  arms, 
The  thundering  cannons,  and  the  soMier's  shout. 
The  female's  shriek,  the  atFrighted  infant's  cry, 
Tlie  groan  of  death,  —  discord  of  drea<lt'ul  sounds 
That  jarred  the  soul. 

"Nor,  while  the  encircling  foe 
r.eaguered  tlie  walls  of  Orleans,  i<lly  shjjt 
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Our  friends ;  for,  winning  doAvn  the  Loire  its  way, 
Tlie  frequent  vessel  with  provision  fraught. 
And  men,  and  all  the  artillery  of  death, 
Cheered  us  with  welcome  succor.     At  the  bridge. 
These,  safely  landed,  mocked  the  foeman*s  force. 
This  to  prevent,  Salisbury,  their  watchful  chief,*- 
A  mighty  work  prepares :  around  our  walls, 
Kncircling  walls  he  builds,  surrounding  thus 
The  city ;  tinned  with  massiest  buttresses, 
At  equal  distance,  sixty  forts  protect 
The  English  lines.     But  chief,  where  in  the  town 
The  six  great  avenues  meet  in  the  midst,** 
Six  castles  there  he  reared  impregnable. 
With  deep-dug  moats  and  bridges  drawn  alofl, 
Where  over  the  strong  gate  suspended  hung 
The  dread  portcullis ;  thence  the  gunner's  eye 
From  his  safe  shelter  could  with  ease  survey 
Intended  sally  or  approaching  aid. 
And  point  destruction. 

"  It  were  long  to  tell, 
And  tedious,  how  in  many  a  bold  assault 
The  men  of  Orle^ans  sallied  on  their  foes ; 
How,  after  dilFicult  fight,  the  enemy 
Possessed  the  Tournelles,*^  and  the  embattled  tower 
That  shadows  from  the  bridge  the  subject  Loire; 
Though  numbering  now  three  thousand  daring  men. 
Frequent  and  fierce  the  garrison  repelled 
riieir  far-outnumbering  foes.     From  every  aid 
Included,  they  in  Orleans  groaned  beneath 
All  ills  accumulate.     The  shattered  roofs 
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Allowed  the  dews  of  night  free  passage  there ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  ponderous  stone, 
Ruining  where'er  it  fell,  with  hideous  crash 
Came  like  an  earthquake,^  startling  from  his  sleep 
The  affrighted  soldier.     From  the  brazen  slings. 
The   wildfire-balls   hissed   through   the    midnight 

sky  ;•• 
And  often  theii'hugo  engines  cast  among  us 
The  dead  and  loathsome  cattle  of  their  camp. 
As  though  our  enemies,  to  their  deadly  league 
Forcing  the  common  air,  would  make  us  breathe 
Poisonous  pollution.*'     Tlirough  the  streets  were 

seen     • 
The  frequent  fire,  and  heaps  of  dead,  in  haste 
Piled  up,  and  streaming  to  infected  heaven. 
For  ever  the  incessant  storm  of  death 
Pours  down ;  and,  crowded  in  unwholesome  vaults,** 
The  wretched  females  hide,  not  idle  there. 
Waiting  the  hours  in  tears,  but  all  employed, 
Or  to  provide  the  hungry  soldier*s  meal. 
Or  tear  their  garments  to  bind  up  his  wounds, — 
A  -ad  equjility  of  wrotcliedness ! 

**  Now  came  the  worst  of  ills  ;  for  Famine  came : 
The  jirovitlcnt  hand  deals  out  its  scanty  dole, 
Yielding  so  litth*  a  supply  to  life 
As  but  protract^'d  death.     The  loathliest  food 
Hirnf*'*!  with  <'a;ror  eve,  and  d.iintv  deemed; 
rij'*  dog  is  slain  that  at  his  niast(*r'.s  feet 
Hfjwling  with  hunger  lay ;  with  jealous  fear, 
vou  1.  I 
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Hating  a  rival's  look,  the  husband  hides 
His  miserable  meal ;  the  famished  babe 
Clings  closely  to  his  dying  mother's  breast; 
And,  —  horrible  to  tell !  —  where  thrown  aside 
There  lay  unburied  in  the  open  streets 
Huge  heaps  of  carcasses,  the  soldier  stands, 
Eager  to  mark  the  carrion-crow  for  food." 

**  O  peaceful  scenes  of  childliood !  pleasant  fields! 
Haunts  of  mine  infancy,  where  I  have  strayed. 
Tracing  the  brook  along  its  winding  way. 
Or  plucked  the  primrose,  or  with  giddy  speed 
Cliased  tlie  gay  butterfly  from  flower  to  flower  I 

0  days  in  vain  remembered !  how  my  soul, 
Sick  with  cahimily  and  the  sore  ills 

Of  hunger,  dwelt  on  you  and  on  my  home ! 
Thinking  of  you  amid  the  waste  of  war, 

1  could  in  bitterness  have  cursed  the  great 
'Who  made  me  what  I  was,  —  a  helpless  one. 
Orphaned,  and  wanting  bread." 

**And  be  they  cursed!" 
Conrade  exclaimed,  his  dark  eye  flashing  rage ; 
"  And  be  they  cui'sed !     O  groves  and  woodland 

shades ! 
How  blest  indeed  were  you,  if  the  iron  rod 
Sliould  one  day  from  Oppression's  hand  be  wrenched 
By  everlasting  Justice !     Come  that  hour, 
WHien  in  the  sun  the  angel  of  the  Lord**^ 
Shall  stand,  and  cry  to  all  the  fowls  of  heaven, 
*  Gather  ye  to  the  supper  of  your  God, 
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That  ye  magr  eat  the  flesh  of  mighty  mciiy 

Of  captfuns,  and  of  kings ! '    Then  shall  be  peace." 

**  And  now,  lest  all  should  perish,"  she  pursued, 
^  The  women  and  the  infirm  must  from  the  town 
Go  forth,  and  seek  their  fate. 

"  I  will  not  now 
Recall  the  moment  when  on  mj  poor  Francis 
With  a  long  look  I  hung.     At  dead  of  night, 
Made  mute  by  fear,  we  mount  the  secret  bark, 
And  glide  adown  the  stream  with  silent  oars : 
Thus  thrown  u|)on  the  mercy  of  mankind, 
I  wandered  reckless  where,  till  wearied  out 
And  cold  at  heart,  I  laid  me  down  to  die ; 
So  by  this  warrior  found.     Him  I  had  known 
And  loved,  for  all  loved  Conrade  who  had  known 

him; 
Nor  did  I  feel  so  pressing  the  hard  hand 
Of  want  in  Orleans,  ere  he  parted  thence 
On  jierilous  envoy.     For  of  his  small  fare  " 

"  Of  this  enough,"  said  Conrade.    "  Holy  Maid  I 
One  duty  yet  awaits  me  to  pL-rform. 
Orleans  her  envoy  sent  me  to  dcnuunl 
Aid  from  her  idle  sovereign.     Willingly 
Did  I  achieve  the  hazardous  enterprise ; 
For  rumor  had  already  made  nie  fear 
Tlic  ill  that  hath  fallen  on  me.     It  remains, 
Kit:  I  do  banish  me  from  human  kind, 
That  I  re-enter  Orleans,  and  announce 
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Thj  march.     'Tis  night,  and,  hark!   how  dead  a 

ellcncc  I 
Fit  hour  to  tread  so  perilous  a  path." 

So  saying,  Conrade  from  the  tent  went  forth. 


THE     SIXTH     BOOK. 

The  night  was  calm,  and  many  a  moving  cloud 
Shadowed  the  moon.     Along  llie  forest  glade 
With  swift  foot  Conrade  passed,  and  now  had  reached 
The  plain,  where  whilom  by  the  pleasant  Loire, 
Cheered  witli  the  song,  the  rustics  iiad  beheld 
The  day  go  down  upon  their  merriment : 
No  song  of  peace  now  echoed  on  its  banks. 
There  tents  were  pitched ;  and  there  the  sentinel. 
Slow  pacing  on  his  sullen  rounds,  beheld 
The  fretjuent  corse  roll  down  the  tainted  stream. 
Conrade  with  wider  sweep  pursued  his  way. 
Shunning  the  camp,  now  huslied  in  sleep  and  stilL 
And  now  no  sound  was  heard  save  of  the  Loire, 
Murmuring  along.     The  noise  of  coming  feet 
Alarmed  him ;  nearer  drew  the  rapid  steps. 
As  of  pursuit ;  anon,  the  cla^h  of  arms. 
That  instant,  brcjiking  through  a  rifted  cloud. 
The  moonlight  showed  where  two  with  force  com- 
bined 
Pressed  on  a  single  foe,  who,  warding  still 
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Their  swords,  retreated  in  unequal  %ht, 
As  he  would  make  the  citv.     Ilasteninp^ 
With  timely  aid  to  save  him,  Conrade  s])od. 
One  with  an  unexpected  stroke  he  slew ; 
The  other  fled.    *^  Now  let  us  speed  our  best, 
Frenchman ! "  he  cried.    On  to  the  Loire  thev  ran, 
And,  making  waj  with  practised  arms  across, 
Ere  long  in  safetj  gained  the  opposite  shore. 

**  Whence  art  thou  ?  "  cried  the  warrior,  •*  and  on 
what 
Commissioned  ?  " 

*'  Is  it  not  the  voice  of  Conrade  ?  " 
Francis  replied;  "and  dost  thou  hrinix  to  us 
Tidings  of  succor?     Oh  that  it  lia«l  eoiiie 
A  few  hours  earlier !    Isabel  is  iroru* !  '* 

"  Nay,  she  is  safe,"  crie<l  Conraile  :  "  her  I  found 
Bewildered  in  the  forest,  and  con^iL^iK-l  her 
To  the  protection  of  the  holy  Maid, 
Whom  Heaven  hath  sent  to  rescue  us.     Now,  sav 
"Wlierefore  alone?     A  fugitive  from  Oilcans, 
Or  seat  on  danjxerous  service -tVoni  tin-  town  /" 


•o^ 


'•There  is  no  food  in  Orleans/'  lie  nplitid, 
•'Scarce   a   meal    more.      Tin*    a-si'inM«'d    chiels 

resolve, 
If  thou  shouldst  bring  no  tidinirs  of  near  ai«l, 
To  cut  their  way  to  safety,  or  by  dratli 
1'n.-\ent  the  pang  of  famine. ^^     One  ilny  scught. 
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Who,  venturing  to  the  English  lines,  should  spy 
Where  best  to  venture  on  thb  desperate  chance ; 
And  I,  believing  all  I  loved  was  lost, 
Offered  myself." 

So  saying,  they  approached 
The  gate.     The  sentinel,  soon  as  he  heard 
Thitherward  footsteps,  with  uplifted  lance 
Challenged  the  darkling  travellers.    At  their  voice 
He  drew  the  strong  bolts  back,  and  cautiously 
Opened  the  wicket.     To  the  careful  chiefs, 
Who  sate  in  midnight  council,  they  were  led ; 
And  Conrade  thus  addressed  them : 

"  Sirs !  the  Lord, 
In  this  our  utmost  need,  hath  sent  us  aid. 
A  holy  Maid  hath  been  raised  up  by  Heaven ; 
Her  mission  is  by  miracles  confirmed ; 
And  liither,  with  twelve  hundred  chosen  men 
Led  by  Dunois,  she  comes.     I  am  myself 
A  witness  to  the  truth  of  what  I  tell ; 
And,  by  to-morrow*s  noon,  before  these  walla 
Her  banner  will  be  seen.'* 

Thereat  the  chiefs 
Were  filled  with  wonder  and  with  joy,  by  doubt 
Little  repressed.     "  Open  the  granaries ! " 
Xaintrailles  exclaimed;  "give  we  to  all  the  host, 
With  hand  unsparing,  now  a  plenteous  meal. 
To-morrow  we  are  safe ;  for  Heaven,  all-just, 
Hath  seen  our  sufferings,  and  decreed  their  end. 
Let  the  glad  tidings  echo  through  the  town  I 
God  is  with  us  ! " 
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"  Be  not  too  confident," 
Granlle  replied,  ^  in  this  miraculous  aid. 
Some  frantic  woman  this,  who  gives  belief 
To  idle  dreams,  and  with  her  madness  then 
Infects  the  simple  I     That  Dunois  is  there. 
Leading  in  arms  twelve  hundred  chosen  men, 
^Vffords  a  better  hope ;  yet  lavish  not 
Our  stores,  lest  in  the  enterprise  he  fail. 
Anil  Orleans  then  be  fain  to  bear  the  yoke 
Of  Engknd," 

«  Chief!  I  tell  thee,"  Ck)nrade  cried, 
*•  1  did  myself  behold  the  sepulchre, 
Fulfilling  what  she  spake,  give  up  those  arms 
WJiich  surely  for  no  common  end  the  grave 
Tlirough  many  an  age  hath  held  inviolate. 
Siie  is  tiie  Pro[>hetes3  of  the  Most  High, 
And  will  deliver  Orleans  ! " 

Gaucour  then : 
**  Be  it  as  thou  hast  said ;  for  I  must  think, 
Tliat  surolv  lo  no  vulvar  tale  these  cliiefs 
Would  yield  a  light  belief;  and  our  poor  stores 
Must  speedily,  ye  know,  be  clean  consumed. 
Spread,  then,  the  joyful  tidings  through  the  troops. 
That  God  hiith,  to  deliver  the  op|>ress(rd, 
-\s  in  old  time,  raised  up  a  Prophetess, 
And  the  belief  itself  will  make  them  light 
With  irresistible  courage." 

Thus  the  chief. 
And  what  he  said  seemed  good.  Tin*  men  of  Orleans, 
•>ing  by  their  foemen  bayed,  sueli  transport  felt. 
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As  when  the  Mexicans,^®*'^  with  eager  eye 
Gazing  to  Iluixachtla's  distant  top, 
On  that  last  night,  doubtful  if  ever  mom 
Again  shall  cheer  them,  mark  the  mystic  fire 
Flame  on  the  breast  of  some  brave  prisoner, — 
A  dreadful  altar.     As  they  see  the  blaze 
Beaming  on  Iztapalapan's  near  towers. 
Or  on  Tezcuco*s  calmy  lake  flashed  far, 
Songs  of  thanksgiving  and  the  shout  of  joy 
"Wake  the  loud  echo :  the  glad  husband  tears 
The  mantling  aloe  from  his  consort's  face ; 
And  children,  now  delivered  from  the  dread 
Of  everlasting  darkness,  look  abroad. 
Hail  the  good  omen,  and  expect  the  sun 
Uninjured  still  to  run  his  flaming  race. 

Wliile  thus  in  Orleans  hope  had  banished  sleep, 
The  Maiden's  host  performed  their  evening  prayer, 
And  in  the  forest  took  their  rest  secure. 
And  now  the  morning  came.     At  earliest  dawn. 
Lightly  upstarting,  and  bedight  in  arms. 
The  Bustard  moved  along,  with  provident  eye 
Marshalling  the  troops.      All  hi'^h  in  hope  they 

march ; 
And  now  the  sun  shot  from  the  southern  sky 
Ilis  noontide  radiance,  when  afar  they  hear 
The  hum  of  men,  and  see  the  distant  towers 
Of  Orleans,  and  the  bulwarks  of  the  foe. 
And  many  a  streamer  wantoning  in  air. 
These  as  they  saw,  and  thought  of  all  the  ilUi 
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IWr  Iwetfaran  had  endnnd,  donlj  pent  then 
For  minj  %  moDlli,  inch  ardor  &a  the  fight 
Bunt  in  each  **'■'''«,  as  Toimg  Ali  felt 
nn  when  MtAainaied  of  the  assembled  tribe 
iiked  who  woold  be  his  risir.    Fierce  in  faith, 
Forthfiomthe  race  of  Haahem  stepped  the  youth: 
*Pniphet  <rf' God  1  lo,  I  will  be  the  man  I " 
Afld  well  did  Ali  merit  that  high  post, 
VidoiioaB  npoa  Seder's  fertile  rale, 
Aad  on  Uonnt  Ohnd,  and  before  the  woUs 
Of  CWbar,  when,  dowiHcleaTing  to  the  chest 
ffii  giant  fiie,  be  gnuped  the  massy  gate, 
Shook  with  strong  arm  and  tore  it  from  tho  fort, 
And  liAed  it  i&  ur,  portentous  shield ! 

**  Behold  the  towers  of  Orleans  1 "  cried  Dunois : 
"Lol  this  the  vale  where  on  the  banks  of  Loire, 
Of  jva%  at  close  of  day  the  rustic  band 
Danced  to  the  roondelay.     In  younger  years, 
Aa  oft  I  glided  down  the  silver  stream, 
Frcqacat  upon  the  lifted  oar  I  jiauscd, 
Listening  the  sound  of  far-off  merriment. 
There  ware  the  hostile  banners  I     Martial  Maid  I 
<^ve  thou  the  signal!  let  us  fall  upon 
These  merciless  inradcrs,  wlio  Itave  socked 
Village  and  town,  and  made  tho  hamlet-liuunta 
Silent,  or  hearing  but  the  widow's  grouii ! 
Give  but  the  signal,  Muden  1 " 

Ilcr  diirh  eye 
Fixed  svlly  on  the  foe,  the  lioly  Maid 
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Answered  him :   ^^  Ere  the   avenging  sword   be 

drawn 
And  slaughter  be  let  loose,  befits  us  send 
Some  peaceful  messenger,  who  shall  make  known 
The  will  of  Heaven :  so  timely  warned,  our  foes 
Haply  may  yet  repent,  and  quit  in  peace 
Besieged  Orleans ;  for  I  fain  would  spare 
The  bloody  price  of  victory." 

So  she  said ; 
And,  as  she  spake,  a  soldier  from  the  ranks 
Came  forwai'd.     "  I  will  be  thy  messenger, 
0  Prophetess !  and  to  the  English  camp 
Will  bear  thy  bidding." 

"  Gro,"  the 'Virgin  cried, 
"  Say  to  the  Lord  of  Salisbury,  and  tlie  cliiefs 
Of  England,  Suffolk,  Fastoltfe,  Talbo^  Scales, 
Invadei's  of  the  country,  —  say.  Thus  says 
The  Maid  of  Orleans  :  '  With  your  troops  retire 
In  peace ;  of  every  captured  town  the  keys 
Restore  to  Charles ;  so  bloodless  you  may  seek 
Your  native  island ;  for  tlie  God  of  hosts 
Thus  hath  decreed.     To  Charles,  the  rightful  heir 
By  long  descent  and  by  the  willing  choice 
Of  duteous  subjects,  hath  the  Loixl  assigned 
The  kingdom.     In  His  name  the  Virgin  comes, 
Armed  with  the  sword,  yet  not  of  mercy  void. 
Depart  in  peace ;  for,  ere  the  morrow  dawns. 
Victorious  upon  yonder  wall  shall  wave 
Her  holy  banner.' "     To  the  English  camp, 
Fearless  the  herald  went. 
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At  mid-day  meal, 
Witli  all  the  dissonance  of  bobterous  mirth, 
The  British  chiefs  caroused  and  quaffed  the  bowl, 
When,  by  the  sentinel  conducted  there, 
The  Maiden's  herald  came. 

"  Chiefs,"  he  began, 
^Salisbury,  and  ye  the  representatives 
Of  the  English  king,  usurper  of  this  realm,  — 
To  ye,  the  leaders  of  the  English  host, 
I  come,  no  welcome  messenger.     Thus  saith 
Th£  Maid  of  Oblbans  :  ^  With  your  troops  retire 
In  peace ;  of  every  captured  town  the  keys 
Bestorc  to  Charles ;  so  bloodless  you  may  seek 
Your  native  island ;  for  the  God  of  hosts 
Thus  hatli  decreed.     To  Cliarles,  tlie  rightful  hc^ir 
By  long  descent  and  by  the  willing  choice 
Of  duteous  subjects,  hath  the  Lord  assigned 
The  kuigdoni.     In  His  name  the  Virgin  comes, 
Armed  with  the  sword,  yet  not  of  mercy  void. 
Depart  in  peace ;  for,  ere  the  morrow  dawns, 
Victorious  upon  yonder  wall  shall  wave 
Her  holy  banner.' " 

Wonder  made  a  pause  : 
To   this  a  laugh   succeeds.      "Wliat!"   Fastolfb 

cried, 
•*  A  virgin-warrior  hath  your  monarch  sent 
To  save  duvoted  Orleans  ?     By  the  rood  ! 
I  thank  his  gnice.     If  she  be  young  and  lair. 
No  worthless  prize,  my  lords.     Go,  tell  your  Maid, 
lo\fiil  we  wait  her  coming." 


Tlitru  wis 
Among  the  Kngliah  cluefg  who  hiul  grown  old  1 
In  iirnis ;  ^-ct  bad  not  age  uiiimrrcd  his  limbs,  [ 
liut  from  ilie  flexile  nimblenesa  of  youth 
To  unyielding  stitTuess  hrncuci  lliera.      One  who 


{{im  BCateil  at  the  btiurd  might  well  bare  deci 
That  Tulbul  witli  liis  (vbolu  colli^ctcd  uilglit 
Wiuldcd  tim  sword  in  war ;  for  oii  bb  neck 
The  vems  were  Ad!,***  and  every  masclo  bore' 
Tho  character  of  strength.    He  bis  slcm  eye 
Fixed  on  the  bcrald,  and,  before  he  spake, 
His  alleuce  threatened."" 

"  Get  Uiee  gone ! "  ex.t 
The  bidignant  chief;  "away!  nor  tbink  to  scare 
With  girlish  funtiisics  the  Engl  id  b  host,' 
That  scorns  juurbnivesl  warriors.  Hie  thee  liencel 
And  tell  tilts  girl  she  may  expect  to  meet 
Fbe  mockery  of  the  eump." 

"  Nay,  Bciire  hor  aotf" 
Replied  their  chief:  "  go,  tell  tliU  Maid  of  Orleaiu^ 
That  Salisbury  longs  to  meet  ber  id  tlie  fighL 
Kor  let  her  fear  that  cords  or  iron  clutins 
Shall  gall  her  tender  limbs ;  for  I  myself 
Will  be  ber  prison,  and" 

"  Coiitein(ituons 
No  more  1 "  the  berald  cried,  »»  to  his  cheek 
Ituslied  the  red  anger  :  "bearing  words  of  pi 
And  timely  warning  came  I  to  yonr  camp, 
And  here  have  beeu  with  iosolent  ribaldi; 


leeE^^i| 

"I 
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Received.  Bear  witness,  cbieflains !  that  the  French, 
Free  from  blood-guiltiness,  shall  meet  the  war." 

^'  And  who  art  thou  ?  "  cried  Suffolk,  and  his  eye 
Grew  fierce  and  wrath-inflamed:  "what  fool  art 

thou. 
Who,  at  this  woman's  bidding,  com'st  to  brave 
The  host  of  England  ?  Thou  shalt  have  thy  meed ! " 
Then,  turning  to  the  sentinel,  he  cried, 
^  Prepare  a  stake !  and  let  the  men  of  Orleans, 
And  let  this  woman,  who  believes  her  name 
yLsij  privilege  her  herald,  see  the  fire 
Consume  him.*^*    Plant  a  stake  !  for,  by  my  GrodI 
lie  sliall  be  calendared  of  this  new  fiiith 
First  martyr." 

As  he  spak«f,  ji  sudden  flush 
Came  o'er  the  hemld's  cheek,  and  his  heart  beat 
With  quicker  action  ;  but  the  sudden  flush, 
Nature's  instinctive  impulse,  faded  soon 
To  such  a  steady  hue  as  spake  tlie  soul 
Il4)U9e<l  up  with  all  its  powers,  and  unsubdued, 
And   strengliiencd  for  endurance.     Through  the 

camp, 
S<x>n  as  the  tidings  spread,  a  shout  arose  — 
A  hideous  shout,  more  savage  than  the  howl 
Of  midni;;ht  wolves — around  him  as  thev  thron''e«J 
Tn  gaze  upon  their  victim.     He  passed  on, 
Ami,  as  they  led  him  to  the  appointed  place, 
Looked  round,  as  though  forgetful  of  himself, 
:Vnd  cried  aloud,  "Oh,  woe  it  is  to  think 
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So  man  J  men  shall  never  sec  the  sun 
Gro  down !     Ye  English  mothers !  mourn  ye  non? ; 
Daughters  of  England !  weep ;  for,  hard  of  heart, 
Still  your  mad  Icjiders  urge  this  hnpious  war ; 
And,  for  their  folly  and  their  wickedness, 
Your  sons,  your  husbands,  by  the  sword  must  fsill. 
Long-suffering  is  the  Lord,  and  slow  to  wrath ; 
But  heavy  arc  his  judgments." 

He  who  spake 
Was  young  and  comely.     Had  his  cheek  been  pale 
With  dread,  and  had  his  eye  looked  fearfully, 
Sure  he  had  won  comjiassion ;  but  the  blood 
Gave  now  a  livelier  meaning  to  his  cheek, 
As,  with  a  prophet's  look  and  prophet's  voice. 
He  raised  his  ominous  warning.     They  who  heaixl 
Wondered;  and  they  who  reared  the  stake  per- 
formed 
With  half-unwilling  hands  their  slackened  toil, 
And  doubted  what  might  follow. 

Not  unseen 
Reared  they  the  stake,  and  piled  around  the  wood : 
In  sight  of  Orleans  and  the  IMaiden's  host  ^°* 
Had  Suffolk's  arrogant  fierceness  bade  the  work 
Of  death  be  done.     The  Maiden's  host  beheld : 
At  once,  in  eager  wrath,  they  raised  the  loud 
And  g(jneral  clamor,  "  Lead  us  to  the  foe  I "     • 
**  Not  ui)on  us,  O  God ! "  the  Maid  exclaimed, 
"  Not  upon  us  cry  out  the  innocent  blood  ! " 
And  bade  the  signal  sound.     In  the  English  camp, 
Tiie  clarion  and  the  trumpet's  blare  was  heard: 
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[ti  hii'k-  ifaey  seize  their  arms;  in  li;i--^r<-  ilir,v  Conn; 
Some  b}'  bold  words  seeking  to  liide  tlirir  Jt'or 
Even  from  themselves,  some  silctillj-  iu  j^irajer; 
For  much  their  hearts  misgave  them. 

It  lit  the  rage 
or Safiolk swelled williin him.  " S|iue(l juur work  1 " 
Exdairacil  the  injurioiis  earl:  "kinille  ilie  pilel 
Tlutt  France  mity  stte  the  lire,  and,  in  dufL-at, 
Pud  BggmvHted  sliame." 
II  And  now  they  bound 

H^d^  hendd  lo  the  siuke.     Hi:  eried  aloud, 
^^^■a  fixed  h»  eye  on  Suffolk,  "  Let  not  him 
^^^^po  girdfttb  on  bis  harness  hoast  liimself 
^^^Blie  xhM  put<  it  otr.*"    They  coroe,  ihey  euiue, — 
^^^Ka  luid  the  Maid ! 

^^^^B  The  host  of  France  approached, 

V^Wtf  Suffolk  eagerly  beheld  tbu  fire 

Brought  near  the  pile ;  when  sudilenly  a  shout 
Tomnl  Orleans  called  his  eye,  and  ibeiice  lie  saw 
^^^^^UUiHit-arras  upou  a  biuvled  sieed 
^^^^bo  thutidenng  on. 

^^^^1  As  when  Cbederles  eomes  *°* 

^^P^Eiiii  Uie  Moslem  on  bis  deaihb^ss  horse, 
^^Bwayintt  the  sword  with  sueh  n-fisllesg  uroi, 
Such  mi^hliest  fore.e,  as  be  liad  newly  tjuall'i'd 
The  hirldtrii  wniere  of  elomal  youib, 
TiU  wfah  the  copious  draught  of  life  and  strength 
IiMtbriiao  I  sodt,  so  tierce,  so  terrible, 
Cbme  Coiiriut*!  ihruugb  ibe  eamp.     Aright,  aleft, 
The  affrighled  foemcn  wnlter  fram  lii?  *|>ear: 


sorTiit:v3  i-o 


Fly  from  tbe  ^Uike ;  ami  n 


le  circling  tl 
e  Rliecks  liii 


And  cula  tlio  herald's  boiul*,  aad  bid^  him  li^•e 
To  ariQ  and  fight  and  conquer 


"  Haste  thee  hence 
To  Orleans  ! "  cried  llio  warrior.     "  Tull  the  chiefs 
There  is  confusion  in  the  English  camp 
Bid  them  come  forth."     On  Conrade's  8l«ed 

youth 
Leufit^d  up,  and  hastened  onward.     He  the  whi] 
Turned  to  the  war. 

Like  two  conflicting  cloui 
Pregnant  with  thunder,  moved  the  hostile  hosts. 
Then  man  met  man,  then  on  the  battered  shield 
Kung  the  loud  lance,  and  through  the  darkened  akj 
Faat  fell  lite  arrowy  storm.     Amid  hid  foea, 
The  Bastard's  arm  dealt  irresistibly 
The  strokes  of  de.itli  i  and  by  his  side  tbe 
Led  llie  fierce  fight,  —  llie  Maid,  Iliough  nU 
To  such  rude  L-onllicI,  now  inspired  by  Heaven, 
Flashing  lier  flamy  falchion  through  the  tTix>|>a, 
Thai  like  llio  thunderbolt,  where'er  it  fell, 
Sciillored  the  trembling  nuike.     The  Saracen, 
Tliough  armed  froia  Cashbin  or  Damascua, 
A  weaker  sword  i  nor  might  that  magic  bisde 
Compare  with  this,  which  Oriana  saw 
i-'lame  in  the  mlBan  Ardan's  robber  hand, 
Wlien,  sick  and  cold  as  death,  she  turned  awajr 
Her  diitay  eyes,  lest  they  should  see  the  fall 
Ot'  bcr  own  Amudis.     Nor  pliited  thieM, 


] 
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kor  lli«  slrotig  hauberk,  nor  tlie  cre.'Sicd  rJtsque, 
biy  tliat  tiespeiidtrig  sword.     Oivadrul  5lie  moved, 
e  u  the  tmgel  of  iLo  Lord  went  furdi 

t  hU  army,  when  the  AssyriAit  king, 
igbtj  of  Haniatli  and  Sopharvaiin  fallen, 
qthomi^  the  God  of  Israel. 

Yet  [lie  fight 
bnng  donblftil,  vHicrc,  cxamp^ng  hardiest  deeds, 
mry  Blruck  down  tint  foe,  and  Faslolffe  strove, 
nd  in  the  holiest  dningis  of  ihu  war 
[Ipwrred  Talbot.     Hr,  rf-membcring  [lie  past  day 
a  ^in  hid  nomu  [he  nfFrighted  sons  of  Fnmc« 
bit  trrmhling,  all  a«(OHUIit.'d  at  tlieir  force 
i  mmtlcss  valor,  m^«  muiid  the  lield 
tdfbl  in  (ingi-r;  yet  in  every  man 
itiDg  B  foe  fearless,  and  in  the  faith 

The  clang  of  arms 
ikes  th«  walls  of  Orleans.     Fur  the  war 
nil  i!unlidenl  of  victory, 
epeed  the  troofta.     Xul,  when  afar  exhaled 
he  bangry  mren  snufr«  the  oluam  of  blood 
1  from  Mine  carcata-eovere'I  field  of  fame 
«  die  pure  air,  Itias  he  more  eagerly 
b  feed  Bpon  the  slain,  than  ihe  Orloanties, 
bpUient  now  for  many  an  ill  endured 
p  Um  long  siege,  to  wreak  npon  their  foes 

«  ▼engeuico.    Then  more  fiiarfnl  grew  the  fray ; 
|te  twords  that  late  Bjishol  to  thn  evening  sun  "* 
r  quenched  in  blood  (heir  radianeo. 


O'tr  tbe  li 
Howled  a  deep  wind,  ibat,  oiniiiuus  of  9U>rni», 
Rolled  on  llie  lurid  doudi.     Tho  blackened  nigbt-J 
rrovfneJ,  and  tbe  iliuoder  from  the  troubled  sky  r 
Bunred  hollow.  Javulins  clasbed  and  bucklers  n 
Shield  pressed  oa  shield ;  loud  on  tbe  helmet  jarr 
Tlie  ponderous  battle-axe ;  Hie  frequent  gruon 
Of  death  commingling  wilh  the  stonn  wiis  beard|l 
And  tbe  shrill  abrick  of  fear.     Even  audi  a  si 
Before  tbe  walls  of  Cbartres  quelled  tlie  pride 
Of  the  third  Edward,  when  tbe  heavy  hail 
Smule  down  hi^  soldiers,  and  the  conqueror  bet 
God  in  the  tempest,  nnd  remoinbcred  then, 
Wilh  a  remorseful  sense  of  Christian  fear, 
Wbat  luiaery  be  had  caused,  and  in  the  nam« 
Of  blessed  Mary  vowed  a  vow  of  peace."* 

Lo !  where  the  holy  banner  waved  aloft, 
The  lambent  lightnings  play.     Irradiate  round, 
Ai  with  a  bbue  of  glory,  o'er  tlie  lield 
It  streamed  miraculous  splendor.   Then  their  heorti 
Sunk,  and  the  English  trembled;  with  eudi  fu«r 
Possessed  as  when  tbe  Canounilus  hebdd 
The  sun  stand  still  on  Gibeon,  at  the  voice 
Of  that  king-conquering  warrior,  he  who  smol«   | 
The  country  of  the  hills  and  of  the  soutli, 
From  Baal-gad  to  Hiilak,  and  their  chiefs. 
Even  as  the  Lord  commanded.     SwifV  they  fl«d  I 
From  that  portentous  banner,  and  tlie  sword 
Of  France  ;  though  Talbot  with  vain  vnlinncy 
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■  Tet  ur^d  ilie  war,  and  stemmed  alone  the  tide 
I  Of  baiile.    Kven  their  leadew  felt  dismay* 
vFuloliTe  tied  first,  and  Salisbury  in  the  rout 
tngled;  and,  all  impatient  of  defeat, 

e  backward  Talbot  turns.     Then  ecliued  loud 
KThe  cry  of  contiuest ;  deep<!r  grew  the  storm ; 

Aud  darkness,  bovcriiig  o'er  on  raven  wing, 
(Uiooded  tLc  fii^ld  of  death. 

Nor  in  the  eamp 
K  tbemselves  safe  the  trembling  fugitives: 
a  forts  thejr  ba«te.     Bewildered  there 
•  moats  by  fear  and  the  thick  gloom 

miilnight  darkness,  plunge  the  troops, 
i  by  fiial'foUowing  numbers,  who  partake 
O  d<!ath  they  give    As  swotn  with  vernal  snowa 
(a  mounluin  torrent  hurries  on  its  way, 
01,  at  the  hrink  of  some  abrupt  descent 
Tired,  with  deafening  clamor  doini  it  falls  i 
s  borne  along,  lumuliuously  the  Iroops, 
Driven  by  the  force  behind  them,  gilungu  amid 

c  liquid  death.     Then  i-ose  the  drcadl'iil  cries 
Uoro  dreadful,  and  the  dash  of  breaking  waters 
rhat  to  the  passing  lightning  as  they  broke 
Openod  their  depth. 

Nor,  of  the  host  so  late 
Exnllnnl  in  the  pride  of  long  success, 
i  remiuint  hud  escaped,  hod  not  their  chief, 

noved  unwilling  from  I  ho  field, 
VrUot  most  might  profit  the  defeated  mnks 
«ihou;;hl  him.     lie,  when  he  bad  gaine<l  the  fort 
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Named  from  St.  John,  tLeru  kindlcij  up  on  bigli 
Tlie  guidbg  lire.     Nal  unobsen'ed  it  ruse : 
The  watchful  guards  od  Tournelles,  mid  ibe  pile 
Of  that  proud  city  in  remembrnnce  fond 
Called    London,  light   their  bentnins.     Soon 

Flame  on  the  sumniit  of  the  circling  forts, 
Wliicli,  with  tbeir  moata  and  crenellated  vallt, 
Iiiduded  Orleans.     Far  across  the  plain 
They  cast  a  lurid  splendor ;  to  ihe  troops 
Grateful,  as  to  the  way-worn  Iniveller, 
Wnndering  with  parehed  feet  o'er  Ambian 
The  far-off  cistern  :  he,  for  mtiny  a  league 
Travelling  the  trackless  desolate,  where  heaTed 
With  tempest  swell  the  desert  billows  round. 
Pauses,  and  shuddei'S  at  bis  perils  post. 
Then,  wild  with  joy,  speeds  on  to  taste  the  ware 
So  long  bewailed. 

Swift  us  the  atTrigbled  herd 
Send  o'er  the  plain,  when  rattling  iliuuder-cruks 
Upon  the  boiled  liglUniiig  follow  close. 
The  English  hasten  (o  their  sheltering  forta, 
Even  there  of  safety  doubtful,  still  appalled 
And  trembling,  as  the  pilgrim  who,  by  night 
On  bis  way  wildered,  to  the  wolPs  deep  howl 
Hears  the  wood  echo,  when,  from  close  pursnit 
Escaped,  the  topmost  brunch  of  some  tall  tree 
He  grasps  close  clinging,  still  of  the  wUd  bea£t 
Tearful,  his  teelli  jar.  and  the  cold  sweat  standi 
ITpoii  his  elunimy  limbs. 


I 


Nor  DOW  ihe  Maid, 
Oreedj  of  vengeance,  pressea  iLe  pursuit. 
Sbe  bida  lL«  tminpct  of  relrval  resound: 
A  welcome  noUi  lo  (ho  olTrigltlcd  foe 
IUpv  ihnt  loud  bUKt,  whereat  obediently 
Tbc  Fnineli,  though  engur  on  Ihe  invaders'  betide 
To  wrcttk  llietr  wrath,  Kluy  their  vii:torioug  sword. 

Load  i»  the  crj  of  conqueEt  as  tlivy  turn 
To  Orleans.     There  what  few  to  guiirU  the  town 
Unwilling  b^  renuuntHl,  husle  forlli  to  meet 
[  Tfce  iriumpli.     Many  a  blariug  torcli  ihey  held, 
["Wbich,  raiiwd  aloft  uuid  llie  midnight  siunn, 

d  At  a  festive  light.    Tho  JlaiU  advanced ; 
^tbntigh  the  sky  llie  hollow  [hundeni  rullml;'" 
S  liglitninin  roiiiul  ibo  hallowed  banner 
i  tlwir  red  niiliance. 

Thraugh  the  citj-gaie 
Tlun,  m»  tho  Indcn  convoy  pitseed,  ivwi  heard 
Tb«  ihont  of  cxiiltution ;  nnd  such  joy 
Tli«  meti  of  Orleans  at  that  welcoiue  sight 
Po«*eiued,  ns  wlivn,  from  llactna  late  subdued, 
TUe  nifghiy  Mueedonian  led  lua  troops 
^  Amid  the  So^iaii  desert,  where  uu  stream 
l' WiWea  oo  ihe  wild  its  ferlilieing  waves, 
tl  alike  to  jiause  or  to  proi.-eed, 

by   the    sun,  that  o'er    their    morning 
nwreb 

i  fair  hot  Tnpon,  hcart-sitbducd  nnd  fnint, 
ScKk  joy  ai  llien  th^j  f'-ll,  whi-n  from  ihc  heighln 
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Bunt  the  soul-gluddemng  sound  i  for  iheoce  i 

aceii 
The  evening  eun  silvering  the  fcrlile  vale, 
Where  Oxus  rolled  below. 

Clamors  of  joy 
Eelio  along  ihc  streets  of  Orleans,  wont 
Long  time  lo  hear  the  infnnt'g  feeble  cr^. 
The  niulher's  frantic  shriek,  or  tlie  dread  sounds 
When  from  lite  cunnon  burst  its  stores  of  dee 
Far  Uwaes  tlie  Are  of  joy  on  ruined  piles 
And  high-hea|>cd  cai'caeses,  whence,  scared  ayttf 
From  Ills  abhorred  incnl,  on  clattering  wing 
liosG  the  night-raven  slow. 

In  the  English  forts, 
Sod  was  the  scene.     There,  all  the  livelong  nighl. 
Steal  in  llio  elriiggling  fugitives;  m  when 
Past  is  iho  slorm,  and  o'tr  the  mure  tky 
Serenely  shines  llie  sun,  with  every  breexe 
The  waving  hranchtis  drop  tlicir  gathered  rain, 
Benewing  the  remembrance  of  the  storm. 
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StsonO  were  the  English  forts,"'  by  dnity  tot]  4 
Of  thousands  reared  on  high,  when,  to  insure 
Hia  medilAied  conquest,  Salisbury 
liesolved  from  Orleans  to  shut  out  all  means 
Of  human  succor.     Round  the  city  stretched 
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Tbeir  line  i-oittinnous,  massy  as  the  wnll 
Etm  br  [lib  ti-urful  Koinan  on  the  bounds 
Of  Oaleiioiiia  rubeil,  ivlien,  soul-cnsliived, 
Tbc  race  degenerate  TtK^raU  lite  car-bonie  chiefs 
Who  moved  from  Morveii  down. 

Broiul  battlcraeuta 
Cnested  the  bulwark,  &nd  safe  atanding-place 
Far  archer  or  for  inan-nt-arms  wns  tbere ; 
The  fm|uent  buttress  at  just  distance  rose 
Dectining  from  its  bikse ;  and  sixty  forts 
Sc«tiMsl  ID  Uieir  ftrengtli  to  render  oil  secure: 
Bal  lodicr  and  iniissier  tlioi]  tlie  rest, 
Aa  though  of  some  Urge  uusllc  eacli  the  koe[t, 
Stood  six  square  fortresses  wilh  iurrei«  flunked, — 
PUes  or  Udciiual  strength,  lliough  now  deemed  weak 
'Gaiiut  puissAuce  more  ihnu  mortal.    Saiely  Uieueu 
The  tkiirol  bowman,  entering  with  his  eje  '^* 
The  ctly,  might,  himself  the  while  unseen, 
Tlirough  ihe  long  opening  aim  his  winged  deaths. 
Luin-'s  wnvi»,  dircrtcd,  filled  iho  dcep^ug  moat 
Urcling  the  whole ;  a  bulwark  vast  it  was 
An  that  which  round  their  cjimp  and  stranded  ships 
Tho  Adiainn*  niUctl,  a  common  scpiiluhre 
Of  ihoasand*  slaughtered,  and  the  doomed  death- 

Of  many  a  cliiof,  when  Priam's  virtuous  son 
AMUulcd  thejn,  then  In  hope,  with  favoriug  Jove. 

Hut,  eowering  now  amid  their  shfltering  forts, 
TrembkU  the  Invading  host.     Thi-ir  leader's  car« 
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vigiLonce  prepares  to  ward 
The  assault  ocpucted.     Rightly  he  arcd 
The  Klaid'a  intent,  but  vainly  did  he  seek 
To  kindle  in  their  breasts  the  wunied  flame 
or  valor;  (or,  by  prodigies  unmanned, 
They  wait  the  morn.    The  soldiers'  pride  was  gotwt 
The  blood  ivas  on  their  swords ;  ihuu-  bucklers  Iny 
Defiled  and  uiirepfured ; '"  they  shai-pened  not 
Their  blicnted  spears ;  the  affrighted  archer's  lumd 
Rulaxed  not  his  bent  bow.     To  them,  contused 
WitU  fears  of  unknown  danger,  the  long  night 
Was  dreadful ;  but  more  dreadful  dawned  the  Any, 


The  morning  came :  the  martial  SItud  iirose 
Lovely  in  arms  she  moved.     Around  the  gate, 
Eager  again  for  conquest,  ihrong  tlie  troops. 
High  towered  the  Son  of  Orleans,  in  his  streuglh 
FoisiDg  the  ponderous  spear  j  his  battered  shield, 
Witnessing  the  fierce  fray  of  yesternight, 
Hung  on  hia  sinewy  arm. 

"  Maiden  of  Arc ! 
So  as  he  spake  approaching,  crind  the  cldef, 
"  Well  hast  ihou  proved  thy  mission  :  as  by  w 
And  miracles  attested  when  dismayed 
Tlie  grave  ilieologisl^  dismissed  their  doubts, 
So  in  the  field  of  liuttle  now  confirmed. 
Yon  well-fenced  forts  protect  Ihe  fugitives. 
And  seem  as  in  tbeir  strengih  they  mocked  oof" 
force.  I 

Tet  must  Ibey  fall." 


^ 
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e  Hud  of  OHeii 


"  Atid  fall  the^  shall ! "  replied 


"ere  tlie  sun  be  s< 


fought 


The  lily  on  that  ghattered  wall  shall  wa' 
Triumphant.      Men  of  Prance !   ye  It: 

well 
On  jon  hlood-reeking  pliun  j  your  humbled  foes 
Lurk  treuibling  now  behiad  their  massy  walls. 

1  Wolves  thai  linve  ravaged  the  neglected  flock! 
The  Shepherd  —  the  great  ShephcE'd  —  is  arisen 

'b  fly  !  yet  shall  not  ye  by  flight  escape 
His  vengeance.     Men  of  Orleans !  it  were  vtuu 
By  words  to  wuken  wrath  witliiii  your  breasts. 
Louk  round!  Your  holy  buildhigs  and  your  homes- 
Huins  that  choke  the  way  1  your  populous  town  - 
One  open  sepulchre  !     Who  is  there  here 
That  does  not  mourn  a  friend,  a  brother,  slain ; 
A.  parent  famished ;  or  his  dear,  loved  wife 
Tom  from  his  bosom,  outcast,  broken-hearted, 
Oast  on  ibe  mercy  of  mankind?" 


A  cry  of  indignation  from  the  host 

BuKt  forlb ;  and  all,  impatient  tor  the  war, 

Demand  the  signal.     These  Duuois  arrays 

la  four  battalions.     Xaintrailles,  tried  in  war. 

Commands  the  first,  —  Xaintrailles,  who  oftentimes 

Defeated,  oft  a  prisoner,  and  as  oft 

Released  for  ransom,  both  with  friend  and  foe 

Growing  repute  of  uc^ve  hai'dihood 

And  martial  skill  obtained ;  so  erst  from  eanli 

4attciis  vaunting  in  hi^  giant  bulk, 
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When,  grasped  hy  force  Herculean,  down  he  | 
VanquUbed,  anon  aprose  more  fierce  for  war.  i 

Gaucoar  [he  second  battle  led,  —  true  fi 
And  fftitliful  servant  of  the  imprisoned  duke: 
In  counsel  provident,  in  action  prompt. 
Collected  Eilwajs,  alwajs  self-controUed, 
He  from  the  soldiers'  confidence  and  love 
Fiximpter  obedience  gained  than  ever  fear 
Forced  from  the  heart  reluctant. 

The  third  fa 
AlcDfon  leads.     On  Vemeuil's  fatal  field, 
The  day  when  Ituclian  and  the  Douglas  died,   ' 
Wounded  and  senseless  with  the  loss  of  blood,  J 
He  fell,  and,  there  being  found,  was  bonie  am 
A  prisoner,  in  the  ilia  of  tlmt  defeat 
Participant,  partaking  nut  the  Khame. 
But,  for  his  rank  and  high  deseit.  the  king 
Had  ransomed  him,  doomed  now  to  meet  the  too 
With  better  fortune. 

O'er  the  Ust  presides 
The  bastard  Son  of  Orleans,  great  ii 
His  prowess  knew  the  foe»,  and  his  fair  lame  J 
Acknowledged,  since  before  his  stripling  am  I 
Fled  Warwick,  —  Warwick,  he  whose  wide  r 
Greece  knew,  and  Anliocli,  and  the  hul;^  soil  } 
Of  Palestine,  since  there  in  arms  he  went 
On  gallant  pilgrimage  :  yet  hy  Dunots 
BaSed,  and  yielding  lixm  ihe  conqueror's  p™ 
Anil  by  his  side  (he  martial  Muiden  passed. 
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Lovely  in  Bims,  as  that  Ai'ciidiAii  boy 
Farlhenoptcaa,"*  nlion,  iho  wiu*  of  beasts 
INsdaifuiig.  ho  to  cope  with  men  went  furlh. 
Bearing  tlio  bovr  anil  those  DioUean  sliafid 
Duuu  gave,  vrhon  she  the  youth's  fair  furiii 
Saw,  BofieiKid,  anil  forgave  the  mother's  fault. 

the  nearest  fort.    Hera  Gladilisilale  "* 
ids  tJie  English,  who.  aa  the  enemy 
to  the  aaaaull,  from  l>ow  and  arhalist 
shafts  and  qaarrela  showered.    Nor  did  they 

OM 

Hand-wcapoiu  only  and  haDil-cogiDes  la-ie; 

Nor  by  ihe  arm  alone,  or  bowstring  sped, 

Tlie  miMilu  Hew,  but  itriveo  by  the  striuned  ibrce 

Of  the  balisitt,"'  in  one  body  B|)ont 

Stayed  not :  tlu-ough  arms  and  men  it  made  its  way, 

Aftd,  lutviu^  intixli  beliind,  slill  held  its  course 

By  uaay  a  iluulh  undoggcd.     '\Vith  mpid  mark.-!), 

Onward  the  uaailunts  cume ;  and  now  they  reached 

Where,  by  the  bayle's  embattled  wall,"*  in  arms 

T^  knightA  uf  England  stood.     There  Poynings 

His  buMw,  nnd  Gladdisdalc  his  heavy  mace 
For  (he  death-bhiw  ]ircpared.     Alcn^on  here, 
And  hem  the  Bnstanl  come,  and,  by  ilic  Miki'l, 
Thai  daring  man  who  to  tJie  English  host, 
thea  iitfoleni  of  mnny  n  con(]uest  gained, 
Bad  borno  her  bidding.     A  rude  coat  of  mail, 
Dabofcd,  uahoodMl,  ns  of  lowly  line,'" 


SOUTDEr'S   POEMS. 


He  n'ore,  though  here  amid  tlie  liigh-boni  cfiieft 
Pre-emiiicnt  for  provrc^s.     On  his  head 
A  blac.k  jilume  shndowed  the  rude-leotured  h 
Then  vraa  the  war  of  men,  when  front  to  fnx 
They  retired  tlie  hostile  liuod,  for  low  the  n 
AVhere  on  assiulant's  np ward-driven  spear 
Might  reach  his  enemj. 

As  Aleujon  moved, 
On  his  orown-crested  helm'^  with  iwnderous  blow 
Fell  Gladilisdftle's  huge  mace.     Back  he  recoiled 
Adtoundnl ;  soon  recovering,  iiis  sharp  lance 
Thrust  on  the  warrior's  shield :  there  fast  infixed. 
Nor  could  Alen'jOQ  the  deep-driven  spear 
Recover,  nor  Uie  foeraan  From  his  grasp 
WroDCli  the  contended  weapon.     Fierce  a 
Ho  lifla  the  mace,  that  on  the  ashen  hill 
Felt  fall:  it  shivered,  and  the  Frenelimaii  li 
A  pointless  truncheon.    Where  the  Bastard  fougiit, 
Tlie  spear  of  I'ojTiings,  through  his  plaied  moil 
Pierced,  and  against  the  iron  fence  beneath  " 
Btuniod  ita  point.     Again  he  thrust  the  9p« 
At  once  Dunois  on  his  broad  buckler  met 
The  nnbarming  stroke,  and  aimed  with  b 
His  jnvclin.    Through  his  sword-arm  did  it  j 
Maugre  the  mail :  hot  from  the  streaming  v 
He  plucked  tlie  weapon  forth,  and  in  his  brc 
Clean  through  the  hauberk  dro 

But  there  tlu 
Raged  fiercest  where  the  martial  Maiden  moi 
A  minbter  of  wrath ;  for  thither  thronged 
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Ibmre^t  chiunpiona  of  the  wlrerse  host. 
T,  on  hrr  cither  side,  two  iviu-riors  stood 
Prolccting  tier,  utid  Aiming  at  her  foes 
Wgodiriil  iTicir  weApons,  of  themaelves  tUe  while 
Little  rcganJing:  on  the  odq  si<lo,  iii> 
Who  to  the  Knglisli  had  her  bidding  borne; 
Ktmily  1>«  stood,  untlred  and  uudiamayed, 
.  Thuagh  many  a  s^iear  agtun^t  his  burgonut 
Was  thrU4t,  Hiid  on  his  arui  the  liuukler  hung 
Ueavj.  thidt-briatUO  with  the  hosdh  sli&fia. 
Even  like  a  porcupine,  yiliuu,  in  his  rage 
BMti«tI,  he  collecta  witUin  him  all  his  force, 
tUiaMtf  a  (julver.     On  the  other  luinil, 
C^mpviing  with  biin  tu  protect  the  lllatil, 
Connul*:  inainlained  ihu  figlit:  at  ull  points  armet^ 
1  jax<;rrnt  of  donbic  miiil  be  wore ; 
Il>  ir<i-;til  in  little  timu  hml  wearied  one 
Of  oimnton  «trengtli ;  but  unencumbered  he, 
Anil  unliuigiic^J,  idortlj'  moved  in  it, 
And  wielded  wilU  bolli  hands  a  bitttlc-nse, 
VUich  g»vc  no  second  stroke  ;  lor,  where  it  fell, 
Not  l)w)  strong  backler  nor  tlie  plated  mail 

U  Hiv«,  nor  created  easquc.     On  Molyii's  head, 
t  tlis  Stftid  li«  aimed  bis  javidin, 
liil  K  fell,  and  Eliivoruil  wiih  the  blow 
B  l<elm,  and  to  his  brain-pan  drove 
Hrngmenis.     At  his  fall,  the  enemy, 

1  (rith  instantaneous  fear,  gave  wiiy. 
ft  Ittclant,  Conrado,  with  an  active  bound, 

a  the  battlcmenU ;  **  and  there  he  stood. 
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SeepiDg  the  ascent    The  herald  and 
Follonrcd ;  nnd  soon  the  cxniling  cr;  i 
Along  tlie  lists  was  licnrd,  ns  there  they  saw 
Her  banner  planted.    Glnddisdalc  beheld, 
And  hastened  i\\iin  hU  well-defcndcii  post, 
That  where  immediate  danger  more  required,  ^ 
There  he  might  Inke  hij  stAnd :  against  the  B 
He  bent  his  way,  and  hoped  one  happy  blow 
Might  end  at  once  ihe  new-ndsed  hopes  of  Fn 
And,  by  her  death,  to  the  English  arms  their  o 
Ascendency  restore.    Nor  did  not  Joan 
Areed  his  purpose,  but  with  lifted  shield 
Prepared  she  stood,  and  poised  her  sparkling  s] 
The  English  chief  came  on:  he  raised  his  mac 
With  circling  force  llie  iron  weight  swung  bigl 
And  Gluddisdale  with  his  collected  strength 
Impelled  the  blow.    The  man  of  lowly  Un« 
That  insimil  rushed  between,  and  reared  his  eU 
And  met  the  broke u  stroke,  and  thrust  tiU  h 
Clean  through  the  gorget  of  the  English  knIgU 
A  gullunt  man,  of  no  ignoble  line. 
Was  Ghuldisdiile.     His  sires  had  lived  ii 
They  heap<!d  the  hospitable  heartli,  they  spra 
Till!  feast,  ilieir  vassals  loved  ihem,  and  afar 
The  traveller  told  their  fame.    In  [leaue  they4 
And  to  their  ancient  buriul-ploee  were  bonie 
With  luiok  and  bell,  torches,  and  TuhltoI  cbant( 
And  duly  for  their  souls  the  neigjiboring  tnonl 
The  solemn  ofllce  sung.     Now  far  away 
Their  ofTipring  fulls,  the  last  of  all  his  nice. 
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Sltiin  in  a  foreiga  land,  and  doomed  to  share 
A  oommon  gnive. 

Then  terror  seized  the  host, 
Their  chiefhiin  dead.    And  lo !  where  on  the  wall 
Maintained  of  late  by  Gladdisdale  so  well, 
The  Son  of  Orleans  stands,  and  sways  around 
His  falchion,  keeping  thus  at  bay  the  foe, 
Till  on  the  battlements  his  comrades  climb 
And  raise  the  shout  of  conquest.     Tlien,  appalled 
The  English  fled:  nor  fled  they  unpursued  ; 
For,  mingling  with  the  foremost  fugitives, 
The  gallant  Conrade  rushed ;  and  witli  the  throng 
The  kiiiglits  of  Finance  together  o'er  tlic  bridge 
Prc»>ed  forward.     Nor  the  garrison  wilhiii 
Durst  let  the  ponderous  portcullis  fall ; 
For  in  the  entrance  of  tlie  fort  the  fight 
Raged  fiercely,  and  together  tlirough  the  gate 
The  vanquished  lilnglish  and  their  eager  foes 
Passed  in  the  flying  conflict. 

Well,  I  deem, 
And  wisely,  did  the  heroic  Spaniard  act 
At  Vera  Cruz,  whvu  lie,  liis  yet  sound  ships 
Di-irnantling,  left  no  sj)ot  where  treacherous  fear 
Might  still  with  wild  and  wistful  eye  look  back; 
For»  knowing  no  retreat,  his  desperate  troops 
In  conquest  sought  their  safety ;  victors  hence 
At  This«Tahi,  and  o'er  the  Cholulans, 
And  b\'  Oi<Mnpan,  on  tliat  bloody  field 
When  Mexico  her  patriot  thousands  potired, 
Fierce  in  vain  valor,  on  their  dreadful  foes. 
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Thei'o  was  a  portal  lu  Uia  English  fort. 
Which  o|)Bnoi]  on  tbo  wall ;  '^  a  epeodier  pUb  1 
In  the  hour  of  anfoiy,  nlioncc  the  soMi^r'a  efil  ] 
Might  ovcrloulf  tha  rivor's  pleasant  course. 
Fieico  in  iho  gateway  raged  the  deadly  war; 
For  ihci-o  Ihc  Maiden  stroTc,  and  Coiirudc  there, 
And  he  of  lowly  line,  bmvclier  tlian  whom 
Fought  not  iu  that  ilay's  battle.     Of  succeaa        _ 
Desperate,  for  rroni  above  the  garrison  ^M 

(Lest  upon  friuiid  luiil  enemy  alike  ^M 

Tlic  india.'j-iminating  hlow  should  light)  ■ 

Could  give  uo  aid,  ihe  English  of  lliat  way 
Betliuuglit  llicni :  by  tliat  egress  they  forsook 
St.  Lonp's,  and  the  Orleanttes  with  shouts  of  jc^ 
llvheid  the  Vii^in's  banner  on  its  height 
In  triumph  planted.     Swil\  along  the  wall. 
The  English  Iiasto  to  St.  Jolin's  neigliboring  fiHJ 
Flying  willi  fearful  speed.     Nor  from  pursuit 
The  victors  ceased,  but  with  tlie  fugitives 
Mingled  and  waged  the  war ;  and  eoiubalanta,  i 
Locked  in  each  other's  grasp,  together  fell 
Precipilatu, 

But  foremost  of  tlie  French, 
Dealing  destruction,  Connide  made  liis  way 
Along  llie  wall,  and  to  the  nearest  fort 
Came  in  [im-suit:  uor  did  not  then  the  chief 
What  most  might  serve  beihhik  hiin:  but  h«  ti 
His  stand  in  Uie  portal,  and,  flrsl  looking  back,  i 
LiAed  his  voice  aloud;  three  times  he  raised. 
Cheering  oud  adling  on  his  countrymen. 
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That  Toice  o'er  all  the  uproar  heard  afar ; 

Then  to  the  strife  addressed  himself,  assailed 

Bj  numerous  foes,  who  clamorously  now 

Menaced  his  single  person.     He  the  while 

Stood  firm,  not  vainly  confident  or  rash, 

But  in  his  vantage  more  than  his  own  strength 

Trusting ;  for  narrow  was  the  portal  way, 

To  one  alone  fit  passage,  from  above 

Xot  overbrowed  by  jutting  parapet,*^ 

Whence  aught  might  crush  him.   Pie  in  double  mail 

Was  armed ;  a  massy  burgonet,  well  tried 

In  many  a  hard-fought  field,  lielming  his  head ; 

And,  fenced  with  iron  platc.^,  a  buckler  broad 

Hung  from  his  neck.     Nor,  to  dislodge  the  chief. 

Could  the  English  bring  their  numbers ;  for  the 

way 
By  upward  steps  presented  from  the  fort 
A  narrow  ascent,  where  one  alone  could  meet 
The  war.    Yet  were  they  of  their  numbers  proud ; 
Tliough  useless  numbers  were  in  that  strait  path. 
Save  by  assault  uncea-^in^r  to  outlast 
A  single  warrior,  who  at  lenjrlh  must  sink 
Fatigued  with  slaughter,  and,  by  toil  foredone. 
Succumb. 

There  was  amid  the  garrison 
A  gjillant  knight,  who  at  Verncuil  had  fought, 
.Vnd  jfOOil  renown  for  feats  of  arms  achieved 
Had  jrained  in  that  diiv's  vietorv.     For  him 
His  coiintrj'men  made  way;  and  he  his  lance 
Thrust  upward  against  Conrade,  who  perceived 
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The  intent,  and,  aa  the  weapon  laiidicd  his  sliic 
Smoto  with  Ills  batile-oxe  the  n^liun  ^lall; 
Then,  plucking  from  llie  shield  Uic  silvered  ho 
IIo  threw  it  hack.'"  With  wary  lienil,  ihe  foe  J 
Slirunk  from  the  flying  death ;  yet  not  ii 
From  ihut  strong  hand  tlic  fate-fruuglil  wea 


Full  on  llie  corselet  of  a  meaner  man  •=» 

It  fell,  and  pierceil  kim  ivliere  llie  heaving  lung 

la  \-itui  phiy  distendeil,  to  the  lie:u-t 

BoU  buck  tlieir  brightened  tide.     From  the  i 

wound 

TliG  red  blood  gushed ;  prone  on  the  eteps  he  & 
And,  in  the  strong,  convulsive  gra«|i  uT  death,  i 
Grasped  lits  long  pike.  Of  unrecorded  namo  , 
Tile  Buldier  diinl ;  and  yH  he  Icll  behind 
One  who  then  never  said  her  ihiilj-  prayers 
Of  him  forgetful ;  who,  to  every  tule 
Of  llie  distant  war  lending  an  eager  car, 
Grew  pale,  and  Iremhleil.  At  her  eott ngg-door J 
The  wretched  one  shall  sit,  and  with  flxed  eys  f 
Gaza  on  the  pnih,  where,  on  bis  parting  Etepa,  j 
Her  bk^t  look  bung.  Nor  ever  Ehall  ^he  know  | 
Her  hudhanil  dead,  but,  cherishing  a  hope 
Whose  falaehood  inwardly  she  knows  loo  well,  1 
Feel  life  itself  wtib  that  false  hope  decay, 
And  wake  at  night  from  miserable  divamg 
Of  his  return.  aii<l,  weeping  o'er  her  habe, 
Too  surely  think  ibat  soon  that  fatherless  ehiU  | 
fiiust  of  iU  mother  also  be  bereft. 
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Dropping  his  broken  spear,  the  exasperate  knight 
Drew  forth  the  sword,  and  up  the  steps  advanced 
Like  one  who  disregarded  in  his  strength 
The  enemy's  vantage,  destined  to  abide 
That  rashness  dearly.     Conrade  stood  prepared, 
Held  forth  his  buckler,  and  his  battle-axe 
UpllAed.     Where  the  buckler  was  beneath 
Bounded,  the  falchion  struck,  —  a  bootless  blow 
To  pierce  its  plated  folds ;  more  forcefully. 
Full  on  his  crested  helm,  the  battle-axe 
Descended,  driving  in  both  crest  and  crown. 
From  the  knight's  eyes,  at  that  death-stroke,  the 

blood 
Started ;  with  blood  the  chambers  of  the  brain 
Were  filled ;  his  breastplate  with  convulsive  throes 
Heaved  as  he  fell.     Victorious  he  the  prize 
At  many  a  tournament  had  borne  away 
In  mimic  wtu* ;  happy  if,  so  content 
With  bloodless  glory,  he  had  never  left 
The  mansion  of  his  sires. 

But  terrified 
The  English  stood,  nor  durst  adventure  now 
Near  that  (leath-<loing  foe.     Amid  their  host 
Wivs  one  who  well  could  from  the  stubborn  yew 
Send  liis  sharp  sluifts:  well  skilled  iii  woodcraft  he, 
Even  as  the  merry  outlaws  who  their  haunts 
In  Sherwood  held,  and  bade  their  bugles  rouse 
The  sleeping  stag  ere  on  the  web-woven  grass 
The  dew<lrops  sparkled  to  the  rising  sun. 
He,  safe  in  distance,  at  the  warrior  aimed 
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The  fealUorod  darti  wilb  force  ho  drew  lh«  b 
Loud  on  Uis  braeor  struck  the  souiiOing  itrlng ;  j 
And  Bwift  and  girong  iho  well-fledged  arrow  Sen 
Ii  pierced  the  sliiold,  and  reached,  but  reached  J 

The  brooBtplale.     While  ho  fiitud  lo  (he  bow 
A  second  ari-ow,  Conrade  rsuicd  bis  voice. 
Shouting  Tor  liraely  succor  lo  secure 
The  cnlranco  he  had  gained.    Nor  was  the  call  J 
Unheai-d  nor  unobeyed :  responsiix  sbouts 
Amiounccd  a&^istoiicc  nigh ;  the  Orleanites 
From  St.  Loup's  captured  ibrt  along  the  wall 
Sped  lo  support  him.     Ciieering  was  the  sound  | 
Of  their  near  fooUslepa  to  the  chief:  he  drew 
Hid  falchion  forth,  and  down  the  steps  he  went.  ] 
Then  terror  seized  the  English  ;  tor  llieir  foes 
Pre$£ud  thi-ough  the  open  portal,  and  the  sword  1 
Of  Conrade  was  among  them  making  way. 
Not  to  the  Trojans  when  their  ships  were  lost 
More  dreadful  the  Rutilloii  hero  seemed, 
Then  hoping  well  to  right  lutaself  in  arms  [ 
Nor  with  more  fury  through  the  slreets  of  Pari) 
Rushed  the  licrce  King  of  Surzn,  Rodomont, 
Clad  in  his  dragon  maii. 


Likes. 


Around  whose  bdlow-heaten  fool  the  « 


e  tall  rock. 


I)  force,  unshaken  Conrade  slooda 
courage  from  dcsp.iir,  the  foe 


.  Througl 

e  arrowy  si 


JOAN   OF  ABC.      BOOK   VII.  149 

Thoagfa  on  his  shield  and  helm  the  darts  fell  fast, 
As  the  seared  leaves  that  from  the  trembling  tree 
The  autumnal  whirlwind  shakes ;  nor  did  he  pause 
Till  to  the  gate  he  came,  and  with  strong  hand 
Seized  on  the  massy  bolts.     These  as  he  drew, 
Full  on  his  helm  a  weighty  English  sword 
Descended.     Swift  he  turned  to  wreak  his  wrath ; 
Wien,  lo !  the  assailant  gasping  on  tlie  ground, 
Cleft  by  the  Maiden's  falcliion.     She  herself 
To  the  foe  opposing,  with  her  herald's  aid,  — 
For  they  alone,  following  the  adventurous  steps 
Of  Conrade,  still  kept  pace  as  he  advanced,  — 
Shielded  him  while  with  eager  liand  he  drew 
The  bolts.     The  gate  turned  slow :  fortli  leapt  the 

chief, 
And  shivered  with  his  battle-axe  tiie  cliains 
That  held  on  high  the  bridge.    Down  fell  tlie  bridge 
Rebounding;  tlie  victorious  troops  ni>hed  in; 
And,  from  their  walls,  the  Orleaiiitcs,  with  shouts 
-iVnd  tears  of  joy,  beheld  on  Fort  St.  John 
The  lilies  wave. 

"  On  to  Fort  London  I  on !  ** 
Cried  Conrade.  "  Xaintrailles,  whih-  the  day  endures, 
Once  more  advance  to  certain  victory  I 
Force  ye  the  lists  find  fill  the  moat,  and  bring 
The  batterin;r-ram  against  thfir  ^al<.*s  and  walls. 
Anon  I  shall  be  with  you."     Tlni<  ho  >aid  ; 
Tlien  to  the  Damsel:  "Maid  of  Arc!  awhile 
Lot  thou  and  I  withdraw,  and,  by  short  rest, 
Een<'W  our  strength."     So  saying,  he  his  helm 
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UnIa(K}d,  and  in  l]io  Loire's  ncar-Uuwing  atrenni"  i 
Coalcil  lits  Iiol  fnce.    Tlic  Miiid  liur  head  unhcJtn«d, 
And,  sloo]>!iig  to  the  struiun,  refltcled  llicre 
Saw  licr  wliitL'  plumage  elained  witli  liumnn  blood  I 
Shuddering  she  eaw  i  but  sooii  her  steady  emil 
Collvclcd.    On  the  bonks  she  laid  her  down, 
Freely  awliile  rospiring;  for  her  breath 
Slill  imiilcd  fi-oni  Ihe  fight.     Silent  lliey  lay  i 
And  grnlcfully  tlie  cooling  breeies  bathed 
Their  tbroblting  l<?inplee> 

Eto  was  drawing  o 
The  eunbenms  on  the  gently  waving  sireain 
Danced  sparkling.    Lo«i  in  thought  the  warrior 
Then,  as  ir  tviikcning  from  a  dream,  lie  said, 
"  Maiden  of  Arc !  at  sudi  on  hour  Oi  this 
Bencalh  ilio  o'crarcliing  forest's  ehetkered  s 
With  llint  lost  woman  hnve  I  wandered  on, 
Talking  of  yeura  of  happiness  lo  come. 
0  hours  for  ever  tied  I  delightful  hoi>es 
Of  tho  unsuspecting  hearil    I  do  believe. 
If  Agues  on  a  worthier  one  had  fixed 
iler  love.  Hint,  (horigh  my  hcnrt  Iind  nursed  till  d 
Iia  son-ows,  I  Iiiul  never  on  her  choice 
Cast  one  nptimiding ; — but  (o  sloop  to  html 
A  harlot !  an  adulteress ! "  ** 

In  his  e)-e 
Fierce  nnger  flashed :  anon  of  what  eho  wta, 
Ere  the  contagious  rices  of  the  court 
Poilulcd  licr,  he  thought.     "  0  happy  age  I" 
lie  cried,  "when  nil  the  family  of  man 
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Freely  enjoyed  their  goodly  heritage, 
And  only  bowed  the  knee  in  prayer  to  God ! 
Calm  flowed  the  unmffled  stream  of  years  along, 
Till  o*er  the  peaceful  rustic's  head  the  hair 
Grew  gray  in  full  of  time.     Then  he  would  sit 
Beneath  the  coetaneous  oak ;  while  round, 
Sons,  grandsons,  and  their  offspring,  joined  to  form 
The  blameless  merriment,  and  learnt  of  him 
What  time  to  yoke  the  oxen  to  the  plough. 
What  hollow  moanings  of  the  western  wind 
Foretell  the  storm,  and  in  «^l^hmd  clouds         / 
Tlie  embryo  lightning  lies.  *  Well  pleased,  he  taught, 
A  heart-smile  glowing  on  his  aged  chet'k, 
Mild  as  the  summer  sun's  decavin^r  li":ht. 
Thus  quietly  the  stream  of  life  flowed  on, 
Till  in  the  shoreless  ocean  lost  at  length. 
Amund  the  bed  of  death  his  numerous  race 
Li>tened,  in  no  unprofitable  grief, 
His  last  advice,  and  Ciuiglit  his  latest  sigli ; 
And  when  he  died,  as  he  liad  fallen  asleep. 
In  his  own  ground,  and  underneath  the  tree 
Wliich,  phuited  at  his  birth,  with  him  had  grown, 
And  flourished  in  its  stren^rth  when  he  decayed, 
Thev  delved  the  narrow  hou-e ;  whrre  oft  at  eve 
Their  children's  chiMren  gathered  round  to  h<*ar 
The  «'xamj)le  of  his  life  and  death  iinpn'<-cd. 
Maiden  !  and  such  the  eveninc'  of  inv  davs 
Fomlly  I  hop(fd;  and  would  that  I  had  lived 
In  tho-e  old  timcs,**^  or  till  some  better  ago 
Slumbered  iniboni !  for  this  is  a  hard  nice, 
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An  evil  generation ;  nor  by  day, 

Nor  in  the  night,  have  respite  from  their  cares 

And  wretchedness.     But  I  shall  be  at  rest 

Soon  in  that  better  world  of  peace  and  love 

Wliere  evil  is  not.     In  that  better  world, 

Joan !  we  shall  meet ;  and  he,  too,  will  be  there, — 

Thy  Theodore." 

Soothed  by  his  words,  the  Maid 
Had  listened  sadly,  till  at  that  loved  name 
She  wept.      "  Nay,  ISIaid ! "  he  cried,  "  I  did  not 

think 
To  wake  a  tear :  yet  pleasant  is  thy  grief. 
Thou  know'st  not  what  it  is,  around  thy  heart 
To  have  a  false  one  wreathe  in  vii)er  folds. 
But  to  the  battle !  in  the  clang  of  arms, 
We  win  forgetfulness." 

Then  from  the  bank 
He  sprung,  and  helmed  his  head.    Tiie  Maid  arose, 
Bidding  awhile  adieu  to  gentle  thoughts. 
On  to  the  fort  they  speed,  whose  name  recalled 
p]ngland's  proud  capital  to  the  English  host. 
Now  half-subdued,  .anticipating  death, 
And  vainly  wishing  they  from  her  white  cliffs 
ITa<l  never  spread  the  sail.     Cold  t(?iTor  creeps 
Through  every  nerve :  already  they  look  round 
With  haggard  eyes,  as  seeking  where  to  fly. 
Though  Talbot  there  presided,  with  their  chief, 
The  dauntless  Salisbury. 

*•  Soldiers,  tried  in  arms  I " 
Thus,  hoping  to  revive  with  gallant  speech 


JOAN   OF   ARC.      BOOK   VII.  153 

Their  courage,  Sxdisbaiy  spake;  "brave  countiy- 

mcn, 
Victorious  in  so  many  a  hard-fought  fight  I 
What!  shrink  jc  now  dismayed?    Oh,  call  to  mind 
The  phiins  of  Agincourt,  where  vanquished  France 
Fled  with  her  thousands  from  jour  fathers'  arms  I 
Have  ye  forgotten  how  our  English  swords, 
On  that  illustrious  day  before  Vemcuil, 
Cut  down  the  flower  of  all  their  chivalry  ? 
Then  was  that  noble  heart  of  Douglas  pierced,  *** 
Bold  Buchan  bit  the  earth,  and  Narbonne  died ; 
And  this  Alcn9on,  boaster  as  he  is, 
Cried  mercy  to  his  conqueror.     Shall  I  speak 
Of  our  victorious  banner  on  the  walls 
Of  Yenville  and  Baugenci  triumphing, 
And  of  that  later  hour  of  victory 
When  Clermont  and  the  Bastard  plied  their  spurs  ? 
Shame !  shame !  that  beaten  boy  is  here  in  arms ; 
And  ye  will  fly  before  the  fugitives !  — 
Fly  from  a  woman,  from  a  frantic  girl, 
Wlio  with  her  empty  mummeries  tries  to  blast 
Your  courage ;  or  if  miracles  she  bring, 
Aid  of  the  Devil !     Who  is  thert*  among  you 
False  to  his  country,  to  his  form(.*r  fame. 
To  vour  old  leader  who  so  manv  a  time 
Ilath  led  ye  on  to  glory?" 

From  the  host 
There  came  a  heartless  shout ;  then  Talbot's  cheek 
Grew  iTd  with  indignation.     "  Earl ! "  sjiiil  In*, 
Addressing  Sali>bury,  "  there  is  no  liope 
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From  iLcse  white-livered  dastards;  and  this  Ibrt 
Will  fall  an  easy  conquest    "We  must  out, 
And  gain  the  Toumelles,  better  fortified^ 
Fit  to  endure  a  siege :  that  hope  in  view, 
Cowed  as  they  are,  the  men  from  very  fear 
May  gather  what  will  do  for  this  poor  turn 
The  work  of  courage." 

Bravely  thus  he  spake, 
Advising  well,  and  Salisbury  replied : 
"  Rightly  thou  say'st.     But,  Talbot,  could  we  reach 
The  sorceress  in  the  battle,  one  sure  blow 
IMight  give  us  back,  this  hour,  the  mastery 
So  marvellously  lost.     Nor  difficult 
To  meet  the  wench ;  for  from  the  battlements 
I  have  beheld  her  foremost  in  the  attack. 
Playing  right  valiantly  the  soldier's  part. 
In  her  the  enemy  have  their  strength ;  with  her 
Tlicir  strength  would  fall.   And  had  we  her  but  once 
Within  arm-stroke,  witch  though  she  be,  methinks 
Her  devilry  could  neither  blunt  the  edge 
Of  thy  good  sword  nor  mine." 

'  Thus  communed  they ; 

And  through  the  host  the  gladdening  tidings  ran. 
That  they  should  seek  the  Toumelles.   Then  their 

heaiis 
Gathered  new  strength,  placing  on  those  strong 

walls 
Dependence :  O  vain  hope !  for  neither  wall 
Nor  moat  nor  fort  can  save,  if  fear  within 
Palsy  the  soldier's  arm. 
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Them  issuing  forth, 
As  from  the  river^s  banks  they  passed  along, 
The  Maid  beheld.    ^  Lo,  Conrade ! "  she  exclaimed, 
**  The  foe  advance  to  meet  us.    Look!  thcj  lower 
The  bridge ;  and  now  thej  rush  upon  the  troops : 
A  galUint  onset  I     Dost  thou  mark  the  man 
Who  all  this  day  has  by  our  side  endured 
The  hottest  conflict  ?     Oflen  I  beheld 
His  feats  with  wonder ;  but  his  prowess  now 
Makes  all  his  actions  in  the  former  fight 
Seem  as  of  no  account :  knowest  thou  him  ? 
There  is  not  one,  amid  the  host  of  France, 
Of  fairer  promise." 

"  He,"  the  chief  replied, 
**  Wretched  and  prodigal  of  life,  achieves 
The  exploits  of  despair ;  a  gallant  youth. 
Widowed,  like  me,  of  hope,  and  but  for  whom 
I  had  been  seen  among  mankind  no  more. 
Maiden !  with  me,  thy  comrade  in  the  war, 
His  arm  is  vowed  to  heaven.    Lo  whore  he  stands, 
Bearing  the  battle's  brunt ! " 

Nor  paused  they  now 
In  further  converse,  to  the  perilous  fray 
SjK'eding,  not  unobserved  ;  for  Salisbury  saw, 
And  called  on  Talbot.     Six,  the  bravi-st  knights. 
And  sworn  with  them,  against  the  Virgin's  life 
Addressed  their  course.     She  by  the  herald's  side 
Now  urged  the  war,  when  on  her  white-i)lume(l  helm 
The  hostile  falchion  fell.     On  high  she  lifts 
That  hallowed  sword,  which  in  the  tomb  for  her. 
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Age  uftiT  ago,  by  niimtlc  reservtj, 
Hat)  lain,  wliidi  lime  iUclf  could  not  corrodetl 
How,  llion.  might  sliield  or  bn^iislplalo  or  close  q 
Reltmd  iio  I'llgo?     Beneath  llml  edge  her  foe 
Fell;  and  ihe  knight  who  to  ftvenge  bim  can) 
Smillen  by  Conrode's  battle-axe,  was  felled 
U[»on  hia  dying  friend.     With  Talbot  liore 
The  daring  lieriild  urged  unequal  fight  i 
For,  like  some  oak  that  in  ils  rooted  etrengtb 
Defies  Ihu  storm,  Uie  undaunted  carl  cudur«d 
Hit  quirk  tusnuli.     The  herald  round  bim  vbo^ 
Bapidly,  now  on  this  side,  now  on  that. 
With  many  a  feigned  and  many  a  fru^trato  aim 
Flashing  his  falchion ;  now,  as  he  perecives 
With  wary  eye  the  earl's  intended  stroke, 
Bending  or  leaping,  lithe  of  limb,  aside. 
Then  quick  and  agile  in  assault  again. 
Hl-fuled  man !  one  deed  of  glory  more 
Shall  with  tiiG  short-lived  lightning's  splendor  g 
This  tliy  dealh-day  i  for  Slaughter  ercn  n 
Stands  o'er  thy  loom  of  life,  and  lifle  his  b' 

Upon  her  shield  the  martial  Miud  reccivf 
An  English  wariior's  blow,  and  in  hi»  side, 
Beneath  the  arm  upraised,  in  prompt  return 
Pierced  bim :  that  instant  Salisbury  sped  his  »< 
Which,  gbnoing  from  her  brim,  f>?ll  on  the  foil 
That  armed  her  neck,  and,  ranking  there  iu  ti 
Stained  with  her  blood  its  edge.      The  her 
And  lunied  from  Talbot,  heeillcss  of  liimnelf, 
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And,  lifting  up  his  falchion,  all  his  force 

Concentred.    On  the  breast  of  Salisbury 

It  felly  and  cleft  his  mail,  and  through  the  plate 

Beneath  it  drove,  and  in  his  heart's  blood  plunged. 

Lo !  as  he  stnick,  the  mighty  Talbot  came, 

And  smote  his  helmet :  slant  the  wca|>on  fell ; 

The  strings  gave  way,  the  helmet  dropped,  the  earl 

Repeated  on  that  head  disarmed  his  blow : 

Too  late  to  interpose,  the  Maiden  saw, 

And  in  that  miserable  moment  knew 

Her  Theodore. 

Ilim  Connide,  too,  had  seen. 
And,  from  a  foe  whom  hv  had  beaten  down. 
Turned  terrible  in  vtMigoancc*.     Front  to  front 
They  stood,  and  each  for  the  death-blow  prepared 
Ills  angry  might.     At  once  their  weapons  fell, — 
The  Frenchman's  battle-axe,  and  the  good  sword 
Of  Talbot.     lie,  stunned  by  the  w(ughty  blow, 
Sunk  senseless,  bv  his  foHowers  from  the  field 
Conveyed  with  timely  speed:  nor  hud  his  blade 
Fallen  valid v  on  the  Frenchman's  cre<trd  helm, 
Though  weak  to  wound;  for  from  his  vyv^  ihe  (ire 
Sparkled,  and,  back  recoilhig  with  the  blow, 
He  in  the  Maiden's  arms  astounde*!  fi-ll. 

Hut  now,  their  troops  all  captaiide><,  confused, 
Fear  seize<l  the  Kn;:lish.     Not  with  mon*  dismay, 
Wh«n  over  wild  Calfraria's  wood(rd  hills 
Echoes  the  lion's  roar,  the  tiniifl  herd 
Fly  the  dealh-lxwling  sound.     The  forts  they  seek, 
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Now  rechleM  which,  so  from  that  bnlLle's  rage 

A  present  refuge.     On  Ilieir  fijjng  nuiks 

Tliu  victors  pn-as,  anr)  mark  iheir  course  wilh  bto 

Itiit  loud  the  Iruinpot  uf  reti'eat  rcsouadsi 
For  now  tlio  wcsleriiig  sun  wilU  many  a  hue 
Sircakcil  iho  guy  cIouJa. 

"Diinois!"  (he  Maiden  criej 
'■  Form  now  uroiiiKl  yon  stronger  piio  tlie  siugo, 
There  for  ihc  iiiglit  encamping."     So  she  said: 
The  chiefs  to  Orleuns  for  iheir  needful  fwd, 
And  eaginiiry  lo  batter  tliut  huge  pile, 
DismiisctI  ii  troop,  anil  rounil  llio  Toiimelles  led  J 
The  host  bi'leagucring.  Tlierc  llicy  pitch  their  U 
And  plant  their  engines  for  the  moiTow'g  war; 
Then  to  Iheir  mcnl,  and  o'er  the  clieerful  how] 
Recount  the  tale  of  danger,  goon  to  rest 
Retaking  them ;  for  now  the  night  drew  on. 
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Now  was  the  noon  of  night)  and  ail  was  still, 
Save  where  the  sentinel  paced  on  liU  rounds, 
Humming  a  broken  song.    Along  the  camp, 
High  flames  the  frequent  fire.    The  Frenchnt 

there, 
On  llie  bare  earth  exleoded,  rest  tlieir  limbs 
Fatigued ;  their  speoD  lay  by  them,  and  the  sliie 
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[Uow«d  the  hclm^tl  head :  ***  secure  tlii^^  slept, 
BAikI  busy  in  their  dreiima  they  tbught  nguin 
KTbQ  ftghl  of  yeslcrdaj'. 

But  not  to  Joan, 
TBut  not  to  her,  moat  wretched,  eame  itiy  uid, 
[  iSooClicr  of  sorrows.  Sleep !     No  more  her  pulse, 
[  Amid  the  bnllle's  lumull  tlirobbing  (oat, 
.Allowed  no  [i&use  for  tbuughl.    Wkh  clusped  liandg 
now 
1  wiUi  fixed  eyes  she  sot,  and  in  Iter  mind 
a  4|fecl»fl  of  the  daya  departed  rose, 
oly  train  I     Upon  the  gale 
h'b  croak  was  beard:  she  started  lliun, 
I,  puaing  tjirougli  the  camp  with  lia^ty  step, 
rSlic  Kiughl  the  field  of  blood. 

The  night  was  calm  i 
[!Kor  orer  clearer  welkin  canopied 

i,  while  the  watcliful  shepherd's  eye 
vSurreyed  the  host  of  heaven,  and  marked  ihem  nw 
Socce^tvc,  and  succcsaiyely  decay, 
Loal  in  the  etrcain  of  light,  as  lesser  gpriogs 
Amid  Kiiphrates'  current.     The  high  wall 
Ca«t  a  deep  shadow,  and  the  Uaiden's  feet 
Stumbled  o'er  carcMsea  and  broken  arms; 
And  Mmctimcs  did  she  bear  the  heavy  groan 
Of  one  yet  utruggllng  in  the  pangs  of  dearii. 
SliQ  rraehctl  the  spot  where  Theodore  was  flnin 
llcfbre  Foi't  London's  gate ;  but  vainly  there 
Sought  «hc  tlie  youth,  on  every  clay-cold  face 
Gazing  wilh  sucb'ii  look  as  though  slii?  fetired 
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The  tiling  she  sooghL'*'    And  much  shii  morvoll 

For  there  the  victim  of  his  vengpful  arm, 
And  close  beside  where  he  hiinseli'  hml  fuUeO) 
KnowD  by  the  huekler's  blazoned  homJdry , 
8ulisbiii7  ]ny  dead.     So,  a»  ihu  Virgin  stood 
Looking  around  the  plain,  she  marked  n  man 
Pass  slowly  on,  aa  burdened.     Him  to  i 
She  speil,  and,  soon  with  unencumbered  ejieed 
O'ertaking,  lima  Iw^pakaliitn:  "  Dost  thou  b 
Some  slaughtered  friend?  or  is  it  one  whose  woaM 
Leave  yet  a  hope  of  life  ?    Oh  1  if  he  lives, 
I  will  with  earnest  prayer  petition  Heaven 
To  shed  itB  healing  on  him ! " 

So  she  aaid, 
And,  aa  she  spake,  stretched   forth  her  < 

hands 

To  ease  the  burden.     "  Warrior ! "  he  replied, 
"  Thanks  for  thy  proffered  aid ;  but  ho  hath  o 
To  siitTer,  and  my  strength  may  well  sn 
To  bear  him  hence  for  burial.     Fare  thee  well! 
Tlie  night  is  far  advanced ;  thou  lo  the  camp 
Return  :  it  Bis  not  darkling  thus  to  stray." 

"  Conrade  ! "  the  Maid  esclaimed ;  for  well  i 


Sis  voice.  With  that,  she  fell  upon  hi«  neck, 
And  cried,  "  My  Theodore !  —  But  wherefore  tl 
Through  the  dead  midnight  dost  thou  bear  I 
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Peace,  Uoidcii  I "  Conrade  cried ;  "  collect  thj 
suuli 

Be  ia  but  gone  before  Lhee  to  that  world 
Whither  thou  soon  must  follow.     Yeatermorn, 
Ero  yet  from  Orleans  lo  the  war  we  went, 
lie  poured  Ilia  tale  of  sorrow  on  miiio  var: 
'  Lo,  Conrade,  wbera  she  moves ,  beloved  Maid ! 
Devoted  for  tbe  ruatm  of  France,  she  goes, 
^MDdoning  foi-  tliia  the  joys  of  life, 
Yoa,  life  il<*elf.     Yet  on  my  heart  her  words 
Vibrate.     If  she  must  (jerish  iu  the  war, 
I  will  not  live  lo  btar  tin-  (bought  iliat  I 
Pcrbapi  might  have  preserved  her.     I  will  go 
In  Bccrct  lo  protect  her.     If  I  full, 
—  And  trust  mo  I  have  little  love  of  life,  — 
Do  thou  ill  secret  bear  me  from  the  field, 
I^at  haply  I  might  meal  her  wandering  eye 
A  mangled  corpse.    She  must  nut  know  my  ble.  - 
Do  this  last  act  of  friendship,  and  In  the  atroaia 
Cast  rao  ;  she  then  may  think  of  Theodore 
Without  &  pang.'     Maiden,  I  vowed  with  him 
To  take  our  place  hi  battle  by  thy  side, 
make  thy  safety  our  peculiar  care, 
now  I  hoped  thou  hadst  not  seen  him  falL" 


lying  tbitit,  he  laid  the  bofly  on  the  ground, 
'ith  stnady  eye  the  wretched  Maiden  viewed 
Timt  life-left  tenement;  his  buUered  arms 
yfen  with  the  night-dews  damp ;  his  brown  hi 
clung 


uose  lock    ^^^H 
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Oore-clotted  in  tlie  wouad,  aad  one  loose  It 
Played  o'er  his  clieek's  black  [lalBnesa.***  "  QaUsiU 

jouth ! " 
She  cried,  "  I  would  lo  Gkid  the  hour  were  come 
When  I  might  meet  thee  in  the  bowei-a  of  bliaa  1 
No,  Theoilore !  the  sport  of  wioda  and  waves, 
Thy  body  shall  not  doat  adown  the  stream. 
Bear  liim  with  me  to  Orleniia,  there  to  rust 
In   holy   ground,  where   priests   may  eaj  i 

priiyers. 
And  hymn  lliu  requiem  to  his  parted  soul. 
80  will  not  Elinor  in  bitterness 
Lament  lliat  no  dear  friend  to  her  dead  child 
Paid  the  hi»l  olfice." 

From  the  earth  they  Ufk  J 
Their  mournful  burden,  and  along  the  plain 
Pass  with  alow  footsteps  to  the  city  gate. 
The  obedient  sentinel,  knowing  Conrade's  roi 
Admits  them  at  that  hour;  and  on  they  go, 
Till,  in  the  neighboring  abbey's  poreh  orriTed,  i 
They  rest  ttie  lifeless  load. 

Xioud  rings  the  b 
The  awakened  porter  turns  the  heavy  door. 
To  him  the  Virgin :  "  Father,  from  tlie  slain 
On  yonder  field,  a  dear-loved  tVieiid  wu  bring 
Hither  for  Cliristiao  sepulture :  chant  ye 
The  requiem  to  his  soul:  to-morrow  eve 
I  will  return,  and  in  the  narrow  house 
Will  see  him  laid  to  real."     The  fatlier  knew 
The  Prophetess,  and  humbly  bowed  assent. 
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Kow  from  the  dty,  o'er  the  shadowy  p]Ain, 

:wanl  ihcy  bend  Aeir  way.  From  silent  thoughle 
e  Mud,  awakeoing,  cried,  "  There  waa  a  time, 
ftien,  Uunking  on  my  closing  hour  of  life, 

^h  with  A  mind  reeved,  some  natural  fears 
It  my  weak  frame ;  but  now  the  happy  hour, 
a  this  emancipated  soul  shall  burst     - 
ft  cumbram  fetleia  of  mortality, 

!c  for  wishfully.     Conrade  !  my  friend, 
is  wounded  heart  would  feel  oaother  pang, 
uldst  thou  forsake  me." 

"  Joan  ! "  the  chief  replied. 
Along  the  weary  pilgrimage  of  life 
{ether  will  we  journey,  and  beguile 
e  [Kuuful  way  with  hope,  —  such  hope  as,  fixed 
B  heavealy  things,  brings  witli  it  no  deceit, 
'Myii  up  no  food  for  sorrow,  and  endures 
Prom  disappointment  safe." 

Thus  communing. 
They  reochedthecamp,yethushed:  there  separating, 
I,  b  the  post  iUlotted,  restless  waits 
a  daybreak. 

Uomlng  came;  dim  through  the  shade 
«  twill^l  glimmers ;  soon  the  brightening  clouds 
ibibe  the  mys,  nmi  o'er  the  landscape  spread 
9  dewy  lighL     The  soldiers  from  the  earth 
o  iorigoRitc,  and  each  his  fond 
uves,  im patient  to  renew  the  war. 
1014  his  javelin  lo  the  Tournelles  (lointa : 
pidiert  of  France  1  behold,  your  foes  are  ihen'!" 
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A^  wheu  a  bonil  o(  hunters,  round  Uie  don 

or  MMUc  wood-monster,  poiat  thuir  speois,  elUa 

In  bo|>c  of  <:oiiqu(^l  and  ihe  future  feajt, 


Wliei 


n  tbc  boapitublc  board  their  spot! 


a  fuamiag 

Tell  to  Uii^ir  guests  tlieir  expluita  iu  the  cliaso, 
The/  with  tluiir  shouts  of  cxuliHLioii  make 
The  forest  rings  so  elevate  of  heart, 
With  suclt  loud  clamor*  for  llie  fierce  assault 
The  French  prepaid.    Noi-,  keeping  aow  the  Usta, 
Dare  the  dUhearlened  Engli:«h  ii 
Meet  the  close  conflict.     From  the  burbicn 
Or  Irom  tlie  embattled  wall,'"  lit  random  llicf 
Their  arrows  and  their  death-fraught  cn^neijr 
Disoharji^ :  meantime  the  Frenchmen  did  not  Obm 
With  weU-direcIed  shafli  their  lollier  foes 
To  asrEu] :  behind  the  guardian  pavais  feaced,*" 
They  at  the  battlements  their  arrows  wmed, 
Showering  an  iron  storm,  whilst  o'er  llic  ba/le. 
The  bayle  now  levelled  by  victorious  Frmice^ 
The  assailants  pasiud  with  all  their  n 
Or  tortoises,^"  beneath  whose  roofing  safe, 
They,  filling  the  deep  moat,  might  for  tlie  towers 
Make  fit  (bundntion ;  or  with  petraries. 
War-wolves,  and  beugles,  and  that  mnnlerous  slii^   j 
The  motafund,  from  whence  the  ponder 
Made  but  one  wuund  of  him  whom  iu  Ita  way 
It  met;  no  |ilous  liaiid  might  then  compose 
The  cru.shed  and  mangled  corpse  to  be  conveyed 
To  where  his  fathers  slept:  a  dreadful  U 
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V*tT  hurling  ruin  :  bul  tiiat  dreadl'ul  train 
iMt  liurl  its  ruin  on  the  tiivaik'r'd  licad. 
ludi  retribution  riglileous  Ueuvea  decreed. 


Nor  liu  the  Engliiili  IrumlUag  i  for  the  fort 
Wa^  My  garrisoned.     Glavidus,  the  cliief, 
i  gallant  mait,  siH^t  ou  front  place  to  place, 
FCheeritig  tbe  bravu ;  or  if  an  archer's  hand, 
I  Palsied  with  fear,  ^hol  wide  his  ill-aimed  shaft, 
iriving  him  from  tho  ramparts  with  reproach 
ind  shamo.     lie  boro  an  arbolist  himself, — 
L  vrenpon  for  its  sure  deslructireiiess 
minuted  onc« ;  '*  wherefore  of  yore 
e  awembkd  fiuhcra  of  the  Christian  church 
Pronounced  the  man  accursed  who^e  impious  hand 
touhl  use  ihc  murderous  engine.     Such  decrees 

A  them,  as  ministers  of  pKiux, 
b  promulgiue,  and  with  a  wuriiing  voice 
b  crjr  aloud  and  «pare  not,  "  Woe  to  them 
e  haudd  are  full  of  blood  I " 

Aii'English  kitig. 
The  ItuH-heurted  Bidiard,  Uieir  decrue 
Kint  broke,  and  rightly  vua  he  doomed  to  fall 
By  that  forbidden  weajwn ;  sineo  ihat  day, 
FrequHuI  in  BelJ*  of  battle,  and  from  far 
To  many  a  good  knight  btmring  his  d^kth-wouod 
t  From  hands  unknown.     With  eucli  aji  instrument 
P  Armed  on  the  rnmparu,  Glacida^  hi^  eye 
'  TStst  aa  thu  assailing  lio^t.     A  kri.'ncr  glimcc 
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Darta  not  iliu  hawk  when  from  the  feathered  t) 
He  marks  his  prey. 

A  Frenchmiui  for  hia  ai 
lie  chose,  who,  kneeling  by  ibc  trtibuchet, 
Charged  its  long  sling  with  death.*"    Him  Glai 
Secure  behind  the  battlements,  beheld, 
And  stmng  his  bow ;  then,  buniling  on  oi 
He  in  the  groove  the  feathered  quarrel  jilaeed,^ 
And,  levelling  with  sure  eye,  liis  victim  markaj 
The  bowstring  twanged,  swill  on  its  way  the  i 
Wliiszed,  and  it  struck,  there  wliere  the  hela 

cliispa 
Defend  the  ncuk,  —  a  weak  protection  ii 
For  through  the  tube  which  draws  the  hreuth  ol 
Fierced  the  keen  shaft ;  blood  down  t)ie  unwoi 

way 

Gushed  to  the  lungs.     Prone  fell  the  dying  n 
Grasping,  convulsed,  the  earth  :  a  hollow  groan 
In  his  throat  struggled,  and  the  dews  of  death 
Stood  on  his  livid  cheek.     The  days  of  yoath 
He  bad  passed  peaceful,  and  hod  known  what  fi 
Domestic  love  bestows,  —  the  father  once 
Of  two  fair  children.     In  the  city  hemmed 
During  the  aiege,  ho  had  beheld  their  cheeks 
Grow  pale  with  famine,  and  had  heard  their  a 
For  bread.     His  wife,  a  broken-hearted  one, 
Sunk  to  the  cold  gi-nveV  quiet,  and  her  boboa 
With  hunger  pined,  and  followed,     lie  survirej 
A  miserable  man,  and  heard  the  shouts 
Of  joy  in  Orleans,  when  the  Maid  appi'oachodt  ' 
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^^^B  o'er  llie  corp»e  of  liis  lost  Utile  one 
^^^Ha  heap«l  the  miliAllowed  earth.    To  him  the  foe 
Performtii  a  frieDdljr  purl,  liastening  tlie  hour 
Grief  el^e  had  Eoon  brougbt  on. 

The  English  chief, 
Pointing  again  liis  arbalisl.,  let  loose 
The  string:  the  quarrel,  b^  thai  inipttc^t  driven, 
True  to  lis  lum,  fle<l  falaL     One  it  struck 
Drugging  a  tortoise  lo  the  moat,  and  fixed 
De«ii  tn  tiis  tiver :  blood  und  mingled  gall 
Flowed  from  the  wound ;  and,  wriUiing  with  keen 

Ilcitdlcntg  be  fell.     He  for  llie  wintry  hour 
Knew  many  a  merry  ballud  and  quaint  tale ; 
A  nnn  in  his  small  circle  well  beloved. 
None  better  knew  with  pi-mdunt  hand  to  guide 
The  vine's  young  tendrils,  or  at  vintage-time 
To  prc^s  Ihc  full-^woln  clusters  ;  he,  heart-glod, 
Tanght  his  young  boys  the  little  nil  he  knew, 
ICnough  for  happiness.     Tlie  Hnglish  host 
Iiaid  wn^te  hi^  fertile  fields :  he,  to  the  war, 
By  want  compelled,  adventured,  in  his  gore 
Now  weltering. 

Nor  the  Gallic  host  remit 
Th^  eager  efforts:  some,  the  watery  fence, 
BenesUi  Ihe  lortolsc  roofed,  with  engines  apt 
Drttin  [Hiinfnl  ;'**  pari,  laden  wilh  wood,  throw  there 
Their  buoyant  bunlens,  laboring  so  to  giiin 
Firm  footing;  some  the  mangonels  supply. 
Or  dmrging  with  hugr  jtones  the  murderous  sling,** 
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Or  petrnry,  or  in  Uie  eapringal 

Fix  ihe  brnss-winged  arrows:'"  hoarse  arouiit 

The  uproar  and  the  din  of  mulUludes 

Arose.     Along  the  ramparts  Gargrave  went, 

Cheering  the  English  troopa  j  a  bow  he  bore ; 

The  quiver  rattled  as  he  moved  along. 

He  knew  aright  to  aim  his  fealhtrred  shafts, 

Well  fkiUed  lo  pierce  the  mottled  roebuck's  nde^^ 

O'ortaken  in  his  speed.     Him,  passing  on. 

A  ponderous  *tone  from  some  huge  maninet** 

Struck :  on  hi*  breastplate  fulling,  llii'  huge  woi^ 

Shattered  the  bone,  and  to  his  mangled  lungs 

Drove  in  the  fragments.     On  the  gentle  brow 

Of  a  fair  hill,  wood-urcled,  EtooU  his  home, 

A  staiely  mansion,  far  and  wide  from  whence 

The  sight  ranged  unimfieded.  and  surveyed 

Streams,  hill*,  and  foresiii,  fuJr  variety  I 

Th*  traveller  knew  its  hospitable  lowers; 

For  open  were  the  gates,  and  biased  for  all 

The  friendly  fire.     By  glory  lured,  the  jrouth 

Went  forth ;  and  he  had  battled  hi»  falchion's 

In  many  a  Frenehmnn's  blood ;  now  crushed  bene! 

The  ponderous  fragments'  foree,  iiis  lifeless  limbs 

Lie  quiTering. 

Lo  I  toward-  the  levelled  moat, 
A  moving  lower  the  men  of  Orleans  wheel"* 
Four  stages  elevate.     Above  was  hung. 
Equalling  the  walls,  a  bridge ;  in  the  lower  stage, 
A  hiittering-ram :  within,  a  chosen  troop 
Of  arcliera,  through  llie  opening,  »hot  their  fihafts."* 
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a  the  loftiest  pnrt  wus  Conrade,  w  prepared 
to  mount  tha  nunpart ;  for,  no  hunter  lie, 
e  luvetl  u>  see  lUe  dnppleiJ  foresters 
ronse  fearless  on  their  lair,  witli  friendly  eye, 
tnd  happy  in  beliolding  Imppinesa, 
|;  Ilot  mcditnliDg  death :  the  bonmmiV  art, 

raforc,  he  little  knew :  nor  waa  he  wont 
!  iirrow  at  the  distant  foe, 
hit  dpreur  in  close  conflicl,  front  lo  front, 
d  tuttlti-ase,  ttnd  break  the  shield  and  helm, 
I  In  the  war  of  men.     There,  too,  the  ^laid 
^wails,  impatient  on  the  wall  lo  wield 
^39er  &lcbioD.     Onwurd  moves  the  heavy  tower, 
r  tfor  the  moat  and  steady,  though  the  foe 
iwered  there  their  javelins,  aimed  their  engine* 

there, 
il  from  the  arhalist  the  fira-tipt  dart 
A  bnming  ihrougli  the  eky."°    In  vmn  it  flamed  j 
|[^VBr  well,  with  many  a  reeking  hide  secured, 

n  the  dri'itdfiil  pile,  and  now  it  readied 
B  wtJL     Below,  wiiii  forceful  impulse  driven, 
B  Iron-beaded  engine  swings  its  stroke, 
n  bftok  reuoiU;  while  tliey  within  who  guide, 
^^  backward  Meji  colleuting  all  their  strength, 

Loon  tho  rnm^y  beam  with  stronger  nrm 
KDrive  full  and  fierce.     So  rolls  the  swelling  sea 
■1^  ourly  billows  to  the  unmoved  foot 

f  Mme  liuge  pmmontory,  whose  broad  base 
■'Breaka  th« 'rough  wave;   the  shivered  sur!:o  rolls 
back. 
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^nU,  by  the  coming  billow  borne,  it  hursts 
Again,  bdA  foams  witli  ceaseless  violence ; 
Tlie  wanderer,  on  llie  sunny  clitl  ouutrelcbadf 
Karka  to  ihe  roaring  surges,  ad  ibey  rock 
His  weary  senses  to  forge  iftilneas. 

But  nearer  (Luiger  threats  the  invtultirs  now ; 
For  on  the  ramparts,  lowered  from  above 
The  bridge  reclines.**'     A  universal  shout 
Ro^e  from  the  hostile  ho^ts.     Tlie  exultant  Fnuidl  J 
Break  out  in  loud  rejoicing  ;  whilst  the  foe 
Raise  a  responsive  cry,  and  call  aloud 
For  speedy  bucpof  there,  with  deafemog  shout 
Ciieering  their  eocarades.     Not  with  louder  din 
The  mountain  torrent  fling?  preuipiiate 
lla  bulk  of  wilier^,  though  ninjtl  the  fall 
Sliattered,  and  dashing  silvery  from  the  rock. 

Lo  1  on  the  bridge  forth  comes  the  undaunted  nui 
ConnulB:  ttic  gathered  foes  along  the  wall 
Throng  opposite,  and  on  him  point  tlieir  pikes, 
Cresting  with  armed  men  the  battlements. 
He  undismayed,  though  on  that  perilous  height, 
Stood  firm,  and  hurled  his  javelin :  the  keen  p 
Pierced  ihi'ougU  the  destined  victim,  where  hi*  a 
Joined  the  braad  brea«t ;  a  wound  which  skilful  a 
Haply  had  healed ;  but.  him  disabled  now 
For  further  service,  the  unpiiying  throng 
Of  his  tumultuous  comrades  from  the  wall 
Thrust  headlong    Nor  did  Coorade  cease  to 
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a  deadly  javelins  (ast;  for  well  wllliin 

iwer  iiss  -'tored  with  weapons,  to  his  hand 
r  Quickly  supplied.     Nor  did  t)te  mia^ioacd  Maid 
PScsX''^'^  '^^"1  ^^'^  combat:  she,  secure, 
P:  Aimed  the  keen  i^uiirrul ;  taught  the  cto.-sIiow'b  use 
L  B;  t)ie  williug  mind  thut  what  it  well  dL-irea 
tGaiiia  aptly  ;  nor  Biaid  tlie  numerouB  throng, 
niougb  liaply  erring  fTom  tlieir  destined  mark, 
d  her  sharp  arrows  frustrate.     From  the  lower 
BcleM  the  bowstring;  twang:  the  knights  below, 
b  by  his  pavais  bulwaiked,  thither  aimed 
r  dart'i,  and  not  a  dun  fell  woundless  Uiere ; 
o  thickly  llironged  tliey  stood,  and  fell  as  fast 
I,  when  tliH  inunarch  of  the  East  goes  forth 

a  Gemiin'*  banks  and  the  proud  pahices 
f  Delhi,  tlie  wild  monsters  of  the  wood 
S  In  the  blameless  warfare :  elosed  within 
mtmetiiig  eirule,  tlieir  brute  force 
B  mutual  rage,  they  perish  there, 

b  other'a  fury  lacerate, 

•  vniua's  barhdd  arrow,  or  the  lance 
Of  some  bold  youth  of  his  fir^t  exploits  vain, 
K^ah  or  Omrah,  in  the  war  of  beast; 
Vcntnmiis,  and  learning  thus  the  love  of  blood. 

Shouts  of  alarm  ring  now  along  the  wall ; 
Par  DOW  the  French  their  scaling-ladders  phice, 
And,  bearing  Iiigh  their  bucklers,  to  the  as^ult 
UMini  fcarleaa.     From  abore,  the  furious  troopi 
Fling  dowii  such  weapons  as  inventive  care 
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Or  iruutic  rage  supplies :  huge  stunes  and  b 
Crush  tlie  iissmlaots ;  some,  thruei  from  tlie  beig 
Fall  living  to  cbeir  death ;  tormented  some, 
And  writliiitg  wildly  as  the  liquid  lead 
Cousumcs  iLeir  fle^h,  leap  desperately  down, 
To  end  their  pnJn  by  death.     Still  oiU<.-r»  n 
And,  by  liieir  fellows'  fate  unliTriGed, 
Still  dare  the  perilous  way.     Nor  dangerless 
To  the  English  was  t)m  fight,  though  where  t 

The  vantage -place  was  theirs :  for  them  amidst 
Fast  fled  the  arrows  there;  and  brass-wmged  durte, 
There  driven  resistless  from  the  espringal. 
Keeping  their  impnise  even  in  the  wound, 
WMrl  as  they  pierce  the  victim.""  Some  fall  cmshl 
Beneath  the  ponderous  fragment  tiiat  descends, 
The  heavier  from  its  height ;  some  the  long  li 
Whizzing  impetuoUB  on  ita  viewless  way, 
Transfixed.     The  cannon  ever 
With  thunder  rent  the  air ;  oonfiicting  sJ 
And  war-crit^  Frent^h  and  English  rung  aroand  f 
And  smnts  and  devils  were  invoked  in  prayers 
And  execrations.  Heaven  and  Hell  abjured. 


Conrade,  meantime,  who  stood  upon  the  bridge  I 
With  many  a  well-aimed  javelin  dealing  death, 
Jilade  way  upon  llic  rampart,  and  advanced 
With  wary  valor  o'er  hia  slaughlered  foes. 
Two  youths,  the  boldest  of  the  English  Lost, 
Essayed  to  ibrusl  him  from  that  perilous  hdght. 
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P  Ax  onco  thvy  preascd  upon  him :  be,  liw  axe 

^  Ihc  dagger  drew :  one  iLrougli  the  ihroat 
ed(  and,  swinging  hU  broad  buckler  ruuiid, 
i  down  liis  comnide.     Even  Ibus  unmoved 
i  Coriueus,""  ihe  sire  of  Guendolen, 
I' Wiieu,  grappliiig  with  his  moustroua  enemy, 
f  Be  tbe.liruw  va^iuess  held  tilolV,  aiid  bore, 
t^jid  beodloDg  hurled,  nil  sliatlcred  to  Iho  sea, 
fDawn  from  llip  rock's  high  summit,  since  ihat  day, 

k,  hugesl  of  llie  giant*,  clironi cling, 
K'OkUed  Lnngomnugug. 

Behold  [  the  Maid 
o'er  the  bridge,  tuid  to  the  wind  didplayB 
I  ballowed  bniiner.     At  that  welcome  aiglit 
il  shout  of  ttcclsmatton  rose, 
id,  a>  when  the  tempesl'lossing  forest 
0  lh«  roaring  wind.     Then  terror  seized 
e  garrison;  and,  fired  anew  with  liope, 
e  fierc«  a&sailante  to  their  prize  rush  on 
Vainly  do  iheir  Knglish  foes 
K'Surl  thiire  their  beams  and  eloiiea  and  javelins 
pAnd  lirebraada:  fearloss  in  iJie  cacolado, 
L'Tbd  A«»iulaiitd  mount,  and  now  upon  the  wall 
K'Wiiee  equal  battle. 

Burning  at  the  sight 
■  Villi  iridignuliun,  Gluddas  beheld 
Hb  Iroopj  fly  euattered,  fiiat  oci  tvery  side 
TIh;  foe  up-rusliing  eager  to  their  ?poil, 
Tlio  liuly  ntandurd  waring,  and  thn  Kfnid 
Fieivc  in  purauiL  "  Speed  but  tliis  arrow,  Ilenven  l" 
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The  chief  exclaimed,  "  and  I  shall  fall  contenL" 
So  Raying,  he  hia  sharpest  quarrel  choae, 
And  fixed  the  bowstring,  and,  against  the  Maid 
Levelling,  let  loose:  her  ami  was  nused  on  high 
To  smite  a  fugitive ;  he  glanced  aside, 
Shunning  hor  deadly  stroke,  and  thus  reo^ved 
The  i;hieflaJn'«  arrow  :  through  his  ribs  it  passed,! 
And  clefl  llmt  vesed  whence  the  purer  blood 
Through  many  a  branching  channel  o'er  the  fra 
McanderE. 

"  Fooll "  the  exasperate  kuighl  exclaimed 
**  Would  she  had  slain  thee !  tUou  ha«t  lived  too  long." 
Again  ho  aimed  his  arlialist :  the  string 
Struck  forceful :  swift  the  erring  arrow  sped 
Guiltless  of  blood,  for  lightly  o'er  tlie  raurt 
Bounded  the  warrior' Virgin.     Gladdas 
Levelled  his  bow  again :  the  fated  shaft 
Fled  true,  and  difficultly  through  the  mail 
Pierced  to  her  neck,  and  tinged  its  point  with  bloc 
"  She  bleeds !  she  bleeds  I "  exulting  cried  tbe  chicd 
"  The  sorceress  bleeds  I  nor  all  her  hellish  arU 
Can  ctiann  my  arrows  from  their  destined  coi 
lU-faled  man  !  in  Tain,  with  eager  hand 
Placing  thy  feathered  quarrel  in  its  groove, 
Dream'st  thou  of  Jonnsubduedl  She,  from  her  ni 
Plucking  the  shall  unterri^ed,  exclaimed* 
"  Thin  is  a  favor !  •"     Frenchmen,  let  us  on  I 
Esca)>c  Ihey  cannot  from  the  hand  of  God." 

But  Conrude,  rolling  round  his  augry  oyea, 
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i  the  Knj^lish  chieftain  a$  he  nrmed 
pun  the  bow :  with  rapid  step  he  strode ; 
i  Gladdas,  perceiving  his  approach, 
ihrm  the  qoarrei  liinied,  which,  viiiulj  Bent) 
^<bI1  bliintol  from  his  buckler.     Comrade  came, 
i,  lifting  high  llic  deadly  battle-axe, 
iitgh  |K>uldron  and  through   shoulder  deeply 
driven, 

^Dd  it  in  hia  boaom:  prone  ho  fell ; 
e  cold  air  ni^ed  upon  his  bem  uig  heart. 
B  whoao  low  linea^  gave  au  sl-oohU  name 
B  Gtaddaj^*^  a  gallant  man ;  iiiid  still 
B  memory  in  tlie  reconls  of  the  foe 

OS. 

And  DOW,  di^hi-artened  at  his  fall, 
inquished  English  fly  lowai-ds  the  gate, 
iking  the  inner  court,'**  os  yet  in  hope 

a  second  siege,  and  with  their  friende 
i  present  refuge  there.     Itlistakcn  men  I 
e  vnnquinhed  have  no  Iricnds !     DefealL-d  ihuB, 
d  by  pursuit,  in  rnin  with  eager  voice 
jr  dUl  their  cmnrades  in  the  BU|f|j|iaiil  tones 
r  pity  now,  now  with  the  bitter  curse 
f  fhiitlcffi  nnger.    They,  indeed,  within, 
It  from  the  nunpart«  ca^t  upon  tlie  French 
>,  »lone«,  and  javelins ;  hut  lie  gate  is  hnrred, 
The  huge  portculllg  down. 

Then  terror  sciied 
Their  hopeless  hearts:  some,  (hriuus  In  de-apair, 
l^mien  on  their  foe» ;  fuar-paUied,  some  await 
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The  coming  ilculh ;  eomc  drop  tke  useless  swor 
And  cry  for  lucrcy. 

Til.?!!  the  Miiid  of  Arc 
Took  pity  on  the  vanquished ;  mid  alie  called 
Alniid,  and  cried  anlo  tlie  Lost  uf  Frai 
Aud  bade  Litem  cease  fl'ora  elauglilcr.  They  o 
The  dclegatetl  Danuel.     Some  ihere  were 
Apart  who  communed  murmuring,  and  of  tli 
Graville  acHresscd  ba:  "  Prophetess  1  ou 
Are  ffvf  in  nunilier;  and  lo  well  secure 
Tlicse  many  pnMinere  such  a  furue  demands, 
As,  should  wc  spare,  mi^lit  eliortly  make  us  n 
The  merey  we  bestow  :  not  mercy  llion  j 
Rather,  to  those  our  fioldicm,  cruelty. 
Justice  to  tJietn,  lo  France,  and  to  our  king^ 
And  that  regard  wide  nature  hath  iu  each 
Implanted  of  sclf-saicty,  all  demand 
Their  deaths." 

"Foul  full  such  evil  policy!" 
The  indignant  Maid  exclaimed.   "  I  tell  tbiie,  c 
God  if  with  us!     But  God  »haU  hide  his  faos 
From  tlu!m,  short-si  fitted  they,  n^  Imrd  of  b 
Who,  disreganliug  all  llmt  mitigatee, 
All  tlial  eiinoblea  dreads  war.  *liod  blood 
I/ike  water;  who,  in  the  deceitful  scales 
Of  worldly  wUdom,  daii?  to  coimtcrpoise 
The  right  witli  tbe  exp<'dient,  and  resolve 
Without  compunction,  as  the  beam  inclines 
Held  in  a  faltering  or  n  fiiiililcss  hand. 
Tlic^e  men  shall  live  to  fee  their  hotues  agaii 
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a  to  lie  welcomuil  tlicre  with  teori  of  joy 
f  tboie  wliD  lo  the  latest  hour  of  life 
InU  in  tlicii  gmt«ful  prayers  romember  us. 
\ni  wkcn  thiU  buur  ehull  cotoe  to  ua  that  cornea 
l»  aD,  Uow  gladly  eliould  we  then  cxclmnge 
•ma,  however  splendid,  for  tlie  litought 
!nt  we  liftve  wiTcd  one  victim  from  the  sword,  — 
I  oaiy  one, — who  begs  for  ua  from  Hcavoi 
J  mercy  wlu'ch  to  others  we  have  sliown  1 " 

■"Tiinring  to  Conmde,  then  slie  said,  "  Do  ibou 
escort  for  tlia  firisoiiere. 
a  need'st  not  Iw  reinimled  they  are  men, 
ther  by  fortune  or  by  late  than  choice, 
aight  hllhw  from  their  bomea  to  work  our  bale, 
d  fitf  their  owu  not  Ie«9:  but,  yielded  thua, 

must  neither  tre-at  as  enemiea 
r  trust  AS  fHends,  but  in  safe  keeping  hold, 
h  for  their  own  security  luid  ours." 

FShc  said ;  when  Conmde  nut  hin  eyes  around, 
il  enw  from  man  to  man  where  Frunei^  run, 
{ddinglliem  ^ptire  tlio  vanqiiislied;  hitu  he  hailed: 

e  Uftid  haiU  hude  rae  choose  a  leader  fonh 
B  guard  the  prisoners :  ibou  sbalt  be  the  man  ; 
r  iboD  will  guni-d  them  wilh  due  diligence, 
It  not  fergctfiil  of  hiimaniiy." 

pMrantime  the  giirri<ion  of  tliat  •Inin^hnld, 
t,  leii  the  Frendi  should  ciifcr.  liaiJ  i;xt-n>ed 
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Tltelr  coinmilKs  to  the  sword,  eustained  the  aiegt 
lu  def{3enitc  valor.     Fast  ugaiiut  (he  walla 
Tbe  Lutiering-mm  vtas  driven ;  llie  mangoaels 
Plied  at  tlie  rutaparte  fast ;  tbe  cauipuiia 
Drove  [here  their  dreadful  darts;  the  wor-woli 


Hurled  their  huge  suincs.and  through  the  kindled  sky 
The  engine*  showered  tlieir  sheets  of  liquid  fire.*" 

"  Feel  je iioL, comrtides, how  the  ramparts  ^ bake ? " 
Exdaiiaed  a  during  Englialunan.     '■  Our  foes, 
In  womau-like  companion,  have  dismissed 
A  powerful  escort;  weakenlug  thus  Ihemselrea. 
And  giving  us  fair  hope,  in  equal  field, 
Of  better  fortune.     Sorely  here  annoyed. 
And  slauglilored  bj  their  engine-s  from  iifor, 
We  perish.     Vainly  may  the  soldier  boast 
[Jndnunlod  courage  and  tlie  arm  of  strength, 
If.  thus  pent  up,  like  some  wild  beasl  he  falls, 
lliirked  for  the  hunter's  arrows.     I^el  us  out 
Aud'meet  iJiem  in. the  battle,  man  to  man. 
Either  to  conquer,  or  at  least  to  die 
A  soldier's  denili  I " 

"  Nay,  nay,  not  so,"  replied 
One  of  less  hopeful  courage.     "  Though  they  point 
Their  engines  here,  our  archers  no 
Dbchorge  their  quarrels.    Let  the  walls  and  worki 
Still  be  defended;  it  will  thc-n  be  time 
To  meet  them  in  the  bailie,  man  to  man. 
When  these  shall  fail  us." 
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Scarcely  had  be  sajd, 
I  When  a  huge  sione,  thrown  from  some  petrary, 
f  BcDOie  liim  upon  the  breast,  and  nich  dismay 
T  Filled  all  around ;  for,  as  it  shattered  him, 
I  His  blood  besprinkled  them,  and  they  beheld 
I  His  mangled  lungs  lie  quivermg. 

"  Such  the  fate 
f  Of  tluMG  wlio  trust  them  to  their  walls'  defence ! " 

in  exclaimed  the  soldier :  "  thus  they  fall, 
I  Betmyed  by  their  o%vn  fears.  Courage  alone 
f  Can  save  us." 

Nor  to  draw  them  from  the  fort 
I  Sow  needed  eloquence :  with  omi  accord 
I  lliey  bade  him  lead  the  onset.     Forth  they  rushed 
K  ljn[)etuous.     With  such  fury  o'er  the  plain, 
to  by  the  autumnal  icmpesi,  Vega  rolls 
■Uia  njiid  waters,  when  the  gathered  storm, 
I  On  the  bloek  heights  of  Hatteril  bursting,  swells 
I  The  tide  of  desolation. 

Then  the  Moid 
Spake  to  the  Son  of  Orleatis :  "  Let  our  troopa 
Fall  back ;  so  shall  the  English  in  pursuit 
Leave  thb  strong  fortress,  thus  aa  easy  prey." 
I  Time  was  not  lor  long  counsel.     From  the  court, 
■•'Obedient  lo  Dunois,  the  French  retire 
I  Ai  if  at  the  irruption  of  their  foes 
I  Dubeoitened  :    they,  with   shouU   and    toud    up- 
roar, 

I  llflMe  to  their  fancied  mnquest.     Juan,  the  wttile 
[  Placing  n  smull  but  gjlLint  j>airison. 
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Bmle  llif'm  securp  the  gat«8  ;  llion,  sallying  Ibrtli, 
With  siH'li  fierce  onset  charged  llimn  in  lUo  rear, 
That  tei-ror  gmotc  ibe  English,  and  ibey  wished 
Again  thai  they  might  hide  them  in  tiioir  walla 
Rashly  abandoned ;  fur  now,  wheeling  roundi 
Ounois  attacked  their  flank.    All  cn]>Ciunlesa^ 
[ll-marshiUlvd,  ill-direelH,  in  vain  rnj^ 
They  waite  thetr  furious  efiurts,  Gilling  fast 
Before  the  Uiiid's  giKnl  fuJohlun  unil  tlie  urni 
or  Conrade.     Loud  was  heard  the  mingled  sound 
or  anoi  and  men :  the  soil,  (hat,  trampled  late 
By  multiludeii,  wnt  itp  it^  stifling  clouds 
Of  dust,  was  miry  now  with  liiiman  blood. 

On  the  fort's  aonimit,  Talbot  marked  the  fight, 
And  calling  for  his  arms  impatiently, 
Eager  to  iiisue  forth,  vtnA  scarce  withheld ; 
For  now,  disheartened  and  distwrnliled, 
The  troops  took  Ilight. 

Upon  the  bridge  there  stood 
A  strong-built  tower,  commanding  o'er  llie  Loire. 
The  traveller  Mmetimes  lingered  on  liiu  way. 
Marking  the  playful  tenants  of  the  stream. 
Seen  m  its  sitadow,  stem  the  seaward  tide. 
This  had  the  invadets  won  in  luuxl  ao^itnlt. 
Before  the  Delegate  of  Heaven  came  forth, 
And  mode  tlicrn  fttar  who  never  feared  till  then. 
Thitlier  the  English  troops  with  hasty  steps 
lietired,  not  utterly  deleated  yet, 
But  mindful  of  defence:  the  giu-ri^on 
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I,  ihua  retreating,  sair,  arid  open  threw 
Ibeir  guanlod  gntes,  and  on  llie  Gallic  liosl, 
bvcTing  their  vanquUhed  fellows,  poured   theii 
shnlld. 

pursuit,  Uiej-  stop.     Tlien    Graville 

i>'  HI,  Uiuden,  tiiisl  ttiou  done :  tliose  valiant  troops 
Phy  woinanUli  pity  has  dismissed)  with  us 
lyaini^d,  might  press  upon  the  vantfuialiod  foe, 
ig)i  aided  thus,  and  plaitt  the  liliexl  Hng 

"  Durk-uiiiided  mfin  I " 
a  Maid  of  Orleans  answered,  "  to  act  well 
Iriags  wilh  itself  an  ample  reL-uui^iense. 
iave  not  reareil  the  orillararae  of  dealli '"  — 
[bw  God  forbid !     Thu  banner  of  the  Loi^i 
^this;  and,  come  what  wlU,  me  it  behooves, 

il  of  Him  whose  minislcr  I  am, 

b  spare  the  fallen  foe:  thai  gracious  God 

a  me  a  messengor  of  xneny  furlJi, 

o  save  tliis  ravaged  realm  of  Franee, 
a  E^Iantl  fricndlj*  ns  to  all  thi!  world ; 
My  lo  tboiv  an  nnemy,  wh(t?e  lust 

n.y  inaikea  tlii^m  tlie  eiiemioj  of  man." 

B  taid,  and  suddenly  throw  off  her  li'.'lm  i 
a  heaved,  her  clieck  grrw  red,  her  eye? 
1  with  a  wilder  lostre.     "  Thou  dost  deem 
it  I  tiavo  illy  npared  so  large  a  batid. 

E  from  pursuit  our  wi'iikeiied  troopa : 
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God  is  wUli  us!"  sliu  criod;  "God  is  with  ual 
Our  Gliampiou  maiiifftsll" 

Even  m  she  ipaki. 
The  lower,  [he  bridge,  and  all  its  inuliiMides, 
Sunk  with  a  mighty  crash.** 

Astooiahmeat 
Seised  on  the  French ;  an  univerial  crj 
Of  terror  burit  from  them.     Crushed  in  the  taU, 
Or  by  their  armor  hopelessly  weighed  down. 
Or  whilo  thoy  plied  Liioir  unencumbered  arms, 
Caught  by  some  sinking  wretch,  who  grasped  thea 

iMt. 

Shrieking  they  sunk,  while  frequent  fragments  hug«  i 
Fell  in  the  fonming  current     From  the  fori, 
Talbot  behold,  and  gnashed  his  teeth,  and  cursed 
Tlie  more  than  mortal  Virgin  ;  whilst  the  towers 
Of  Orleans  echoed  to  the  loud  uproar, 
And  all  who  heard  trembled,  and  crossed  thai 

breasts, 
\nd,  as  tiiey  hastened  to  the  city  walls. 
Told  fearfully  their  beads. 

"Twas  now  the  how  I 
IVben  o'er  ihe  plain  the  fading  rays  of  eve 
Their  sober  light  effuse ;  when  the  lowing  herd. 
Slow  as  they  move  lo  shelter,  draw  behind 
Their  lenglhening  shadows ;  and  toward  hig  nest, 
A3  heavily  he  flaps  the  dewy  air, 
The  hoarse  rook  breathes  his  melancholy  note 
"  Now,  then,  Dunoi?,  for  Orleans ! "  cried  the  1~ 
•  And  give  we  to  the  flames  these  monuments 
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Of  wrrow  and  disgrace     The  nscendjng  flames 
(Fill  lo  the  dwellers  of  yon  rescued  town 
B  with  a  joyful  splendor,  while  tbe  foe 
old  and  tremble." 

As  she  ?[iake,  they  ran 
To  bum  llie  forts  :  they  showiir  tlmir  wiMfire  ihere, 
Awl  high  unid  tlie  gloom  the  iiscendiiig  flames 
e  op  ; '"  then,  joyful  of  their  flnUlicd  toil, 
host  retire.     Hushed  ia  the  field  of  fight 
■  tbe  calmed  ocean,  when  its  gentle  wuves 
Mve  slow  Olid  silent,  wafting  tranquilly 
B  slnittered  fragments  of  some  midnight  wreck. 
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B  thtough  tlie  shadowy  eky  ihe  ascending  flames 

d  iheir  ficrc«  torrents,  hy  tlie  gales  of  night 

»  carled,  now  flashing  iheir  long  lightnings  up 

D  the  stars  seem  pale  :  less  frequent  now 
MigH  tlic  n»l  volumes  briefer  splendors  shot, 
d  bUiiker  wuvis  rolled  o'er  the  darkened  heaven. 
Dtntmyed  amid  the  forts  whicli  yet  remained, 
The  invaders  &aw,  and  ckraomd  for  retreat. 
Deeming  ihal,  aided  by  invisible  powers, 
'nie  31aiil  went  forth  to  conquer.     Not  a  sound 
Mo^ed  oc  ilic  air  but  filled  them  with  vague  dmsd 
Of  unseen  dangers  :  if  a  sndilen  blast 
Arose,  throngli  every  fibro  a  deep  fear 
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Crept  shivuring,  and  to  their  expecting  n 
Silence  it^lf  waa  dreadful.'"     One  tliera  was, 
Wlio,  learning  wisdom  in  the  liour  of  ill, 
Esclaimed,  "  I  marvel  not  tlmt  the  Most  Hi^  | 
Iliith  liid  Ilia  face  from  England.    Wherefore  tl 
QuilLiii^  till!  («mroria  of  domefilic  lifsi 
Cuine  wo  lo  deflate  this  goodly  land, 
Making  the  drenched  earth  rank  with  huraaii  blot 
Scatter  pollution  on  the  winds  of  benveti  ? 
Oh  thnt  the  sepulchre  had  closed  il»  jaws 
Ou  the  proud  prelute,  that  blood-guilty  iniin 
Wbo,  trembling  for  the  church's  ill-gut  wenlth. 
Bade  our  Fifth  Henry  claim  the  itowu  of  Francel4 
Ob  that  the  gruve  bad  swallowed  him,  ere  be 
Stirred  up  the  sleeping  claim,  and  sent  him  f 
To  sluugbter!     Sure  fbut  holy  hermit  s)iak« 
The  Almight/a  bidding,'"  who  in  bi*  career 
Of  ooiiciuest  mat  tiia  king,  and  bode  him  <xa» 
The  work  of  death,  before  the  wrath  divine 
Pell  hcary  on  liis  head.     Full  soon  it  fella 
And  sunk  him  to  th(>  grave :  find  soon  that  wn 
On  US,  alike  in  guilt,  alike  skill  fall; 
For  ihon9an<b  and  ten  thousands,  by  the  iwoi-d  I 
Cut  olT,  anil  aent  bcfuru  tite  eternal  Judge, 
With  all  llmir  unrepcntcd  crimes  upon  them. 
Cry  out  for  vengeance ;  for  ibe  widow's  groan. 
Though  liere  nbe  groan  unpitied  or  uoheard. 
Is  heard  in  heaven  against  \m  ;  o'er  thLi  land, 
For  bills  of  human  elain,  uusepulchrcd. 
Steam  [K'<lilfnL'c,  and  cloud  ihe  blcasod  sun! 
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Tlw  wmth  of  God  U  on  us,  —  Glod  iialb  rai«i!i] 
■  Prujihetess,  uad  goe*  betotv  her  (wtth; 
ehrelhren,  rnialy  voiinnt,  &1I  bcncatb  (hem, 

«:Ui  gore  llieir  woupons,  or  in  llie  lloo<) 
betmDil  like  the  Egyptian  tynmt's  irapiooa  liiMt, 
Mangtt^  ani  swoln,  their  blackened  cnronasee 
Flou  uii  (lip  luiutL-d  current     Wc  remain,  — 
F«r  rpl  our  niters  will  pursue  thii  wtvr,  — 
We  still  rvmain  to  perish  by  rhc  swoni, 
Sooo  U>  upptuu  iMfore  lite  tlirnne  of  Qod, 
Condcious.  toti  lute,  of  fully  hdiI  of  guilt, 
0niiijurei],  unprov(>ketl,  who  dnrcd  (o  I'i^k 
The  life  hii  goulucss  gave  us,  on  llie  chanca 
Of  war,  and  in  obcdionuc  to  our  chiefs 
Durst  disobey  our  God." 

Them  terror  seixed 
Tliv  (roop»,iuid  late  repentance;  nnd  they  thought 
The  iptrita  of  the  molJiere  nnd  their  bal»es 
Famifhtd  nt  Etoiui  «it  on  tha  clouds  of  tiighl,"''* 
(Srdiug  tJit!  forts,  to  hail  with  gloomy  joy 
The  hutir  of  vengcmiue. 

Xor  the  English  cfaie^ 
ttcaid  these  loud  mnrtnnrs  lieedlesn:  counselling. 
They  met  di!S|iondt-nU  Suffolk,  now  their  cliief 
Siiee  Salisbury  full,  t>cgnn ; 

"  It  now  were  vain 
tllf  of  this  our  more  tlian  mortal  foe 

k  flonlmnpluoug.    She  hath  ranrguished  us, 

I  by  bell's  lengiird  powers;  nor  nught  AvniU 

1  'gainst  infernal  |>owern 
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To  dare  the  conflict-'"    Wore  it  best  remain 
Waiting  tho  doubtrul  nid  of  Burgundy, 
Doubtful  and  still  delayed  ?  or  froiu  this  phux, 
Scene  of  our  shame,  retreating  as  we  may. 
Yet  struggle  W  preserve  the  guarded  lowni 
Of  the  Orleannois  ?  " 

He  ceased;  and  witli  a 
SLruggltng  witli  pride  that  heaved  liia  gloomy  breast,' 
Tjilbol  replied,  "  Our  couacil  little  boois 
For,  by  their  nitinber«  now  made  bold  in  fear," 
The  soldiers  will  not  light  i  tboy  will  not  hec^ 
Our  ¥!un  resolves,  heart-withorwi  by  the  epella 
Of  this  accursed  sorceress.     Soon  will  come 
The  expected  host  from  England ;  even 
Perchance  the  tall  bark  scads  across  the  deep 
That  bears  my  son;  young  Talbot  comes, — hi 
To  find  his  sire  disgraced !     But  soon  mine 
By  vengeance  nerved  and  shame  of  such  deAat, 
Shall  from  the  crest>fallcn  courage  of  yon  witch 
Begnin  its  ancient  glory.     Near  the  coast 
Best  is  it  to  retreat,  and  there  expect 
The  coming  snccor," 

Thus  the  warrior  spake. 
Joy  ran  through  all  tho  iroops,*"  as  tliough 
Were  safety.     Silently  in  ordered  ranks 
They  issue  forth,  favored  by  the  tliick  clouds 
Which  mantled  o'er  tlie  moon.     With 

hearts 
Fearful  [hey  speeded  on ;  some  in  sad  tli 
Of  ilistant  Enghuid,  and  now  wise  too  la 


reast,'^^ 
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I       Talbot 


1»  bitterness  (he  evil  hour 
IcJ  ihem  from  her  shores ;  some  in  faint  hope, 
riiinking  lo  nix  their  native  land  again. 
Talbot  went  musing  on  his  former  fame, 

and  slcm,  luiil  feeding  oa  dark  thoughtSi 
meditnting  rengeunce. 

Ill  the  wnlla 
OrleiULs  though  her  habitants  with  joy 
HaiaWy  ucknuwiudgud  the  high  aid  of  Plearen, 
Of  many  n  heavy  ill  and  bilter  loss 
UifldJ'Lil,  such  tningled  sentiments  tlicy  felt 
As  one  from  shipwreck  saved,  the  first  warm  glow 
Of  transport  {Mist,  wlio  cotilemplaies  himself 
Frescrred  alone,  a  solitary  wretch, 
Possessed  of  life  indeed,  hot  refV  of  all 
Tlut  makes  man  love  to  live.   The  ohieDainH  shareil 
TIh  social  bowl,*"*  glad  of  the  Iowa  relieved, 
And  d'lmmuning  of  that  miraculous  Uaid 
Who  catn';  the  enviour  of  itio  realm  of  France, 
When,  vanquished  in  the  frequent  field  of  shame, 
fl«  bravest  warriors  trembled. 

Joan  I  he  while 
pKttng  and  silent  to  the  convent  passed, 
Oonrade  with  her,  and  Isabel ;  both  mut«, 
Tel  gniing  on  her  nfl  witli  anxious  eyes, 
Looking  ihe  eomnlaiion  lliat  lliey  fearpd 
To  givu  a  voice  lo.     Now  they  repiched  tlie  dome: 
The  glaring  torches  o'er  the  house  of  death 
jireainod  a  sad  splendor.  Flowers  and  funeral  herbs 
:ed  tho  bier  of  Theodore,  —  the  rue. 
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rhe  dark-gi-een  rowinarj',  anil  lUc  violet. 
That,  plucked  like  him,  withered  In  In  ftrat  b 
Dieralved  in  eorrow,  Isabel  her  grief 
Poured  copiously  i  and  Conrade  also  wept. 
Joan  only  «hed  no  lean;  from  her  fixed  eye 
Intelligence  wil"  absent;  aud  «ho  eocmcd. 
Though  listening  to  the  dirge  of  itcath,  to  hsarV 
Ajid  comprehend  it  not,  till  in  thu  grave  — 
In  hi.s  Ia-*t  hiime  —  now  Tlii«)dore  was  bud, 
And  earili  to  earth  upon  (lie  coflln  thrown : 
Then  the  Maid  started  ut  tluit  mortal  sound. 
And  her  Up  quivered  :  and  on  I*abel. 
Trembling  and  faint,  she  leant,  and  pale  as  dm 

Then  in  the  priest  arose  an  eame^il  hope. 
That,  weary  of  the  world  and  sick  with  woe, 
The  Maid  miglit  dwell  with  them  a  virgin  v 
"Ah,  damsel ! "  slow  he  spake,  and  crossed  his  bi 
"  Ah,  damsel !  favored  as  ihou  art  of  I 
Let  not  thy  ^inl  beneath  its  sorrow  sink 
Despondent:  Heaven  by  sorrow  disciplin 
The  frowanl  heart,  and  chastens  whom  it  im 
Therefore,  companion  of  thy  way  of  life, 
Shall  sorrow  wean  thee  fVom  this  faithleas  n 
Where  happiness  provokes  the  traveller's  c 
And,  tike  the  midnight  meteor  of  the  n 
Allures  his  long  and  perilous  pnisnit, 
Then  leaves  bim  dark  and  comfortless.  0  B 
Fix  thou  thine  eyes  upon  that  heavenly  d 
Beyond  the  night  of  life!     Thy  race  is  run,— 
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w:!!',  Rccomplisli  all,  ami  be  llic  child 
M.     Ain'id  ihesi;  sncred  haunts,  tiiu  groan 
er  liL'ard  ;  iheio  biillowed  roofn 
i!('lio  only  to  tlic  peftling  choir, 
Tlie  chautud  mows,  anil  virgin's  holy  Uyran. — 
Celestial  soiinda  !     SccUtdcd  hero,  the  soul 
Bewivce  n  fon^taate  of  Iilt  jojrs  to  c»me  : 
Thin  M  llic  nhoilt:  of  piety  and  peace  j 
Oh,  br;  Iheir  inmate.  Maiden  I     Come  to  rest, 

II  the  world.  atiJ  live  espoused  to  Heaven ! " 

en  Coiirade  an*iverfd,  ''  Fiiih<?rl  Heaven  has 

called 

Thi«  Maid  to  active  duties." 

"Active!"  cried 
The  Mlonished  monk :  '■  thou  do«t  not  tnow  the  twii 
This  holy  warfare  asks :  thou  do*t  not  know 
Bow  powerful  thr  nttacks  that  Satan  nmke?, 
By  flfnfiil  Nature  nidcd !     Do^t  tliou  tliink 
It  i«  an  easy  tjisk  from  the  fond  breast 
To  itmt  aflV.Llion  out?  to  hani  the  cords 
Which  gmpplo  to  sof'iety  the  heart 
Of  tnaui  mail?  lo  rou^e  the  unwilling  spirit, 
Thai,  reliel  lo  devotion,  f^ntly  pours 
The  ciild  )ip-wor?hip  of  the  wearying  prayer? 
To  fvar  and  tremble  at  Him,  yet  in  love 
A  Go))  of  terrors?     Miud  beloved  of  Heaven  I 
Come  to  ibis  sacred  trinl ;  ehare  with  us 
0  day  of  penance  and  tho  nij^hl  of  prayer  I 
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Humble  thyself;  feel  tliine  own  wortliletisness, 
A  rpptile  worm,  before  thy  birib  coDUemoed 
To  all  the  borrow  of  iby  ftlakor'A  wrath,  — 
The  lot  of  fallen  mankind !     Oh,  blther  corns  I 
Humble  ihyseU'  in  ashes.     So  ihy  name 
SliiiU  live  amid  the  blessed  hosi  of  sniitts, 
Anil  unborn  pilgrims  at  ihy  bAllowed  shrine 
Pour  forth  their  pious  offerings." 

"  Hear  me,  fiiUie* 
Kxdaimed  ibe  awakened  Maid.  "  Amid  these  louf 
Cold  Rs  I  heir  clayey  tenants,  know,  my  hourt 
Must  never  grow  lo  stone  I     Cliill  thou  thyself,  i 
And  break  thy  midniglit  rest,  and  (ell  tliy  b 
And  labor  through  thy  sliU-ropcafed  prayer; 
Fear  lliou  Ihy  God  of  terropa ;  Bpum  Ihe  gifts 
He  gave,  and  sepulchre  thyself  alivol 
llul  lar  more  valued  U  tbc  vine  ttuit  bends 
Benealb  lis  swelling  clnslcrs,  ibon  the  dark 
And  joyless  ivy,  round  the  cloister's  wall 
Wrealbing  its  barren  arms.     For  me,  I  know 
Thnt  I  have  fjuihfuUy  otieyed  my  call. 
Confiding  not  in  mine  own  strength,  but  His 
Who  sent  me  forth  to  suffer  and  lo  do 
His  will ;  and  in  that  faith  I  shaL  appear 
Before  Ihe  just  tribunal  of  that  God 
Wliom  gratefiil  love  has  taught  me  lo  adore." 

Severe  she  spake ;  for  sorrow  in  her  heart 
Had  wi-ought  unwonied  siemness.    From  iho  di 
riiey  jiaosed  in  silence,  when  with  hasty  steps,  ' 
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Sent  by  the  chiefs,  a  messenger  tlioj-  met. 
Who,  in  Klarm,  the  missioned  Virgin  sought, 
A  bearer  of  ill  tidings. 

"  Holy  Maid  I " 
He  uid,  "  they  nsk  thy  counsel.     Burgundy 
Corner  in  the  cnose  of  England ;  and  lii^  li-oops, 
Satrce  llirve  leagues  from  the  walls,  a  fearl'iil  power. 
Beat  tented  for  Uis  night." 

"  Say  to  tiip  eliii;fs, 
A.t  mora  I  wilt  be  with  them,"  she  n-p!icd ; 
"And  lo  this  nrgcncy  will  give  mejiniime 
My  nightly  thought*." 

So  saying,  on  she  wrnt 
In  thoaglilful  ailcnoe.     A  brief  while  she  mused  ; 
Brief,  hut  sulRciiig  to  escite  her  sou!, 
A»  witli  n  power  and  impulse  not  its  own, 
To  oome  great  purjiose.   "  Conrade ! "  then  she  said, 
"  I  pmy  thee  meet  me  at  llie  eastern  gnle 
With  tt  swtA  steed  prepared ;  for  I  must  tienee." 

voice  wai  calm,  and  Conrade  through  the 
gloom 
not  the  flush  that  witnessei]  ou  her  dieek 
iwiurd  emotion  at  some  thought  eonceived. 
She  to  her  quarters  hastily  repaired : 
There  wilb  a  light  and  unphimed  casquetel  '°* 
She  helmed  her  head,  hung  from  her  nock  th« 

Bhicld,*™ 

And  forth  pIui  went.     Her  Conrade  by  the  gale 
Awaited.     "  Stay  I,  Mnidfn,  ask  unblnmcd 
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Whilher  l\m  midniglit  joarney?    May  T 
The  peril?"  cried  the  warrior.     She  ri>joinc<lfd 
"  This,  Coni-adc,  niu^t  not  be.     Alone  I  go. 
Thiit  impulio  of  the  joul  which  coiner  f'mm  C 
ScDiU  me.     But  thou  of  tliiii  rcmuin  tviurvd ;  < 
If  aught  thnt  I  mu^t  untiu'iin^e  rt»]iiirMl 
Associiiti;  Krniricss,  tliuu  sliouldst  be  the  m 
Beat,  larit,  oiiil  only  friend ! " 

So  up  she  spru 
And  left  him.     tie  heheUl  (he  warden  close 
The  gtilc,  iind  listened  U>  lier  L-ourser'fi  tramp. 
Till  soon  upon  bU  ear  (he  fivr-off  sound 
Fell  fiuntly,  and  was  lost. 

Swift  o'er  Llierale  I 
Sped  the  good  cours«r;  eagerly  the  Maid 
Guvc  the  loose  rein  t  and  now  her  j'petKl  nlbunt 
The  dark  enciunpmen  i.   Through  the  slevping  n 
Onward  ehc  passed.     The  tntm|iliug  of  Uer  a 
Or  miiightd  with  Uie  soldier'a  liusy  dreams, 
Or  ivilh  \-aguo  lerrora  (llled  his  starlled  senM, 
Prompting  a  secret  prayer. 

So  on  she  paaae 
To  where  in  loftier  shade  ai-ose  the  tent 
Of  Burgundy:  light  leaping  from  her  seat, 
Slie  entered. 

On  the  earth  the  chieftain  jlepl,  t 
Mis  mantle  scarft  around  him :  near  him  hung  j 
His  helmet  and  \m  shield ;  and  at  \i\e  side, 
Within  hand-reach,  his  ewonl.     Profonnd  h«  al 
Nor  heard  llie  coming  courser's  sounding  hoof.  < 
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r  entering  fooLsiep-     "  Burgundy  I "  she  cried, 

,  Burgundy!  awnke!"     He  slnrlcd  up, 
d  MW  Hie  glriun  of  anus,  and  to  liis  sword 
cJicd  a  (loiok  hand.     But  what  ht?  now  lieheld 
irillmJ  him ;  lor  full  upon  her  face  Itia  lamp 
It  its  de<;p  gliins  and  in  licr  soktnii  look 
a  nn  unuitrlltly  miraning.     Pale  she  was ; 

tye  a  suintly  lustre  beamed, 
i  tint  mail  culm  and  holiest  coniideae« 
it  guilt  knows  never.     "  Burgundy,  lliou  seest 
[  Maid  of  OrlbanbI" 

A«  die  fpake,  a  voice 
pchiimMl, "  Die,  soreeress  I "  and  a  knighiniBlied  in, 
e  oame,  by  her  illustraled,  yet  Uvm,  — 
i«t  of  Amu.     WilU  uplif>«<l  arm, 
»  he  eame ;  her  buc-kler  broke  ihe  blow, 
d  forth  »hc  (liulied  hur  sword,  and  vnLli  a  stroke 
\  that  nu  eye  could  ward  iL.  and  of  strength 
mil  might  blunt,  smot«  on  hla  neck,  —  his  neclc 
sioei]  1  for  he  in  luute  aroitiied  had  cast 
p  Armet  "*  on  :  rcsLitlefif  ibere  she  smote, 

d  U»  the  earth  prone  fell  the  headless  trunk 
I  Franquet. 

Then  on  Burgundy  she  fixed 
r  Vf«  wvcrc.     ■■  Go,  chief  1  and  thank  thy  God 
i  h«  witli  lighter  jiiilgnicnti  visits  thee 
n  fell  on  Siscra,  or  by  Judith's  hand 
P  wrought  npnn  thci  A&-^yrinn.     Thank  Ihy  God, 
it  whnn  hi*  veugrnncc  imntn  the  inviuliiig  sons 
■  Englwid,  equal  though  thou  werl  in  guilt. 
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Thee  he  bos  spared  lo  work,  by  peuilence 
And  better  deeds,  aloaemeut." 

Thus  slie  spalu^ 
Then  issued  (brlb,  and,  bounding  on  her  steed, 
Sped  o'er  ilie  pluin.     Dark  on  the  upland  bank  \ 
The  lipdge-row  trees  distmct  and  colurle^ 
Ro?e  on  the  gray  horizon,  and  the  Loire 
Formed  in  its  winding  way  i^landi  of  light 
Amid  the  sbnJowy  vale,  when  now  she  readied 
The  walls  of  Orleans. 

From  the  eastern  c 
The  sun  came  forth,  as  lo  the  assembled  c! 
The  Maiden  paired.     Iler,  bending  ibiiherwt 
The  Bastard  met.     "  New  perils  threaten  n 
He  said,  "new  toiU  await  us:  Burgnudy"  — 

"  Fear  not  for  Burgundy,"  the  Maid  repliedij 
"  Hira  will  the  Lord  direel.     Our  earliest  m 
Shall  tell  his  homeward  mari^h.   What  of  lite  ti 
Of  England?" 

"  They,"  the  Son  of  Orleans  e 
"  By  darkness  favored,  fled ;  yet  not  by  flight 
Shall  these  invaders  now  escape  the  n 
Of  I'etribution.  Eren  now  our  iroopa, 
By  battle  unfatigued,  unsatlsGed 
With  conquest,  clamor  to  pursue  the  fbe." 

The  delegated  DAmsel  thus  replied: 
*■  So  let  them  fly,  Dunois  I     But  other  work 
Than  that  of  battle  now  must  be  pei-formeiL 
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Ire  move  nol  tn  porauit  till  we  liave  paid 
e  rites  of  burial  to  our  countrymen, 
d  bjriuued  our  gi^iilude  lo  that  AU-juat 
a  garo  tlie  victory.     Thou,  meaotime,  despatch 

0  ChlnoD :  let  the  king  set  Irjrth, 
it  crowning  him  before  assembled  France, 
'}  Sh«iai9  delivered  from  the  enemy, 
Knuty  accomplish  alt." 

So  said  tlie  Maid, 
n  to  ilie  gate  moved  on.    The  assembled  troopa 
eld  her  coming;  and  tbef  smote  their  sliields, 
d  Willi  one  voice  of  greeting  blessed  her  name, 
A  prayed  her  lo  pursue  the  flying  foe. 
e  waved  her  hand,  and  silently  they  stood, 
luntive  while  she  spake :  "  Fellows  in  aims  I 
■«  must  nol  speed  to  joj-ful  victory, 

d  leave  our  gallant  comrades  where  they  He, 
9  and  wolves  and  carrion-birds  a  prey: 
e  we  advance,  let  us  discbarge  to  them 
B  doty  that  is  due." 

So  said  tiie  Maid ; 
I,  as  she  spake,  the  thirst  of  battle  clies 
b  vmy  breast,  such  nwe  and  love  pervade 
e  listening  troops.     Tliey  o'er  the  corse-strewn 
plain 
d  to  their  sad  employment:  some  dig  deep 
e  housfi  of  deaib ;  some  bear  the  lifeless  load  i 
>  the  while  search  curofully  iii'ouii'l, 
t  haply  thoy  may  find  surviving  yet 

e  wounded  wretelios.     As  ibey  labor  thus. 
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riiey  mark  far  off  tlie  iron-l>Ia»u  of  arms, 
See  dislnnt  standards  waving  on  tlie  air, 
Aud  hear  lltu  clarion's  clang.    Thun  sjiake  ihe  H 
To  Conmde,  and  she  bade  him  haate  to  espy 
The  coming  armj ;  or  to  meet  their  march 
WitJi  friendly  greetiug.  or,  if  foes  lliey  came, 
With  such  array  of  battle  as  short  space 
Allowed.    The  warrior  sped  acmss  the  plain, 
Aud  90on  oolield  the  banDered  lilies  wave. 


Their  chief  was  Richemont :  lie,  when  as  he  h 
WliRl  riles  employed  Uie  Vir^n,  straightway  b 
His  U-oops  assist  ill  burial.     Tliey,  though  gritn 
At  lale  arnval,  and  tliu  cxi>ecled  day 
Of  c<>ii(]ue3t  past,  yet  give  their  willing  nid : 
They  dig  tho  general  grave,  and  thither  bear 
English  or  Frciicli,  alike  commingled  no' 
And  heap  the  mound  of  dcattu 

Amid  ihc  pl|U 
Tliere  was  a  Utile  eminence,  of  old 
Raised  o'er  some  honored  chiel^nin's  nan 
Ilia  praise  the  song  had  ceased  to  celebrate ; 
And  nmny  nn  unknown  age  liud  tho  long  grass    ' 
Waved  u'er  that  nameless  mound,  thougli  burren  a 
Beneatli  tlio  frcciuent  tread  of  multitudes. 
There  elevate,  the  martial  Maiden  stood. 
Her  brow  uiihclmed,  and  floaiiug  nn  the  wind 
Her  long  dork  lockf.     The  siletii  trciups  around  I 
Stood  tliicJtIy  Iliroiiged,  as  o'er  the  fertile  field 
Billows  ilie  ripcDed  corn,     Tlio  passing  breota   i 
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host. 
She  brgim :  - 


'  lu  lliose  who  in  their  country's  enm 
le  Held  of  bailie  1     Counirymun  ! 
I  .lUuid  not  )i«re  to  moiim  jhesc  gnlUint  m<iii, 
Our  cuuii'uded,  nor.  witJi  VRin  nnd  idk'  plu-osu 
or  sornin'  uud  com  passion,  to  I'-onsoIe 
Tii«  frieiiiLi  who  lovi;d  ihem.  Tliuy,  indeed,  wb 
Beixeuth  Oppression's  bminer,  nit-rit  well 
Our  piiy.     Ma^  ihc  God  of  pi-iu;o  uiid  lovt 
Bo  merciful  to  those  blood-guilty  men 
Who  lamii  to  desolati:  the  reulm  of  France, 
To  maku  us  bow  ihe  knee,  and  crouch  like  slaves 
BfJbre  a  foreign  master !     Giva  to  tlttwe, 
And  to  ibeir  wives  and  orpliun  lillle  out«, 
That  on  their  dislatil  tiitlicr  rninly  cry 
Pur  bread. — give  these  your  pity  1  Wreiuhed  men  1  ^ 
Forced  or  inveigled  from  their  hoai«s,  or  driven 
By  need  and  hnngi-r  to  tlm  trade  of  bloud  ; 
Or,  if  with  fn'fl  and  willinf!  laiad  they  eotno, 
Most  wrctcliRd ;  for  before  the  eternal  throne, 
Goilly  alike  in  act  and  wilU  tla-y  stand. 
But  our  dciul  cimirndes  for  their  country  fought: 
No  art*  they  needed,  nor  the  aiwcioiis  bribes 
or  promise,  tu  allure  them  to  this  ilgbt,  — 
Tlij*  holy  warfare.     Them  their  parents  sent. 
And,  iw  they  raised  their  streaming  eyes  to  heaven, 
Bailp  them  go  forth,  and  fi'om  the  rulRiui's  sword 
irgniy  liuirn;  ihcnilhi-irdenr  wives  sent  out. 
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Fixed  tlieir  liwt  kisses  od  their  nrmed  hands," 
And  bade  ihem  in  ihc  battle  think  they  fought 
For  them  jind  for  their  ehildi-en.     'Dins,  intiaiued 
By  every  milder  feeling,  they  went  fonh. 
They  foughl,  they  eonquej-ed.    To  this  holy  ground, 
The  men  of  Orlejina,  in,tlie  days  lo  come. 
Shall  bring  their  hoys,  and  lell  them  of  the  deeds 
Their  eountrymen  achieved,  and  bid  them  leam 
Like  them  to  love  their  connlry,  and  hke  (hem, 
Should  usurjiatlon  pour  again  its  tide 
Of  desolation,  to  step  forth  and  stem, 
Fearless,  the  furious  torrent.     Men  of  France  I 
Aloum  not  for  these  our  comrades.     Boldly  the^ 
Fought  the  good  fight ;  and  that  eternal  One, 
Wlio  bade  the  angels  harbinger  his  woi'd 
With  '  Peace  on  earth,'  rewards  them.  We  snrviTfl^ 
Honoring  their  memories  tcuLvenge  their  fall 
Ui>on  the  unjust  invaders.    V*^/  ^^y  dr^n 
Their  kingdom's  wealth,  and  lavishly  expend 
Its  blood,  insanely  thinking  to  subdue 
Tlii^  wide  and  populous  renlmj  for  cat 
To  move  the  ancient  mounliuns  from  th^  base, 
Y;i  Than  on  a  nation  knowing  its  own  strength 

^'To  force  a  foreign  yoke.     France,  then,  is  sai^ 
^^   .y    My  glorious  mission  soon  will  be  fulfilled, 
j''        My  work  be  done.    [But,  oh  I  remember  ye, 
I  i^      A   (   An3"itrdseTf"geneniHon  let  your  sons 
^^\.  ^.J      l    Transmit  (o  theirs  the  all-conceroing  truth, 
[  W\  \  That  a  great  people,  wrongfully  asstuled, 

.  -  \--— —     _ 
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Vduiy  to  tlie  IbbI,  betide  what  mny,  — 
AUbough  no  signs  be  given,  no  miracles 
Vouchsafed,  as  now,  no  Proplieless  oiilained, — 
iS*f  }*cl  wilL  hope  invinciltle  IjoIU  on, 

in  their  countgc  anil  llieir  cftuse, 
sure  oourse  of  righteous  Providence." 


THE    TENTH    DOOE. 

Tbcs  10  the  martjTs  in  their  couDlrj's  cause 
The  Maiden  gnve  (heir  fume ;  and,  wlien  she  ceased, 
Su«b  murmnr  from  tlie  multitude  arose 
Ai  wben  at  twilight  hour  the  summer  breeze 
Blores  o'er  the  elmy  vnle.     There  was  not  one 
IVho  mourned  wiih  feeble  sorrow  for  his  friend 
SLaiD  in  the  fight  of  freedom ;  or  if  etiaiice 
Semcnihraiici!  with  a  tear  siifiused  the  ej'e, 
The  patriot's  joj'  slione  through. 

And  now,  the  rilea 
Of  aepulture  performed,  the  hymn  lo  Heaven 
They  chanted.     To  llie  town  Uie  Maid  returned, 
Uonois  with  liRr,  and  Rlchemonl,  and  tlie  man 
Conratle,  wliose  eonverse  most  the  Virgin  loved. 
Vbej  of  puntuit  utid  of  the  ftilure  war 
H  e&mrouning  1  wlien  loud  the  Inimiiot'i  voice 
Khumcd  a  lie  raid's  coming. 

"To  tlicMaia,"  — 
n  hia  errand,  —  "and  to  thi-e,  Diinois, 
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Son  of  I  be  chief  he  loved,  Dii  Chaatcl  » 

Greetiu^.     Tht:  iigetl  wnrrior  lintli  not  spiired^ 

All  Activn  uBurts  to  [lartulte  your  luil, 

And  tarva  UU  couatry;  and  lhou};b,  lutu  arrivd 

He  Bhan  not  in  tlio  fame  your  nrms  acquire,   i 

His  heart  is  glad  lliat  he  ie  late  arrived, 

And  France  presened  thus  early.     He  were  k 

To  join  your  host,  and  follow  tlie  |inrsuit, 

But  Richumont  is  bis  foe.     To  that  high  lord  i 

Thug  says  my  master :  '  Wc,  lliough  each  to  tt 

Be  bostilt^  are  alike  tlie  embattled  soas 

Of  our  dear  eounlry;  Ujercfore  do  Uiou  join 

The  conquering  iruops,  and  prosecute  succesaiJ 

I  will  the  while  assault  wliai  f;iiarded  to  wits 

Bedford  yet  hold*  in  Orlwiniois.     Onii  dny, 

Perhajis  the  Constable  of  France  may  learn 

He  wronged  Du  Chaslcl.' " 

As  ihc  herald  wpt 
Bichcmont's  cheek  reddened,  partly  with  a  » 
or  shame,  and  partly  anger  half  suppressed. 
"  Say  to  thy  master,"  eagerly  he  said, 
"  I  am  the  foe  cif  thos?  uourt  parasites 
Who  liaison  (he  king's  ear.     Him  who  sludl  » 
Our  country  in  the  field,  I  hold  my  Irieud: 
8uch  may  Du  Chaeiel  prove." 

And,  pausing  as  the  herald  went  his  way. 
Turned  to  the  Virgin  :  "  If  I  guess  ftright. 
It  is  not  from  a  friendly  tongue's  report 
That  ihou  lia«l  heard  of  me." 
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_^  Dissi-ml.liiig  B'  i 

Tbt  nnwclcoiDu  Irutli,  '*  Te«,  cLienAiii ! "  ^be  replied, 
"  Br|K)rt  lii^spraka  tiioe  hauglily,  violent. 
Suffering  no  rivnl,  brooking  no  coDti'ol, 
And  executing  by  unrighteous  menns 
The  juilijiucnits  of  thine  own  unlnwful  nill." 

"Ual  heurmc,  Muidof  Orletuiit !"  tiu  exclaimed: 
"  Should  tlio  ivolf  enter  ihy  derencult^as  flock, 
Were  it  a  criuiu  if  lliy  more  miglity  force 
IVsWoj-ed  the  fell  destroyer?     If  lliy  laud 
Hod  filuin  n  luilinn  as  he  burst  thy  door 
PrepnnNi  for  midnight  murder,  eliouUlst  ihou  fet)! 
The  weight  of  blood  pri'ss  hcAvy  on  thy  soul  ? 
I  atow  tliB  wolves  of  stiilc,  the  murderers 
Of  thouuuids.     Joan !  when  rusled  in  its  shfiatb 
The  Bwonl  of  Justice  hung,  binm'st  thou  the  raao 
That  lent  his  weapon  for  the  righteous  decdi'" 

Catirsde  M^pliwl,  "Niiy,  Ricbemont,  it  were  well 
To  tUy  llio  rullluu  as  be  burst  iby  Juor^i 
But  if  be  beur  Ihe  plunder  sitft'ly  ibence. 
And  thoa  fihoulibit  meet  him  on  the  future  day, 
Vcngrnnco  must  not  be  lliine:  lh(.'re  in  llio  law 
To  [lunieb  i  and  the  Iiiw  alloivcib  not 
Tliol  tlto  ucuuBcr  tnkc  upon  liimscif 
The  jttilgv's  [wrt;  Klilt  Itss  dulh  it  nllow 
Thai  he  should  i^xi-cutc  upon  ibe  ucciiscd, 
Unlrieil,  unlienrd.a  seoleiice.  which  su  Kiv<!n 
I,  whale'er  the  case,  iwelf  a  crime." 


202  BOUTUKYS    POEMS. 

"Thou  hast  eaid  wisely,"  cried  the  constablad 
"  But  tlicre  are  giiiily  ones  above  the  law. 
Men  whose  bliu:k  crimes  exceed  the  utmost  b 
Of  privnte  guilt ;  court  vermin,  that  bui 
And  flyblow  the  king's  ear,  and  make  hi 
In  this  most  precious  time,  his  people's  wealth  1 
And  blood ;  immersed  one  wbile  in  sensual  slot 
Heedless  though  ruin  threat  the  realm  ibey  r 
And  now  projecting  some  mad  enterprise. 
Sending  ilieir  troops  to  sure  defeat  and  sliame.  ' 
These  lire  the  men  who  make  tlie  king  suspect   I 
His  wisest,  faithfulest,  best  counsellors. 
And,  for  ihemsclves  and  their  dependonlB,  ei 
All  places  and  all  profits ;  and  Ibey  wreat 
To  their  own  ends  the  statutes  of  the  land. 
Or  safely  break  them ;  thus,  or  indolent 
Or  active,  ruinous  alike  to  France. 
Wisely  lliou  sayesi,  warrior,  that  the  Law 
Should  Gtrike  the  guilty;  but  ibe  voice  of  J 
Cries  out,  and  brings  conviction  as  it  cries, 
Whom  thn  law  cannot  reach,  the  dagger  elioiil 

The  Maid  replied,  "  It  seemeth  then,  O  cidel 
That,  recoiling  to  thine  own  conviction  thus, 
Thou  standest  self-acquitted  df  all  wrong, 
6elf-jufi[ified,  yea,  self-approved.     I  ask  not 
Whether  lliis  public  zeal  hath  looked  askant 
To  private  ends:  men  easily  deceive 
Others,  and  oft  more  easily  themselves, 
J  But  what  if  one,  reasoning  as  thou  hast  don«, 
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^^^■U  in  like  conree  proceedei]  to  Ibe  net,— 
^^^tS»e  of  lUe  people,  one  of  low  degree, 

Id  whom  the  strong  desire  of  public  good 

Uad  grown  lo  be  his  one  sole  sleepless  lliought, 

A  passion,  and  a  madness :  nused  aa  bigb 

Above  all  sordid  motives  as  Iliysell'; 

BenctUl)  BDcli  Impulses  of  rivaUy 

And  «iicb  anibilioiis  projects  as  perforce 

Men  will  impute  to  ihce,  —  hnd  such  a  man 

Stood  forth  the  self-appoiniod  minister 

To  execute  his  own  decrees  of  death, 

The  law  on  him  bod  rightfully  enforced 

Thai  senteace,  which  the  Almighty  hath  enjoined) 

Of  life  for  life.     Tliou,  chief,  art  by  thy  rank 

i\jid  powr^r  exempted  from  the  penalty ! 

Wliat,  then,  host  ihou  exampled,  —  right  and  wrong 

ConfouTiding  ihus,  and  m.iking  lawless  might 

The  j'idgo  in  its  own  quiirrel  ?     Tniat  me,  chief. 

That,  if  a  [icople  son-ly  are  oppressed, 

He  dreailTiil  hour  of  ovcrthrovr  will  come 

Too  surely  and  too  soon  t     lie  best,  meanwhile. 

Performs  the  sage's  and  the  patriot's  part, 

Vriio  in  iliQ  car  of  rage  and  faction  breiiihes 

The  healing  words  of  love." 

Thus  commuued  tlicy. 
Ucantirae,  all  panic-struclc  and  tt-rrificd, 
Tbe  English  urge  their  flight ;  by  other  thougbia 
PnawjEHtd  than  when,  elate  with  arrogance, 
^,       They  dreamt  of  conquest,  and  the  crown  of  Prance 
■^^^.tJioir  disposal.     Of  tlieir  hard-Ibnght  fields, 
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Of  g\ory  Y-jt,rd\y  enmcd,  and  lost  with  tdiame, 
Of  frienda  and  lnvlliirn  slaughtered,  tuid  llie  fl 
Threiilening  tlieraaelvt-s,  tbey  brnudcd  ^aiUy,  nan 
Rciioniitnt  Itite  and  vaiidy.     The;,  whom  fear 
Erst  inu<lc  obedient  lo  ibeir  conquering  mardi,  J 
Rise  on  them  in  defea%  while  they  retire, 
Uai'king  tlicir  path  willi  ruin,  dnj  by  day 
Leaving  the  wcnk  and  wounded  destitute 
To  the  foe'a  mercy;  thinking  of  llieir  home, 
Though  lo  lliat  far-otT  ]irospc<-t  scarcely  hope 
Could  raise  n  sickly  eye.     Oh  lh<;n  what  joy 
Inspired  anew  their  bosoms,  when,  like  clouds 
Moviog  in  shadows  down  the  dii^iaiit  hill. 
They  saw  their  coming  succors  1     In  each  h 
Doubt  raised  a  busy  tumult :  soon  they  knew 
The  English  stftudord,  and  u  general  shout 
Burst  from  the  joyful  ranks.     Yet  ciune  no  joy^ 
To  Talbot ;  he,  with  dark  and  downward  brow, 
Mused  sternly,  till  at  length  aronsed  to  hope 
Of  vengeance,  welcoming  liis  gallant  son, 
Re  brake  a  suUcn  smile.''* 

"  Son  of  my  age !  ] 
Welcome,  young  Tiilbol,  to  thy  first  of  fields  I   i 
Thy  fother  bids  ihee  welcome,  though  dit^nu 
Daflled,  unil  flying  from  a  woman's  arm  ! 
Tea,  hy  my  former  glories,  from  a  woman  I 
Tlie  scourge  of  France,  the  eomiueror  of  men,  I 
Klying  bufore  a  woman  1     Bon  of  Tiilbol  I 
Had  the  winds  wafted  thee  a  few  days  sooner. 
Thou  hadsl  seen  ine  high  in  honoi',  and  thy  o 
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lone  had  scatlered  aiinies :  jet,  my  i?on, 
jbid  lliee  welcome.     Here  we  rest  our  flight, 
i  fnce  again  iLe  foe." 

So  gpakelhc  chief; 
1  well  he  counselled :  for  not  yet  the  sun 
A  rmichoil  mei'idiiui  height,  wli(>n  o'er  the  plain 
r  Polity  lliey  LeheM  the  trooiis  of  Fmnce 

1  pursuit.     Soon  as  the  tiviops  of  Fnuifc 
aheld  llie  dftrk  battalions  of  tlie  foe 
lowing  the  diilniit  plain,  n  general  ehout 
tt  from  the  expectant  host ;  and  on  they  pniseed, 
o  of  liearl  nnil  eager  for  the  light, 
1th  clnuiiirs  ominous  nf  victory. 

s  tirging  on,  one  from  tlie  adverse  liost 
proneod  to  meet  them :  tiiey  his  jntrh  of  pence 
uil  they  liolled  as  the  hci'nid  Epnke 
i  bidding  to  llii;  ehicfbiins.     '*  Sir«  I "  he  cried, 
I  benr  defiance  to  you  from  the  Carl 

iHiun  of  Sufibllc.     Hirrc,  on  this  fit  ground. 
If  wills  lo  give  you  buttle,  power  lo  )iower, 
9  pleoM  you,  nn  the  morrow." 

"On  the  morrow 
Wt  will  join  Itjiltle,  then,"  replieil  Dunois  i 
{■And  God  liefrleDd  ihe  Hght ! "  Then  on  ihe  hcrnld 
Lnbe  rlch-ftirred  uml  broidered  he  besioweii,"* 
Lcofllly  guerdon.     Through  the  winy  spread 

rulcome  tidings  of  delity  j  possciised 
tnth  I4^tating  hopes,  they  felt  the  hours  • 
t  faeBTily !  tint  soon  the  night  waned  on, 
i  tita  loud  trumpcu'  blare  from  broken  sleep 
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Boased  tliem ;  a  second  time  the  thrilling  blast  I 
Bade  them  be  armed,  and  at  the  Uiird  I< 
They  ranged  tUera  in  iheir  nuiks.*'*   From  n 

man 
With  pious  haste  hurried  the  conftssora 
To  shrive  thorn,"*  lest  with  eouU  all  unpreps 
They  to  their  dealh  might  go.     Dutiois  ineiuilhl 
Rode  through  the  host,  the  shield  of  dignity  ** 
Ucforo  him  borne,  nnd  in  hit  hand  he  held 
Tlie  while  wand  of  command.     The  open  helm  I 
Disclosed  that  eye  whieh  tempered  tlie  etrong  li 
Of  steady  valor,  lo  obedient  awe 
Winning  the  will's  assent.     To  some  he  spake 
Of  lale-eamed  glory;  others,  new  to  war. 
He  bade  bethink  them  of  the  feats  achieved 
When  Talbot,  recreant  to  his  former  fame, 
Fled  from  beleaguered  Orleans.     Was  there  oi 
Whom  he  had  known  in  battle?  —  by  the  liand  1 
Him  did  he  take,  and  bid  him  on  that  day 
Summon  his  wonted  courage,  and  oncu  more 
Support  his  chief  and  comrade.     Happy  he 
Wlio  caught  hij  eye,  or  from  the  cbicfUin's  Ups 
Heard  his  own  name  1     Joy  more  inspiriting 
Fills  not  the  Persian's  soul,  when  sure  h<>  deensi 
Tluit  Slitlira  hears  propitiously  his  prnyor,  ■ 

And  o'er  llie  scattered  cloud  of  morning  poure    9 
A  brighter  ray  responsive.  • 

■  Then  the  host 

Partook  due  food,  this  their  lost  meal  belike 
Becelving  with  Huch  thoughtful  doubts  a 
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The  soul,  impatient  of  uncertaintj, 

Bush  eager  to  the  event.     Being  thus  pre|)are(l, 

Upon  the  grass  the  soldiers  laid  themselves, 

Each  in  his  station,  waiting  there  the  sound 

Of  onset,  that,  in  undiminished  strength 

Strong,  they  might  meet  tlie  battle:"*  silent  sonn*, 

Pondering  the  chances  of  the  coming  day ; 

Some  whiling  with  a  careless  gayety 

The  fearful  pause  of  action. 

Tims  the  French 
In  such  army,  and  high  in  confident  hope. 
Await  the  signal ;  whilst  with  other  thoughts. 
And  ominous  siwe,  once  more  the  invading  host 
Prepare  them  in  the  field  of  fight  to  incft 
TIhj  Prophetess.     Collected  in  himself, 
Appeared  the  might  of  Talbot.    Through  the  ranks 
III!  stalks,  —  reminds  them  of  their  former  fame, 
Their  native  land,  their  homes,  the  friends  they 

loved, 
All  the  rewards  of  this  day*s  victory. 
Hut  awe  had  filled  the  English,  and  they  stnick 
Faintly  thtMi*  shields;  for  they  who  had  beheld 
Th<!  lialli)w<Ml  banner  with  celestial  li«rht 
Irradiate,  and  the  missioneil  Maiden's  deeds. 
Felt  thi'ir  licarts  sink  within  thcni  at  the  thought 
Of  h(»r  n«'ar  vcnj^eance ;  and  the  tale  th<'y  told 
liou^jfcl  ^in-h  a  tumult  in  the  n^'w-eouie  troops 
As  fiileil  thcMU  f(ir  fear.     The  aged  earl 
Beheld  their  dr(K)ping  valor;  and  his  brow. 
Wrinkled  with  thought,  bewrayed  his  inward  doubts: 
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Still  he  wa»  Gnn,  tliougli  iill  miglil  Ay,  remlvec)  I 
That  Talbot  should  rpiri<!ve  bis  olil  ronowrn. 
And  eoi!  his  life  with  glory.     Tei  some  hope 
In^pireil  tha  vr^tenui,  ns,  across  tlie  plnin 
Casting  hi^  eyn,  hu  marlicil  tlic  cinbiiltlcil  atrcn^ 
Of  thousnnils,  —  ari-ht^rs  nf  unrr)  tint  led  skit], 
lirignns  anil  pikvmi'ii,  f'min  wliosc  lift<sl  [Ktinta    I 
A  fenrlul  mdinnni;  HkjIiciI,  and  young  citiuires, 
And  high-born  wiirrior^,  bright  in  bhieoued  a 


Nor  fcH',  nor  fumelL-ss,  v/vm  the  English  cltiet 
tn  mtuiy  u  fii:ld  vietoriou^  he  Km  Uieri:,- 
The  giirlerod  Fa^toltt'c;  Hungertonl  and  E 
Men  wlio  had  seen  llic  hiMtile  squadnnis  Uy 
Before  the  arms  of  Engbind;  Suffolk  there. 
The  haughty  chieftain,  towered,  blest  had  he  falM 
Ere  yet  a  courtly  minion  hn  wn>  nmrkeil 
By  public  hatred,  and  thn  mnrdercr*^  guilt  1 
Thei'e,  too,  the  son  of  Tnlljol,  young  in  nmu, 
M<;ir  of  a  uoble  roire  and  mighty  nntne  i 
At  tunny  a  lilt  and  lournAmunl  had  lie 
Approved  his  i^kill  and  prowess  ■  eonfidcDt 
In  strength,  nml  jeiilous  of  his  fuiun'  fiune. 
His  heart  beat  high  fnr  liallle.     Such  array 
or  rtiarsballed  niiintiera  fought  not  on  thi  field 
Of  Cn'-ssy,  niir  at  Potctiers  i  nor  Buch  force 
Led  Henry  to  the  fight  of  Agincourt, 
When  thausiin<U  fell  before  liim. 

Onward  mc 
Hie  host  of  Prance.     Tl  waj  a  goodly  rijiht 
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To^see  the  embattled  pomp,  as  with  tlie  step 
Of  stateliness  the  bardcd  steeds  came  on  ; 
To  see  the  pennons  rolling  their  long  waves 
Before  the  gale,  and  banners  broad  and  bright  ^^ 
Tossing  their  blazonry,  and  high-plumed  chiefs, 
Vidames  ^^  and  seneschals  and  chastellains. 
Gay  with  their  bucklers'  gorgeous  heraldry. 
And  silken  sorcoats  to  the  mid-day  sun 
Glittering."* 

And  now  the  knights  of  France  dismount ; 
For  not  to  brutal  strength  they  deemed  it  right 
To  trust  their  fame  and  their  dear  country's  weal ;  "* 
Rjitlicr  to  manly  courage,  and  the  glow 
Of  honorable  thoughts,  such  as  inspire 
Ennobling  energy.     Unhorsed,  uiispurred. 
Their  javelins  shortened  to  a  wicldy  length,*" 
Tliey  to  the  foe  advanced.     The  Maid  alone, 
Conspicuous  on  a  coal-blacik  courser,  meets 
The  war.     They  moved  to  battle  with  such  sound 
Ah  rushes  o'er  the  vaulted  firmament, 
\Vlien  from  his  scat,  on  the  utmost  verge  of  heaven 
That  ovcrhjui^^s  the  void,  the  Sire  of  winds, 
Hr.es velj^er  start ing,****  n^ars  his  giant  bulk, 
And  from  his  eagle  pinions  shakos  the  stonn. 

Ilij^li  on  her  stately  steed  the  martial  ^Inid 
Rode  foremost  of  the  war ;  her  burnished  arms 
Shone  like  the  bi'ook  that  o'er  its  ])ebbled  course 
Runs  jrlittering  jr^yly  to  the  noontide  >un. 
The  foaming  courser,  of  her  guiding  hand 
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Impiilioiit.  iiiiiolQ  tlio  earth,  ftnd  tossed  liis  n 
And  rearijd  aloft  with  ninny  n  froward  liouiul. 
Then  answered  to  the  rein  with  such  a  step, 
As,  in  submission,  he  were  proud  to  show 
His  »pirit  unsiihdued.     Slow  on  the  air 
^S^aved  the  white  plumes  tli»t  shadowed  o'er  1 

helm. 
Even  euch,  bo  fair,  sa  terrible  in  arms, 
Pelides  moved  from  Soyros,  where,  concealed, 
He  laf ,  obedient  to  hid  muther's  fi'ur^, 
A  Bcomly  damsel ;  thus  the  /oullk  appRureil 
Terribly  graceful,  when  upon  his  ncirk 
Deiduiacia  hitng,  and  with  a  look 
Tluil  spake  the  tumult  of  her  troubled  soul. 
Fear,  anguish,  and  upbraiding  tendemPM, 
Gazed  on  the  father  of  her  unborn  babe. 


An  English  knight,  wlio,  eager  for  rcnotni. 
Late  lell  his  peaceful  mansion,  marked  Ihe  Mail 
Her  power  miraculous  and  portentous  deeds 
He  from  the  troops  had  heard  incredulous, 
And  acotfcd  their  easy  fears,  and  vowed  tliU  hf^  ,1 
Proving  the  magic  of  this  dreaded  girl 
In  equal  battle,  would  dissolve  the  spell. 
Powerless  up|iosed  to  valor.     Forth  bo  spurred 
Before  the  ranks :  she  marked  the  coming  foe. 
And  fixed  her  lance  in  rest,  and  rushed  nlong. 
Midwaj  they  met ;  full  on  her  buckler  driven, 
Shivered  the  English  spear:  her  better  force 
Dnivc  the  brave  fuemon  senseless  from  his  seal.  I 
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uilsmg  be  fell,  nor  ever  to  t!ie  sense 
E»liame  airoke;  for  crowding  multiludea 
n  crushed  (ht;  hi-lplesa  warrior. 

Then  the  Maid 
e  tliroagh  the  Uiickest  battle :  fast  they  fell, 
nrc«d  bj*  her  forceflil  spear.     Amid  the  troo|>3 
nged  her  strong  war-horse :  by  the  noise  of  arnia 
),  and  roused  to  rage,  be  tramples  o'er, 
with  the  lance  protended  from  his  front,"* 
rusts  down,  the  thronging  squadrons.     Wliere 

she  turns, 
e  foe  tremble  and  dii^     Such  ominous  fear 
Uea  the  traveller  o'er  the  trackless  sands 
o  marks  the  dread  simoom  aeniss  the  waste 
eep  its  swift  pestilence ;  In  cartik  he  falls, 
r  dares  give  utterance  to  the  inward  prayer, 
ming  the  Genius  of  the  desert  hreatlies 
t  purple  blast  of  death. 

Suuh  was  the  sound 
I  when  a  tempest,  mingling  air  and  sea, 
r  the  upturn  ocean  :  diuhing  high 
r  foamy  bends  amid  tbe  IncuniliunI  clouds, 
B  mwldened  billows  wiib  their  deafening  roar 
jMru  the  loud  thunder's  peul.     In  every  form 
Pborror,  deaib  vim  tliere.     They  fall,  imuslixed 
y  llie  random  arrow's  point  or  Rerce-lhiusi  lajiee, 
'  sink  all  battered  by  the  ponderous  mace. 
SumC)  fkim  ibi'ir  eoursers  thrown,  lie  on  the  enrtlt, 
Helpless  because  of  arms,  that,  weak  to  save, 
Kigthetied  the  lingering  agonies  of  death. 
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But  most  tlio  Etigliah  fell,  by  their  own  fvan 
Betmyed;  for  fear  tlie  evil  Uiut  it  dreftds 
InereasetL.     Even  ihe  cliiefs,  who  many  a  da}'' 
Had  met  ibe  war,  and  L-on(|Uered,  trembled  now. 
Appalled  before  ihe  Maid  mirueulous  ; 
As  the  blood-nnrtured  monarch  of  tbt)  wood, 
That  o*er  the  wilds  of  Afric  in  \m  Blrengili 
Re.«islles9  mnge$,  n'hcD  tlie  mutinoDS  clouds 
Burst,  and  the  lightnings  through  iliu  midnight  ftl 
Dart  their  red  llres,  lies  fearful  in  his  den, 
And  howls  in  terror  to  the^iossing  siorni. 


Bat  Talliel,  fearless  where  the  bravest  fcaitid. 
Mowed  duwii  the  hoEtile  ranks.    The  chienain  si 
Like  a  strong  oak,  amid  the  tempest's  rage, 
That  elands  unhai-nied,  and,  while  the  forest  talla  | 
Uprooted  round,  lifts  his  high  head  alotl, 
Aud  nods  majestic  to  the  warring  wind, 
lie  fought^  resolvrd  lo  »iiaieh  the  shield  of  dealht"! 
And  shelter  liim  from  «hame^     The  very  herd 
Who  foiiglit  near  Talbot,  though  tlie  Virgin's 
Made  their  cheeks  pale,  and  drove  the  curdling  bloc 
Biick  lo  their  hearls.  caught  troui  hiti  daring  d 
New  force,  and  went  like  eaglets  lo  the  prey 
Beneath  tlieir  mother's  wing:  to  him  they  lociketl 
Their  lower  of  strength,""  and  followed  where  I 

Made  through  the  foe  a  way.     Nor  did  the 
Of  Talbot  shame  his  lineage:  by  his  sir«, 

Emulous  be  strove,  like  the  young  lionet 
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first  he  bathes  hie  raurdei'ciuB  jans  Id  blood, 
fought  intrepid,  thougU  amid  their  mnks 
Pi-iir  and  cont'ii^ion  triuinpbe<l ;  for  audi  dread 
P<i«M!$^ed  tiic  English  as  thi^  Etruscans  felt, 
WUeii,  fltJf-devotcd  to  tlie  tiireriial  gods, 
ITie  awful  Di^cius  stood  lii^lbre  llie  Iroopa, 
Robed  ill  [h«  vii'lini-garb  of  fiioi-iliL-e, 
And  spake  aloud,  and  cuUud  ilio  sliiulowy  \  ciwers 
To  gi^e  to  Borne  the  conquest,  and  receive 
Thoir  willing  prey;  tben  rushed  amid  the  foe, 
diwl  upon  the  bKcatnrahs  he  slew. 


liu[>e  inspired  the  ft^^uilaiili^.     Xiuntraillc.^ 

thiirc 

Spreiul  fear  and  death ;  and  Orleans'  valiant  son 
Fought  u«  when  Warwick  Hed  before  his  arm. 
O'er  kll  pre-eminent  for  hardiest  deeds 
Wu  CoDrade.    Whure  he  dri>ve  hia  botUe-nxc, 
Weak  was  the  buckler  or  ibe  helm's  defence, 
lliuiberk,  or  plated  mail:  through  all  it  pierced, 
lt<«istless  as  the  forked  flash  of  heaven. 
Ttwdcflth-doomed  foe,  who  marked  the  comingchie£ 
Pnlt  auch  a  chill  run  through  his  shivering  frame, 
A«  ifao  nigbt-traveller  of  the  Pj'renees, 
Lone  anil  hBwililerud  on  bis  wintry  way, 
Wlieti  from  the  uiouiilains  round  reverberates 
The  hungry  wolves'  deep  jell;  on  every  side, 
Their  florce  eyes  gleaming  as  wilh  meteor  fires, 
Thefamisbed  pack  come  round;  the  uHVigbted  mule 
ith  terror,  on  his  Bhadderiii^  limbs 
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The  big  5WL«I  siurK  conrulMve  piuil  his  kidoa 
T'lien  on  liu  (gallops,  wild  in  d«spoitue  Bpmd. 
Uiin  dtaliri};  ileoih  mi  English  kiiiglil  bttheUi  J 
And  Bpurrt-d  his  st<^  U>  cni»h  him. 

leHpcd 

Lighlly  aiidv,  nitd  llirougli  >lin  wiirrior'ii  greitn 
Fixed  a  dui!|i  wound  ;  nor  Inniier  could  rhe  Cai 
Di^ulilod  lliua,  (Mniiiitmd  his  miildt^l  hursi 
Or  his  rude  plunge  endun-.:  headluni;  lie  Ci-ll,  ^ 
And  perished.     In  hi^i  Ukstle-liall  w>w  liiinff 
On  high  his  fallier'«  stiiuld,  wiili  maiiy  &  dint 
GrTRced  on  the  glorious  field  of  .\jpiicuun. 
His  deeds  the  son  hi«d  heard ;  nnd  when  »  I 
Listening  delighted  lo  the  old  muns  tnle. 
His  little  hand  would  lid  the  wrightjr  gpear 
In  vrnrlilce  pnatiine :  he  lind  li^ll  behind 
An  intitnl  nffspring,  nnd  hitd  i'lmdl^  deemed 
His  loo,  in  nge  the  exploits  of  his  j'outh 
Should  tell,  luid  in  the  stripling's  bosom  roai 
The  lire  of  glory. 

Conrade  die  next  foe 
Smote  whore  the  heaving  membrane  n 
The  chnmhors  of  llic  trunk.     Thu  dying  n 
In  his  lord's  castle  dwelt,  for  mnny  a  yew, 
A  welUhelured  surrntit:  he  nould  «ing 
Corob  for  Shrovetide  or  for  Cnnilliunas, 
Sengs  for  the  iv^suil,  und  when  the  boar's  Iiea 
Crowned  with  gi\y  gurlands  and  with  rosemav 
Smoked  on  the  Chri«(niiu  board :^* 
Fitllowing  the  lord  he  loved,  nnd  saw  him  fall  4 
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iicncaili  the  arm  of  Conrudc,  und  expired, 
tSlaiii  on  his  iniutcr's  Wly. 

Nor  the  6gUl 
W»s  (Imibiful  long.     Fierce  on  tlie  invading  Lost 
Presji  (he  French  iroops  iaipetuous,  as  ot  old, 
^Vbcn,  pouring  o'er  hie  legion  sluviss  on  Greece, 
The  Ea*lt'rn  doepot  bridged  the  Helleapont, 
The  nititing  sen  iigainsl  the  mighty  pile 
Rolled  its  lull  wi'ight  of  wiktun ;  i'lar  avay 
Thi;  IVarTuI  ^uliitp  marked  on  Asia's  imasU 
The  ItoAtiiig  fragments,  tuul  with  ominous  fear 
TremhUd  fur  the  great  king. 

StUl  Tdlbot  strove. 
Hi*  foul  Ann  planted,  liia  uplil\ed  ehleld 
FftDuing  tliat  breast  which  nevor  yet  had  known 
Tlie  throb  of  fear.     Hut  when  the  warrior's  eye, 
Ulaiiuitig  axound  the  liglil.  beheld  the  French 
Prouing  to  conquest,  and  his  heartless  iroopa 
t»triking  with  feebler  force  iu  bfurkward  stup, 
ITien  o'er  hi"  check  ho  felt  the  indignant  fliith 
Of  shntite,  tind  loud  be  tilled  up  lii»  voice. 
And  cried,  *'  Fly,  cravens  I  leave  your  aged  chief 
Hflrtt  ill  the  front  lo  perish  I     llin  old  linilia 
Are  iroi  like  your*,  ao  sujiple  in  the  Bight.'*' 
Oo,  tell  jour  countrymen  how  ye  L'emped 
When  Talbot  fell  1  '* 

In  vaintheirarriorspakej 
In  Ihc  upnuir  of  the  light  \m  vnieu  waa  lost ; 
And  Ibcy,  tlie  neareet,  who  luiil  huiird,  bcliuhl 
The  Projiheleas  iij)proai;h,  and  every  ihoughl 
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Was  o\*erwhe1med  in  terror.  But  tliu  $on 
Of  Talbot  marked  her  tbus  acro^  tlie  plain 
Careering  fierce  in  eoni^uesL,  and  the  hope 
or  glory  ra^e  within  him.  Her  lo  meet 
He  spurred  his  horse,  by  one  deeiaive  deed 
Or  to  rGtrie%-e  the  biiitlc,  or  lo  liill 
With  honoi-.  Ea4:h  beneuili  tlie  utlitir'g  blow 
Bowed  down ;  their  lanees  shivered  with  the  a1 
To  earth  their  <H)ursers  lull.  At  once  they  r 
He  from  the  eodiUe-buw  Itis  falchion  utught,'" 
Rushing  U>  closer  combat  i  and  nIic  biired 
The  lightning  of  her  sword."'  In  vniu  lh«  youth 
Riisayed  lo  pierce  those  arms  which  evi^n  the  (ft>wi 
Of  time  was  weak  to  injure :  she  the  while 
Throngh  many  a  wiiuml  beheld  her  focman'a  b 
Ooze  fasL  "  Yet  save  thyself! "  iJie  Maiden  e 
"  Mo  thou  canst  not  destmy :  be  timely  wise. 
And  live !  "  He  answered  not,  but,  lilUng  hi^  I 
His  weapon,  smote  with  fierce  and  forceful  arm  I 
Full  on  the  Virgin's  helm :  tire  from  her  eyes 
Flashed  with  the  stroke ;  one  step  iilie  back  n 
Then  in  his  breast  plunged  deep  the  sword  of  di 

Talbot  beheld  his  fall :  on  the  next  foe, 
Witli  ra^  and  anguish  wild,  (he  warrior  tnrlied 
Ili^*  ill-directed  weapoD  to  the  earth 
Diiifedown  theunwounded  Frank:  be «trik«saj 
Aftd  through  hia  all-in-vain  imploring  hands 
Cleaves  the  poor  suppliant.     On  that  d 
The  BWord  of  Tnlbol,'**  clogged  willi  hostile  g 
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Made  good  its  vaunt    Amid  the  heaps  his  arm 
Had  slain,  the  chieflain  stood,  and  swayed  around 
His  furious  strokes :  nor  ceased  he  from  the  fight. 
Though  now,  discomfited,  the  English  troops 
Fled  fast,  all  panic-struck  and  spiritless. 
And,  mingling  with  the  routed,  Fustolife  fled, — 
Fastolffe,  all  fierce  and  haughty  as  he  was,^** 
False  to  his  former  fame ;  for  he  beheld 
The  Maiden  rushing  onward,  and  such  fear 
Ran  through  his  frame  as  thrills  the  African,  . 
When,  grateful  solace  in  the  sultry  hour. 
He  rises  on  the  buoyant  billow's  breast. 
And  then  beholds  the  inevitable  shark 
Close  on  him,  open-mouthed. 

Hut  Talbot  now 
A  moment  paused ;  for  bending  thitherward 
lie  marked  a  warrior,  such  sis  well  miglit  ask 
His  utmost  force.     Of  strong  and  stately  port 
Tlie  onward  foeman  moved,  and  lK)rc  on  high 
A  battle-axe,***  in  many  a  field  of  blood 
Known  by  the  English  chiefi.ain.     Over  heaps 
Of  slaughtered  he  madt;  way.  and  bade  the  troops 
Ketire  from  the  boM  earl.     Then  Coiirade  s])ake  : 
**Vain  is  thy  valor,  Talbot  I     Look  around; 
See  where  thy  squiidrons  fly!     But  thou  shalt  lose 
No  honor,  by  their  cowardice  subdued, 
Performing  well  thyself  the  soldier's  part." 

"  And  let  them  flv ! "  the  indi^rnarit  earl  exclauned, 
^And  let  th'^ni  flv  I  and  bear  thou  witne-s.  cliiet'! 
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Thai  guiltless  of  this  day's  disgnice  I 

But,  Frenchman !  Talbot  will  not  tiimely  fall,  i 

Nor  un revenged." 

So  saying,  for 
He  stood  prejiapedi  nor  now  with  heedless  r 
The  champions  fought,  for  eilhtr  km 
His  foemaii's  prowess :  now  they  nin 
Insidious,  with  quick  chan^  then  drive  the  itet 
Fierce  on  the  side  expose<l.     The  unfnithful  muh 
Yield  lo  the  strong-driven  edge ;  tlie  blood  strcMH 

Tlieir  battered  mail.  With  s«ntt  eye  Connule  i 
The  lifted  buckler,  and  benrnth  impelled 
His  luuile-uxe ;  ihat  instant  on  his  holm 
The  sword  of  ralbot  fell,  and  wilti  ihc  blow 
It  broke.  "  Ycl  yield  thee,  Englislmtan  I "  exclaimed 
The  generous  Frank :  "  vain  is  this  bloody  ei 
Me  shouldst  thou  conquer,  little  would  ray  d 
Avail  thee,  weak  and  wounded." 

"Longe 
Talbot  has  lived,"  replied  the  sullen  chief: 
"  fiis  hour  is  come  i  yet  shalt  not  thou  enrvivi 
To  glory  in  his  fall  I"     80,  as  he  8|iake, 
Ho  lifted  from  tlie  ground  a  massy  spear, 
And  came  again  lo  battle. 

Now  mure  fierce  ^ 
The  conflict  raged  ;  for,  careleM  of  himself 
And  desperate,  Talbot  fought.     Collected  si 
Was  Coni-ade.     Wheresoe'er  his  foenian  wm 
The  well-lhrusl  javelin,  there  he  s' 
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His  gnardian  shield :  the  long  and  vain  assault 
Exhaustetl  Talbot  now ;  foredone  witli  toil, 
He  bare  his  buckler  low  fur  weariness ; 
The  buckler,  now  splintered  with  many  a  stroke,^ 
Fell  piecemeal ;  from  liis  riven  arms  the  blood 
Streamed  fast :  and  now  the  Frenchman's  battle-axe 
Game  unresisted  on  the  shieldless  mail. 
But  then  he  held  his  hand.     ^'  Urge  not  to  death 
This  fruitless  contest!"  he  exclaimed:  '^O  chief! 
Are  there  not  those  in  England  who  would  feel 
Keen  anguish  at  thy  loss  ?  —  a  wife  perchance 
Who  trembles  for  thy  safety,  or  a  child 
Needing  a  father's  care." 

Then  Talbot's  heart 
Smote  him.     "  Warrior !  '  he  cried,  "  if  thou  dost 

think 
That  life  is  worth  preserving,  hie  thee  hence, 
And  save  thyself:  I  loathe  tliis  useless  talk." 

So  saying,  he  addressed  him  to  tlie  fight. 
Impatient  of  existence:  from  their  arms 
Fire  fiaslied,  and  quirk  tiit^y  jianted ;  but  not  long 
KndiinMl  thr  dc*a»llv  combat.     Wiih  full  force 
Down  tiirou;;ii  his  sliouidcr,  even  to  the  chest, 
Conradi-  iinpcllcd  ihe  [)On<lcrous  battle-axe, 
And,  at  that  instant,  underneath  his  shield 
Receivetl  the  hostih;  spear.     Prone  fell  the  CiU'l, 
Kven  in  his  death  rejoicing  that  no  foe 
Should  live  to  boast  his  tiill. 

Then  with  faint  hand 
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Coiirade  unlaced  liis  helm,  mid,  Trom  hU  bro«l| 
Wiping  tiie  cold  dews  omiuaud  of  deiuli, 
Ue  laid  him  on  the  earth,  thence  to  remuvo,  4 
Whik  thi3  lung  lance  hung  henvy  in  hie  miIq^ 
Powerless.     As  thus  beside  his  lifeless  foe 
He  lay,  ihe  herald  of  the  Knglish  enrl 
With  faltering  step  drew  ncnr;  aiid  when  hs  J 
His  master's  arms,  "  Alas !  and  is  it  fau, 
My  lord  ?  "  he  cried.    "  God  parUan  you  ym 
I  have  been  forty  years  your  olfioer, 
And  time  it  is  I  should  surrender  uow 
Tlie  ensigns  of  my  office."     So  he  said. 
And,  paying  thus  his  rile  of  sepulture, 
Threw  o'er  the  slaughtered  chief  his  hiazonedc^ 

Then  Conrade  thua  bespake  him :  " 
Do  for  a  dying  soldier  one  kind  act  I 
Seek  for  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  bid  her  haste 
lliiher,  and  thou  ehalt  gain  what  recompense  I 
It  pleaseth  thee  to  ask." 

The  herald  soon. 
Meeting  the  missioned  Virgin.  lold  his  tale. 
Trembling  she  hnsiened  on ;  and,  when  she  k 
The  death-pale  fiice  of  Conrade,  scarce  could^ 
Lifl  up  the  expiring  warrior's  heavy  hand. 
And  press  it  to  her  hearL 

"  1  sent  for  thee,    > 
My  friend  I "  with  interrupted  voice  he  criedr  I 
"  That  I  might  comfort  this  my  dying  hour 
With  one  good  deed.     A  fair  domain  is  mine 
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Let  Francis  and  his  Isabel  possess 

That,  mine  inheritance.*'     He  paused  awhile. 

Struggling  for  utterance;    then   with   breathless 

speed,  ' 

And  pale  as  him  he  mourned  for,  Francis  came, 
And  hung  in  silence  o'er  the  blameless  man. 
Even  with  a  brother's  sorrow.     He  pursued : 
''This,  Joan,  will  be  thy  care.    I  have  at  home 
An  aged  mother :  Francis,  do  thou  soothe 
Her  childless  age.     Nay,  weep  not  for  me  thus : 
Sweet  to  the  wretched  is  the  tomb's  repose  I " 

So  saying,  Conrade  drew  the  javelin  forth. 
And  died  without  a  groan. 

By  this  the  scouts, 
Forerunning  the  king's  march,  upon  the  plain 
Of  Patay  had  arrived,  of  late  so  gay 
With  marshalled  tliousands  in  their  nidiant  arms, 
And  streamers  glittering  in  the  noontide  sun, 
And  blazoned  shields  and  gay  accoutrements,— 
The  pageantry  of  war ;  l)ut  now  defiled 
With  mingled  dust  and  blood,  and  broken  arms, 
And  mangled  bodies.     Soon  the  monarch  joins 
His  victor  army.     Ilonnd  the  royal  flag, 
Upreared  in  conquest  now,  the  (^liietuiins  flock, 
Troflering  their  eager  service.     To  his  arms, 
( )r  wisely  fearful,  or  by  speedy  force 
Compelled,  the  (embattled  towns  submit,  and  own 
Their  ri;'htful  kinjj.     Huugenci  strives  in  vain  ; 
Yenville  and  Mehun  yield;  from  Sully's  wall 
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Hur]i:d  is  the  bannered  lion  :  on  tlie^  Jikss, 

Auxcrre  and  Tro}'C3  mid  C'linluns  ope  llicir  g«U 

And,  by  Lhe  missioned  MaideD's  rumored  deeds 

Iiiiipii'ited,  the  citizens  of  Rheiios 

Feel  tiieir  own  strength  i  agninst  ihe  English  Ir 

With  patriot  viilor,  irrcsislihie, 

They  rise,  they  conquer,  niid  lo  (heir  liege  lord 

Present  the  city  keys. 

Tbe  mora  was  fair 
When  Rheims  re-echni^d  to  tlie  bu«y  hum 
Of  incitlitiidcs,  for  high  sok'innily 
Assembled.     To  the  holy  fubriu  moves 
The  lung  procession,  through  thv  etrucU  b 
With  dowers  and   laurel  boughs.     The  cmirlj 

throng 

Were  there,  and  they  in  Orleans,  who  endured  J 
The  siege  right  bravely,  —  (Jiinwur  and  La  Ilia 
The  gallant  Xaiutraillea,  Boussac,  and  CIuUmuihi 
AleuYon,  auti  the  bmvest  of  the  bmvc. 
The  lltislard  Orleans,  now  in  hope  elate. 
Soon  to  release  from  hard  CAptivily 
His  dear-tfeloved  brother,  —  gallant  men. 
And  worthy  of  cleraal  mi-mory ; 
Fur  llii^y,  in  the  nuisl  perilous  times  of  Pnnos,  ' 
DespBtrud  not  uf  thetr  country.     Ity  the  Itutg 
TIte  delegated  Damsel  [uissed  nlon^ 
Clad  in  her  haltered  anus.     She  bore  on  In^ 
Her  hallowed  bamier  to  the  siurvd  pil^ 
And  Hxed  it  uii  the  altar,  whilst  her  hand 
Poured  on  the  moaarub's  head  tlie  mystic  «l,'*  I 
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Wafted  of  jore,  by  milk-white  dove  from  heaven, 

(So  legends  say,)  to  Clovis  when  he  stood 

At  Kheims  for  baptism ;  dubious  since  that  day, 

When  Tolbiac  pbiin  reeked  with  his  warrior*s  blood, 

And  fierce  upon  their  flight  the  Alinanni  pressed, 

And  reared  the  shout  of  triumph ;  in  that  hour, 

Clovis  invoked  aloud  the  Christian  Grod, 

And  conquered :  waked  to  wonder  thus,  the  chief 

Became  love's  convert,  and  Clotilda  led 

Her  husband  to  the  font. 

The  missioned  Maid 
Then  placed  on  Charles's  brow  the  crown  of  France, 
And,  back  retiring,  gazed  upon  the  king 
One  moment,  quickly  scanning  all  the  past. 
Till,  in  a  tumult  of  wild  wonderment, 
She  wept  aloud.     Th(i  assembled  multitude 
In  awful  stillness  witnt^ssed ;  then  at  once. 
As  with  a  tempest-rushing  noise  of  winds, 
Liiled  their  mingled  clamors.     Now  the  Maid 
Stood  as  prei)ared  to  s[»eak,  and  waved  her  hand ; 
And  instant  silence  fullowiMl. 

"  King  of  France !  * 
She  cried,  "at  Chinon,  when  niv  'lifted  eve 
Knew  thee  disguir^ed,  what  inwardly  the  spirit 
Prompted,  I  promised,  with  the  sword  of  Gud, 
T<i  <lrive  from  Orleans  far  the  Knglish  wolves, 
An<l  crown  thee  in  the  rescntMl  walls  of  Ulitiims. 
All  is  ac(roinplislied.     I  iiave  here  this  day 
Fnlfdied  n)y  mission,  and  anointed  thee 
King  over  this  great  nation.     Of  this  charge, 
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Of  well  pcifoi-raud  or  carelassly,  tUal  God 

01'  whocD  liiou  holdesi  lUino  autliurity 

Will  tako  [iccouiit:  from  lum  ull  power  derirM 

Thy  duty  ia  to  fear  ilie  Lord,  and  i-ule, 

Aocordiug  to  hU  word  and  to  the  laws, 

The  puoplo  thus  committed  to  tliy  cliarge:         . 

Tbvird  is  to  fear  him  and  lo  honor  thee, 

And  with  that  f«ar  aod  hooor  to  obey 

In  all  thin;^  lawfid ;  both  being  thus  alike 

By  ijuty  bound,  alike  re>il]'ict«d  both 

Froia  wilful  license.     If  thy  heart  bo  eeC 

To  do  hid  will  and  in  his  way»  to  walk, 

I  know  no  limit  lo  the  happinLMO 

Thou  mayit  craale.    I  do  beseech  ihee,  king!" 

The  Maid  t^xclalmed,  ami  fell  upon  the  ground. 

And  claaped  bi^  knees, — ■*  I  do  beseech  thee,  kiug 

By  all  the  thousands  that  depend  on  thee 

For  weal  or  woe,  conaider  what  thon  art ; 

By  whom  a|>|ioinied.     If  thou  doat  oppress 

Thy  people  i  If.  to  aggrandize  thyself, 

Ttiou  teai'ot  tliL-m  from  their  homes,  oiid  send^ 

them 
To  slaughter,  prodigal  iif  misery; 
It,  when  the  widow  anil  the  orphan  groan 
In  want  and  wretched  ties  s.  ihoii  tumest  thea 
To  bear  the  music  of  the  flatterer's  tongne; 
ir,  when  thou  hear'sl  of  ihouianda  who  hftTO  fi 
Thou  (Hiy'it,  ■  I  am  a  king  I  and  fit  it  is 
Thai  these  sbouhl  pcriili  for  me;'  if  ihy  r 
Should,  liirough  ihe  eoim-icli  of  thy  go* 
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Bu  filled  with  woe,  and  in  thy  streets  be  heard 

Tlte  voice  of  mourning  and  the  feeble  cry 

Of  asking  hunf^r;  if,  in  place  of  law. 

Iniquitj  prevail ;  if  nvnrii-e  grind 

Th).-  jmor;  if  discipline  be  ulierly 

Keluxcil,  vire  chartered,  wickeilneas  let  loose,  — 

Though  in  the  general  ruin  nil  must  ^hnre, 

Each  answer  fur  his  own  peculiur  guilt. 

Yet  at  the  judgment-day,  from  those  to  whom 

The  power  was  given,  the  Giver  of  all  power 

Will  call  for  righteous  and  severe  account. 

ClM>ose  tliou  the  better  part,  and  rule  the  land 

III  righteousness.     In  righteousness  thy  llirone 

Shall  then  he  stahlishitil,  not  by  fun-igti  ihvi 

Sliaken,  nor  by  domestic  enemies, 

But  guanled  then  by  loyally  iind  love. 

True  Iiearts,  good  angels,  and  all-seeing  Heaven. 

Thus  spnke  the  Maid  of  Oilemis,  solemnly 
Aecomplisliing  her  marvellous  mission  here. 
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KoTB  1,  p.  35.—  The  BatUird  Orltaiu. 
"  LawBs,  Duke  of  Orleance,  marlliore'l  in  Pnria  b;-  Jlion,  Dnk* 
of  Iturgiiyiie,  vn>  owner  of  the  Custle  of  Coney,  on  tlis  th>ti- 
liora  of  FrauiicB  loward  Artlioys,  whereof  be  made  coii»ttrt>U 
the  Ix>rd  of  Cuuiir,  a  mail  not  >o  wii>e  us  his  wife  wui  fiiira;  umI 
yet  tht  wns  not  ■□  fiiiro  but  slio  vaa  as  well  beloved  of  tlie 
Daks  of  Oricnnce  n<>  of  her  hu!<buiiil.  Butwfne  Ilic  duke  mid 
bur  bu'liiind  (I  ciumot  I«ll  who  vai  fultier),  the  couceiTcd  ■ 
clillJ,  oiiil  brought  furtlie  a  prety  liov<^  cidlsd  Jboii;  whictie 
chill  beyinK  .if  Ihc  «ffi  of  .>iie  yep.,  'the  duke  deucasod,  an<l, 
not  king  nflvr,  the  ni>ither  imd  the  Lir^l  i-f  Cnwiiy  eiido<l  their 
livM.  'I  ha  next  of  kynne  to  tlio  Lot'I  Uavrny  clialuii)^  tha 
liihurifjuiice,  whicli  vriu  wurth  fiiunt  thuUNUnle  cmuiiea  aycre, 
ulleilgyn;;  that  the  buyc  wa<  a  iKutanI ;  imd  the  kyiire>l  of  the 
mother*!  side,  fur  to  suvo  her  liotie^ty,  it  jdniiily  douinL  Id 
euncluiloii,thi«ni:itter  via  in  cnntenclou  liefore  thr  pnisiiletiti.-* 
of  the  [Hirliaineiit  uf  PiaU,  mv\  there  biuiR  in  cvntruveivie  till 
tlic  chlbl  oume  to  tlie  ngii  uf  irigiht  yeim  <>1<1;  at  wbielie  lyine, 
ft  viu  d.;uiaiul«d  i,(  liyiu  ci^idy  »h..,e  Sonne  he  waa.  llii 
freiiilca  of  hi^  inolhcr's  "iila  udverlii:!!  hyin  to  re<|iiire  o  i|:iy, 
li)  be  udvir^vil  of  rn  j;reat  an  aiower;  whiuhe  ho  ■>ki>il,  :uid  to 
hytii  it  wu«  {^iitvl.  In  the  nvan  nensnti,  ha  »nid  rrriiJ**  iicr- 
ruaJe<l  lihn  to  ilaimo  hi*  iiili<>rilaiiue  u<  ^unno  to  the  Lunle  of 

■Doiiy,  alllnuiii;;  thiit.  If  he  MiM  cinitRiry,  he  not  only  i>laun>len-l 
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»nd  wooM  rehane  it  nCCordiDg  lo  IiIh  inatnircion,  brought 
byin  tMfora  tha  judge*  nt  the  Jiiia  a»igued;  oiid,  when  tlis 
qui'Ftioii  wus  nipcted  to  hyro  again,  lio  Uolilly  ainucrcil, '  Mj- 
hiule  KcvulL  me,  luid  my  tongs  tt'llctli  me,  Uiat  1  uiu  die  soiiiie 
of  llie  iiulile  Uuke  of  Urleaoucc  j  more  ghid  lo  U«  Ui>  biisUinlv, 
viiL  a  mciina  liTyng,  tliati  the  LiuTuI  hhiiic  of  Ibut  cowiuU 
cackulile  Cawny,  wich  his  four  thoiunn J  cmwiies.'  The  judgc< 
nincli  marvelled  at  bii  holde  ansiverc,  luid  hii  iuoIIkt'i  ctcyiu 
detettcd  hym  for  nhainyiig  of  liU  uiother,  and  hia  fjtiicr'i  »u|i- 
pued  kiiuie  rejuyted  iii  guiiiitig  t)w  [intrimoiiy  imd  puwCfHoiu. 
Cbsrie*,  Uuke  of  OrleaunM,  heryiig  of  (hit  Judgment,  took 
hym  into  hit  fuiuily,  nud  gave  liym  grciUe  otTicM  unl  few, 
wbicbe  he  well  deserved;  fur  (durui);  hli  vuiilivilie)  lie  dvfend- 
•d  bii  huidea,  cxpulMd  the  Kfigliduueii,  aiid,  in  conuliuiuti, 
proeuTcd  hi*  delivcraiiEe."  —  ItiH,ff.  IU4. 

There  cuii  be  no  doubt  thni  !>luihr>|n'ara  bail  Ibir  ii»ccdi<ta 
111  his  mind  whuii  luj  wrote  tlie  lii'At  svL-tie  whertin  thu  Laitanl 
I'uli-oiibridj^e  in  iiiliuducol. 

Wlieu  (he  Uuko  of  Orluiiis  vm  hi  irlllniii>u»Iy  n^Husinatrd 
by  order  uf  the  Duke  of  Uurifiiiuly,  llie  uiunltr  wm  Ihou^bl 
>(  Gi>t  to  b;Lve  beeu  (lorpetraltiJ  Ly  tiir  Aubcrt  ite  C'nuuy,  uiyn 
Uoiutrellet  (Johiicj'e  trautkUiiHi,  fol.  i.  p.  IDS},  fnin  tb«  grEut 
hatred  lie  bum  (be  duke  for  luiviiitf  unrrivd  ulT  hi*  wife;  but 
the  truth  wait  toon  knoHii  who  vvre  (lie  guilty  i>c[hiiV,  vid 
thut  Sir  Aubort  wiu  penbvtly  iiiiiri«:i-iii  of  llii-  LTitiie.    Mnrietdi 

KOTB  2,  p.  30,—  Chen-Iicill,  ll.,  T.vubodiiarU  n>((  mintirihy. 
LutniiuejacKoniiiiS  to  Cliimtir,  wa.-  faiiigu^  for  its  siiigun.:— 
**  Tli«v  tnlgfatpsb  tlutiiii!  tlipw  duEoara, 


I  made  of  (he  Lorrahte  Eouga  in  the  corrvfiM 
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NorE  3,  p.  U.  —  Oahua^ff  aAoJ  iA<!  iMgU. 

Tha  dillowlng  sccount  iif  Join  uf  Arc  w  DXtraat«>l  11 
hUlDiT  of  Iha  livgi!  or  Urisniii,  "priie  tin  mot  fciDOt,Mi 
«liuiK«iiuml  de  luigngn,  il'un  viell  oxtmplolr*  curil  a 
en  pMchnmln,  et  trourC  en  In  mateun  ile  lu  JlcU  vfHe  d' 
rni)-M,lflil!"  — 

"  Or  en  CO  tmop*  irMl  ntiD  jnuiuMi  flilo  an  jali  ds  t< 
MBoctioiUx-huicl  rinsou  ouvlron.D 
parobM  nMDmo  l}oiai<n,  dlle  d'uo 
Tott;  qui  JuDiilt  n'Hrull  Titll  HilCre  clia««  qu«  gardar  laa  ■ 
anx  ctuni|H,  n  In  qusUii,  ninil  qo'elle  iliHiit,  m 
qaf  Dim  roulait  qu'alU  allaat  ilaian  1«  Rid  Chnrlw  Bt|)d 
pour  lay  a)it«r  et  le  aoii«iUer  ■ 
TiUat  ot  placu  qua  lo>  Anglola  aroionl  G(ini|ui*a>  on  >Ma 
La  qnaile  nxeluiina  olla  n'oaik  >Ilf 
qa'iUe  *fiivvlt  blen  qos  Jnmiu*  D>n»ent  oamimtjr  qirt 
flul  allM;  at  la  panuaila  tout  qu'il  In  inxiia  dovcrs  « 
bnnuna  iiurama  Uuiire  Roliert  da  UaudrlcouTt,  qui  f 
BfUrit  oappllaliia  ile  [a  rllli',  oil  CIuuiUhu  da  Vai 
■IMS  prooluiin  de  la  i  anrinel  alia  pHu  tre*  ImlannMlI  9 
flit  mmnr  devofs  le  Boy  do  Fmncc,  en  Icnr  dUant  q 
Dacaualra  qu'alla  purluat  a  luf  [hhit  Is  blaii  d>  Kr 
qua  elle  toy  remit  grand  Menu 
njaame,  e(  que  DIku  te  touluit  aiiul,  et  que  U  lay  ■• 
reTeld  pnr  plodeara  tair.    Vv  quelln  panllet  il  di 
tin  et  M  maeqner  el  I*  nipDMrit  iDMUHe :  umtM  foil  el 
MTEra  tiiiil  at  ■!  lon^omanl  qu'il  lay  ballla  nn  gi 
DOnmt  Ville  Robert,  el  ijueliiae  nombie  da  eoiih, 
nuuierent  derna  le  ror  r^ue  pour  lora  eaUiit  a  Chlnnn." 


None  4,  p.  30.  —  ty  ti^Ui*  ftart. 

TUii  ngroGi  Willi  the  nmioanl  of  lier  agt  given  by  Uelbi 
wbu  colli  her  "  a  yuuiig  wench  of  ati  eiglilcene  yei 
tiitiHir  uru  *he  ciiuiited  likeinrnn ;  i>r  [mrwii  dm 
and  nuinllSi  of  courage  greiit,  bnnlie,  mid  UonI  wllln 
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ondor  of  council,  tbough  ibu  were  not  U  tliem ;  grecl 

in  hir  tiiinilh  nlwut  all  li«r  butiiHwiu;  huinlile,  oIm- 
ii|  AiiUiig  liivan  ilnyi  tn  ilio  wwko."  — BJi««Aerf.  OOU, 
c  SeiTei  >[uaik>  ibui  of  bel:  "  A  yaung  mniilcni  oiuneil 
B  at  Arc.  Iwru  Ln  a  (illHgs  n[ion  Iti*  tlarchvs  of  Bam 
id  Domrmir,  Dacm  lu  Voucoulsun,  uT  tlie  o)^  i>re1t;)il*anu 
brentjr  joun,  l»ugJ  rnmi  biu«  jinniuU.  Ilor  blliar  wiu 
r  j\ii;,  i.inl  licr  molliDr  liobol, — pour*  ooantty 
iii'i'  up  Til  keep  llioir  ciUleil.    Sbs  toiil 

:    liu  abla  to  cbixs  Ilia  English  from 


ir  ihg  had  dvllrvretl  llii*  b)  ber  fnlllar,  niotlier,  unrl 

fcndghlxnui.theiinsaJiicdtogatotholjicdorCiiu'trlcourt, 

A  cf  Vnucolciin.    SUo  baldlj  dcllreml  unlu  liim,  uRvr 

Dnllnxry  nuuiner,  ilU  [hew  Bntiit  injnleriei,  u  muuli 

dftir  of  iJiiMn  u  not  bap«>l  fori  opeolallr  coming  fivm 

oulh  cif  a  poaro  cauDii7  muila,  wbom  tbcy  mlgbt  with 

p  rMMiii  bduira  lo  Im  posMued  of  Kitao  mcliuicholy  IiD- 

m  diTfn*];  iuapirail,  baiug  llic  Instrutiifnt  uf  wi  tuny 

femaillM,  In  lo  doijiinil  »  coiMn,  »tlrr  Iha  vnliis 

■  tf  M  peat  and  tunuiu  ponoDngw.    AC  iIib  flrit,  lis 

but  lM*uig  hoard  ber  with  niuts 

_   gby  liar  winpiinitc  diBRunrm  ami  in'Hlo-i 

it  *ba  *(iuka  nut  Idol;,  in  tha  'iid  tia  rowlvvi  to 

PUw  king  tta  his  iliMharge.    So  ili«  lutii^ca  nt 

It  daj-  of  Mb;,  MUred  like  a  num. 

mnilaat  itnunUniinM,  awcol,  dvlll,  and  nvuilii!*; 

LI  inu  tainparits,  nMKianblc,  luiil  reilrfldi  livr  iiis 

ti,  thawing  grant  cluwtily.    Ilndug  ipakcoi  Cu  tlia  king, 

mm  villi  whom  iJis  wu  lo  negooiue,  ilio  prcaenilT 

te  bar  lodgiiig,  with  nnnlil  wormui  thai  guided  hor,  with- 

■nitjr,  alIbiiUU<ni,  Inldlng,  itr  onanl]-  llgbtnesu.    Tluia 

nnart  whiob  tha  Orlglnnl  KtiHbutaa  to  h«r." 
hianl  OrlincatDa,  lUs  tnuulutor,  culls  her  in  ilis  mar^n, 
m  Vligiu,  at  niUier  Witcli." 


KoTi  R,  p,  SB.  —  IjiiI  lit  in  aruilt  lu^iniitd  m. 

"Tluiii  lbs  wuni  of  tlw  Lurd  ium«  aaiu  me,  Hijriagi  Bi 

KUrTncUUiMliilUobally,  IkaawiliiM;aiul  belcii«  i)uniC4 
fiirth  oui  u[  Uia  wniub,  1  HUiciifiod  ili 

■<  Then  said  1,  Ah,  Lord  God  I  behold,  I  cohtioC  epenki  I 
Ml  a  oluld. 

"But  cha  UrduddQiitcima,  S«7DDC,IuDftdilldi  II 
Bl«1iea(uallU»tI>liiiUun>Iil>aii  i 
thee,  UcM]  (Wt  ijieitk.  .  .  . 

"Thou,  therefor^  ^nl  lip  ih^  li 
Diito  l&cia  all  tluil  t  eommiuiil  thmi  Imi  not  lUtinNyeJ  at  ri 
bcei,  lout  1  iMiiCoiuul  (liDO  betbra  ihuii."  —  JtnmiiA,  olnprf 

KoTS  O,  p,  SI,  —  rnu^lil  aiKlnn  U  mnnilitd. 

**  Bat  u  (ur  Um  ntgfitjr  tniui,  ha  Iwrl  tlis  mrtli,  > 
hotBrnblD  mm  dwslt  in  lU 

■■  Diyt  ibuuhl  >|icak,  and  tnultitnde  of  jwnn  ihuuld  H 
wtiidaiu."  —  JiA. 

HoTK  T,  p.  31.  —  Xull  n'fT  (Kf  Jan/,  im>f  ifMolnM  aW  M 
■*  Wlill«  til*  Eiiglihh  uiil  frciich  oiiiMuil  Tor  duminloa,* 
reigiil>,  uiil  lira  iUolf,  awu't  giMil*  iu  Fnuice  " 
iBkeo  t}j  tliD  llceiue  of  tru,  DhnrchB4  ipcUed,  iDen 
murUicTcd  or  oouiiiled,  othcn  put  10  daMb  n  li 
Inw  ravubiiil,  miiul*  fini'ilily  Jntwii  (hira  nut  U 
emu  t<)  111-  ili'>l<iir«red  i  tntrrui  daily  tkkan,  dally  upaylfd,  i 
dcfticedi  ihcrbhetoftlia  InhubitantioiuTMdwhltlNrllied 
queran  think  good;  haauiaDilTllUgearonudUioutMt  ana 
no  hind  of  cruelty  i*l«ftui>pntutinJ  upon  tbe  miieniUe  7i 
■uillttidg  owuy  bnndnd  kind  i>f  iither  cmluiiiUe*  wbidi  dl 
once  oppcvBKl  llwm.    Add  henunlo  thM  Uie  oumin 
bcingdetlitula  oT  the  bolpof  lews (wbluh  for  Uwmn 
muto  iu  Umu  of  war  eud  inutiay),  flonlelli  up  and  dc 
init  any  onchonigs  at  tiffii  w  junIlcB.    Nnltlior  WHi  E> 
keneif  void  uf  tlmee  mlMtlileb,  who  emry  day  beard  lit*  nt 
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ti  ber  valiant  childreu*8  funerals,  ffluiii  in  peq)ctual  skirmishes 
and  bickerings,  her  gcnerui  wealth  continually  ebbed  and 
wained ;  so  that  the  evils  seemed  almost  equal,  luid  the  whole 
western  world  echoed  the  groans  and  pighs  of  either  nation*! 
quarrels,  being  the  common  argument  of  speech  and  compas- 
iioD  through  Christendom/*  —  Speed. 


Note  8,  p.  82.  Tliere,  in  tJie  hamkt  Arc, 

My  father* i  JtccUiny  sUinJt. 

When  Montaigne  saw  it  in  1580,  the  front  of  the  house  was 
coTered  with  paintings  representing  the  history  of  the  Maid. 
He  Miys,  **  Se:i  dc«ceiidans  furcnt  annoblis  par  favour  du  roi, 
et  nous  monstnircnt  les  armes  que  le  roi  Icur  doima,  qui  sont 
d'azur  h  un'  espec  droite  couronnce  et  i>oignee  d'or,  et  deux 
fliMirs  de  lis  d'or  au  cotd  do  ludite  cspde:  do  (juoy  un  receveur 
de  Vaucoulcur  donna  un  ci^cusson  point  ii  M.  de  ('asolis.  Le 
•levant  de  la  maisonette  o  'i  ello  naquit  est  toute  peinte  do  ses 
ppjiie*;  mujx  Tango  en  a  fort  corrumpu  la  jjointure.  II  y  a  aussi 
un  abro  lo  long  d*uno  vigno  qu*un  nonnnc  Tabro  do  la  I'ucelle, 
qui  n'a  imlle  autro  choso  it  rcmorquer." —  Votjaytt  dt  Montaigne, 
i.  p.  17. 

**  Ce  n'dtait  qu'une  maisonnette;  et  copcndant  die  a  Rub- 
%\fi^  juequ'a  uos  jours,  grilcc  au  zelo  national  du  mairo  et  des 
habitans  do  Domreniy,  qui  pendant  Ic?  dcrni  res  annoes  du 
gouvemement  inipi^riai,  voyant  qu'on  refusait  do  lour  alluuer 
la  sunnnc  n<?cessuirc  jMjur  son  ontrotien,  y  suppl<5C'n'nt  par  une 
w»U!»cription  volontaire;  tant  Ic  respect  et  la  vi-nrration  quo  les 
Vfrtus  in-ipircnt,  peuvcnt  quolquotbis  j)n»longor  la  ilur<>o  dos 
nnHiuniciis  les  plu;*  simples  ot  Its  plus  fragile*."  —  Le  lirun  de 
(Jiarmittts^  t.  i.  244. 

It  appears,  however,  that,  wliatcver  might  bo  the  respect 
and  veneration  of  the  inhabitants  for  this  illn^^triou^  heroine  and 
martyr,  they  allowed  tlie  cottage  in  which  >«he  wm>  born  to  bo 
villanou-ly  ilesecnited,  viTy  soon  after  th«'ir  national  fi'cling 
hail  been  thus  pniised.  The  author,  whoso  book  was  imblished 
oidy  in  the  second  year  (1817)  after  the  overthrow  of  the  Im- 
oeriui  Government,  addi  *he  following  note  to  this  p:u»sage* 
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"  Do|mi>  r^poqiw  ob  ae  paamgc  a  ttt  f-^rit,  !t  pivmll  qi 

Hin-i't  fOiit  flirt  ohaiigiiM. 

da  U  MvtiHii  '  L«*  ohKiolire*  ub  logirtiil  catta  b4n4ii* 

|ur«iii  Mmt  wnrartlu  en  ^Inblet;  dc  rlli  uiimnuK  o 

i'dSiilMoiaaut  iln  lie  ilo  Jsuiiiie  a' Arc,  u 

Ttnrenna  ilu 


Hmn  9.  p. ».  —  i^  ilaf  /  dntt  m)  /aOuf*  Jliitk  o/rlj 
"  Ptapie  fuuiiil  out  B  iiR4iuriiiinicl<u  la  li*r  •iluciLlloB,*<a 
oI<l  t'altnr,  "IbiX  to  liuu-likB  a  tiririE  thonltl  (m  bnd  ■ 
■licsp  llkd  Duvlil." 


'■  ll  lj  Mid,  thnf,  when  LUuiieut  tvni  In  Englniul,  I 
than  wltli  Kiijr  otiier  nf  our  imtlre  (iliuiU."  —  Mn-  Brnj/'t  txt- 

ttt,  1.  aio. 

Nonlt,  p.  U.  — i'fnA.'  ioAti-'m'i^'^'*'*^^i 

But  hae  ikt  Kntihtd  lot*  10  Ihlmt  ^  Att, 
0  Ihov  Unt  t-mrforttr  I  At  JHitJ^  all 
Who  ton  no/rii«il6aUti 
"  0  DMith!  Iinwbii(»rln  Iha  miiKmlinitm  tittbvt  Ma  man 
thtt  llroih  al  rut  in  lii>  pnw>»lon>i  uato  tEia  rnnii  (bat  luib 
nOlhlDit  to  TGX  Uhn,  nnd  Ilint  hnlh  proiperttfli]  nil  thingi;  }<•, 
nnto  hlni  tlut  U  ; «t  %hte  lo  recalvs  m«t  1 

**  D  Dmtli  ]  kCMpMlite  !•  Iliy  Mntaiiri  unto  Ih*  ii**i1ji  tod 
nnto  him  whoM  iinngili  bileih,  ihm  !■  now  fn  tbii  LiM  i^. 
■ad  ll  rcxed  trilh  nil  Ihinc*;  'nd  I"  h<m  Uint  daipiilrelh,  uid 
hub  kat  pntloncv."  —  ErcUiiiuiitiu,  xll.  1,  t. 


Not*  II.  p.  40.  —  rftint  mS'/Odt,  jptmg  aaa  ! 
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were  msilEed  bj  Udeons  grossness  and  rices  that  may  not  be 
vttered* 

**  Of  art!  »  m,  OTimplM  art  not  good.** 

Sir  William  Mexmndtr. 

Tot  it  may  be  right  to  jiutify  the  saying  in  the  text  by  an 
extract  from  the  notes  to  Andrews^s  **  History  of  Great  Britain :  *' 
"  Agricola  quilibet,  sponsam  jurenem  acquisitus,  ac  in  ricinia 
allci\jas  Tin  nobilis  et  pnepotcntis  habitant,  cnidelissime  vexa- 
baitiir.  Nempe  nonnnnquam  in  ejus  domum  imicns  iste  opti- 
mas,  niagn&  comitunto  cutcn-&,  prctium  tugens  rcdcmptionis 
exigeret,  ac  si  noii  protuius  solverot  coIona«,  istum  misernm  in 
magna  area  protmdens,  vcnustsB  ac  tencne  uxori  suie  (snper 
ipsam  arcam  prostratse)  vim  vir  nobilis -adferret;  voce  excla- 
mans  horrcnda,  *  Andine,  nistice !  jamjam,  iinpor  hnno  arcam 
constupratur  dilccta  tua  sponsa!*  atque  peracto  hoc  scelcre 
nefando  relinqiierctur  (horre.'Co  rcfercns)  sufTocntione  exi>iraTis 
maritiu,  nif*i  mngiio  prctio  spcnsa  nnper  vitiata  liberationem 
ejus  rcdimcrct."  ^  J.  dt  Paris. 

Let  us  add  to  this  the  tletc<t:iblc  Iiistork'ofa  great  commnn- 
der,  under  Charles  VII.  of  Fnincc,  tlie  Bastanl  of  lk>urbon, 
who  (after  having  cnmmit'oil  the  most  execrable  crimes  during 
a  sorics  of  years  with  imj •unity)  was  drowncil,  in  1441,  by  tlie 
C<.Hi<tablo  Ricliemont  (a  trcachcrnus  as^ea^siri  him-cif,  but  a 
mirrf>r  of  justice  when  c«>inparcd  to  «omc  of  hi-*  contcinporariex), 
on  it*  being  prove«l  njraiii-t  liim,  "quod  *uper  ijj'um  marirum 
vi  prostnitum,  ux'»ri.  f'rii-tra  rojiuirnanTi,  vim  a<lru!cn»t.  Eii- 
*uitc  il  avoit  fait  ]»ritTrr"  ot  ■!».'<•«  upor  Ic  man,  taut  que  c'^tuit 
pitio  a  voir."  —  J/t/«.  ik  li'uh*  iiwut. 


Note  13,  p.  41. —  Think  th'it  Ihcrt  art  suclt  in/n'ors. 

I  translate  the  following  a:ieC'i«jto  of  the  Bhick  Prince  from 
Fit)i.'««art :  — 

"  Tlic  Prince  of  Wales  was  al)out  a  month,  an«l  not  longer, 
before  the  citv  of  Lvmo;rc.-*;  and  he  diil  not  a««««ault  it,  but 
llwnys  continued  mining.  When  the  miners  of  the  prince  had 
fiuislied  their  work,  tliey  sai'l  t«)  him,  *  Sir,  we  will  throw  down 
a  great  part  of  the  wall  ir*i  tlio  moat  wliencvcr  it  !«hall  please 


!W4  southek's  pqkms. 

irou,  Ml  llinl  yon  muy  ealtr  luto  Ibe  cil;  at  ynur  tut  w 

danger.'    Tbe>a  wonla  grant]/  ptansed  tli«  priue«,  who  mUI 

them,  *  I  eboow  tlmt  yout  vary  ihooM  lie  mnnllbJUd  to 

*t  Qua  bnur  at  duybrenk.'    Then  His  ii ' 

niliiMa  the  nexi  tnoniiiie  ns  iho  jirliioe 

orartlmw  iignst  p»4i*  of  Ui*  wall,  wbicli  flllntl  Uio  nuMIw. 

U  hul  CdUod.    Tba  Engliiih  nw  all  Ihu  nry  wHIIdkI/]  « 

tUej-  w*ra  th«ro  nil  uiai'il,  uid  rend;  Co  eiitsr  lalo  tlw  tc 

ThMo  nbn  wore  on  fool  coaltl  outer  U 

anMrdI,  and  mi  (o  Uie  |[Ble,  uid  bml  It  to  tba  nurli,  nod  ■ 

tbs  barrlen  ilIm);  Ibr  Ibtm  viw  nii  ilvftnM:  uui 

^la  M>  tnililMily,  lb»t  ibe  |>«i]i1c  of  lb*  tuwii  w 

tluir  guuid,    Ajid  ib«n  jvu  lulgbt  bore  wmil  tba  pritKW,  4 

Dnke  of  Lanculer,  Um  Count  vf  Cantorbaiy,  tba  Conot  I 

PambTobe,  Mtulra  Ouixluurt  Uiuigle,  uid  all  Uia  otlwr  d 

and  thair  p«ni>la  who  BDlMttd  Inj  uid  rur 

prapiuvd  to  rlo  miwhiiir,  uid  (o  ntii  iJirough  tli«  town,  u 

Ull  mu)  and  wamnti  and  alilldnn;  nnd  «>  tlivy  hiid  b 

comrauidcLl  in  do.    Tbora  wiu  a  ruu  pitlfli)  ti/fiil ;  tot  man  m 

winnan  aiid  ubllilran  cut  ibwaMlToa  on  thtir  kiwei  beteet  I] 

Iiriuca,  aod  i*riiHl, '  Mcrcyl '     But  be  wu  «  In 

gnmt  n>^  that  ha  h>anl  tbom  nut:  noltbar  ni 

wDuld  h«  bonri  but  tbey  wore  iJl  poi  to  tbe  iwonl  wha 

tlU7  ware  CjuiuI,  and  tli«e  pcot^Is  bad  nol  bsen  gullly. 

not  ba«  tiiay  euiild  lutTB  no  pity  ajion  poor  pcoptt,  who  It 

utrrr  iMaii  powsrrul  auuugh  lo  d'l  any  trcntun.    Tbam  w 

haurl  «o  ImrI  in  lbs  oHjr  of  Lfmnge*,  which  hail  «i 

bfMin*  of  Ood,  that  did  not  bunant  tlia  graal  mlaahlaf  Umt  m 

tfaai«i  &ir  mwre  ibui  thus  tboiuaud  d 

childran  wgn  put  ta  dculb  thni  day.    Gud  ha«  ibeb'  toubi  t 

liulred  Uiay  warn  martyTed.    In  niitnnng  the  tnmi,  ■  puQr  ■ 

tlia  Kngllah  went  to  tlie  pabica  nf  tba  hiihnp,  and  ftnand  b' 

Uiora,  and  took  htm  and  lad  bim  b«(iire  Iha  piia«a,  wbo  lo  ~ 

at  him  wllh  «  miinlnratu  look  fJititBew 

word  ttant  be  couLl  Hv  lo  him  wai  thai  hl>  bead  (hoold  Im  01 

off  t  and  tlicn  bo  mmla  bIm  bo  taken  trom  btii  p 

I.  *U 

The  erima  irhlr.li  the  pmple  of  LTmogea  had  eominl 
■B«  that  iif  lurrtniliiriog  whon  ihej  had  bean  besieged  by  d 
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Dalce  of  Berry  vid  !n  eonseqnence  turning  French,  And  this 
crime  WM  thu*  punished  at  a  period  when  no  venatiiitj  of 
oooduct  waa  thought  dishonorable.  The  phmses  '^toamer 
Aogkiis,"  ^  toomer  Francois,**  "  retoumer  Anglois/*  occur  re- 
peatedly in  Froissart  I  should  add,  that,  of  nil  the  heroes  of 
this  period,  the  BbelL  Prince  was  the  most  generous  and  the 
must  humane. 

After  the  English  had  taken  the  town  of  Monterenu,  the 
Seigneur  de  Guitery,  who  commanded  there,  retired  to  the 
eastle;  and  Henry  V.  threatened,  unless  he  surrendered,  to  hang 
eleven  gentlemen  taken  in  the  town.  Thenc  poor  men  entreated 
the  gorernOT  to  comply,  for  the  sake  of  saving  tholr  Uvca,  letting 
him  at  the  same  time  know  how  iraposAiblo  it  was  that  his 
defence  could  be  of  any  avail.  He  was  not  to  be  persuaded; 
and  when  thej  saw  this,  and  knew  tlmt  tliey  must  die,  some 
of  them  requested  that  thoy  might  fir^t  tmo  their  wives  and 
their  friends.  This  was  allowed.  **  L2t  y  cut  <Ic  i>iteux  regrets 
au  prendre  cong<^,"  says  Pierre  de  Fanin;  an«I,  on  the  following 
morning,  they  were  executed  as  Henry  had  threatened.  The 
govcnior  held  out  for  Ht^een  day$>,  and  then  yioMod  by  a  capitu- 
Latiou  which  secured  himself.  —  (  OjU.  dts  Mannirts^  t.  v.  p.  4u6.) 

la  the  whole  history  of  these  dreadful  times,  I  remember 
but  one  man  wliom  the  cnielty  of  the  aj:<3  ha<l  not  contami- 
nated; and  that  was  the  I'ortugue^e  hero  Nuno  Aivares  I'ereini, 
a  man  who  api>carA  to  me  to  have  been  a  perfect  example  of 
patriotism,  hen^isni,  and  every  noble  and  lovely  quality,  above 
all  others  of  any  aj:o  or  country. 

Atrocious,  however,  as  the:«e  instance^  are,  they  Beeni  as 
nothing  when  compared  to  the  atrocities  wliich  the  French 
exercise«l  upon  eacii  other.  When  Soi-><*ii'*  wa-*  caj)tured  by 
Charles  VI.  (1411)  in  j-crxHi,  "in  ro;r:jril  to  the  destruction 
committed  by  tlic  kiii^r's  anny,"  says  Moii>tn-l!et,  "it  cannot 
be  estimated;  fi»r,  after  they  had  iilundereil  all  tho  iidiabitants 
and  their  dweliinpj-,  tiiey  cle-|K)iied  the  churfius  and  inonas- 
terie-*.  Thi\v  even  t<»«ik  and  rol^hcil  the  nio-t  p:irt  t-f  the  wicred 
shrines  of  many  bodies  of  saint>*,  which  tliey  stripped  of  all  the 
precious  Ktonc"*,  ;rold,  ainl  silver,  top;eiljer  witli  many  otiier 
jewels  and  holy  tiiin;:.'''  appertainin;^  to  the  aforc^aiil  churches. 
There  is  nut  a  Christian  but  would  have  shuddered  at  the  atro- 
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souTSHr'a  i-oEua. 


doils  cxfatta*  oommitted  by  th*  toldiery  in  Solwon*!  n 
wsmrii  violniod  boforg  ibeir  huibonik;  j^uiig  ilanMaU,  1| 
pmencB  uf  llieit  pnnnt*  aiul  ralatiTBi  j  bulj'  uotit,  gantleirt 
uf  kUniliksiur  nliain  tlian  nens  ui]ui]r  In  Ilia  tuwn;  all,4^ 
greoMr  part,  wor*  Tiolstad  agalntt  their  willt  liy  dlTsn  n 
mndatbdn,  wild,  aner  hiving  latJAted  their  airn  limcnliu 
dtliTcro'l  ilicm  orer  witbout  mtrrf  u  Ihoir 

C1lTi>tiiuii,  cni»,<lcriiig  tlie  many  [innniis  of  Iiigb  rukj 
viro  pnwiiiit,  anil  wb<iin*da  no  iITartii  Cu  cliwk  tl 
ware  nko  many  fwiitlsmcu  la  ths  king**  annjr,  who  hid  r* 
in  tha  town,  lu  ircll  tocnlKr  M  ohurctiniBU;  tiul  llie  d 
Tu  iKiI  UiD  1c»  OD  tliU  ucounL"  —  Vol.  l 

WliBi  a  mttlannl  conlnul  l>  there  lietvreeii  the  n 
whldti  Ui*  ICnglialiuiil  Frnioli  hav*  condudwd  their  cirU^ 
Evan  In  tha  wen  of  the  Pronde,  when  nU  partlet  ■ 
Ihoronglily  unprrnoipled,  cruoltloi  «er«  eoinniUtdl  n 
ild«>,  which  K  might  tiuve  been  diouglit  DDthiag  but  the  U 
flMlin^  of  ■  iicrvsrUd  rDligiuus  |ji1iic<plG  caulil  hun  g 


MuTKl4,p.  41. —  Ttl  hatgi  and  puBt /br  Jie± 

Boliiulied  nT*>  •peil'inE  of  tbn  titgn  nt  Bonn,  " 
nhenne  haw  dccnlla  dogn,  n 

the  toviitf,  flud  bow  (rreodilio  Ihcy  were  by  Ihe  poore  p 
ratal)  anil  lUvniirad.  wi'l  how  the  people  deiUo  died  ftr  Ih 
toei.mJ  yrnngin/anli  lalt  tucking  fit  Ih*  Mrttttm 
trtaiu,  Mitg  dnul-tl'irn^  for  haAgtr,  tlie  reiuler  night  ll 

Bow  IB,  p.  *I.  —  rfta  »r<y(r<  a^  fle  loi 
"Dnnot  the  Icon  nm  down  the  wlilow'tcboekf  •Bdl| 
bar  cry  apiiiwl  lilm  that  cauMtli  Ih 

»  The  Uml  will  lid  b>  aluck  Itil  he  hnva  « 
l)i«loli»(rf  thanmoercinil;  till  h«  linve  iikannwajUi 
lode  of  ilie  proud,  uid  broken  Uie  Kieptra  uf  tha  bi 
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MOTB  le,  p.  48.—  7%e  Fountain  of  ike  Ftdriet. 

•»In  the  JouTEud  of  Paris,  in  the  reigns  of  Charles  VL  and 
VIL,  it  is  asserted  that  the  Moid  of  Orleans,  in  answer  to  an 
interrogatory  of  the  doctors,  whether  she  had  ever  as-dsted  at 
the  assem)|lies  hclf*  at  the  Fountain  of  the  Fairies,  ne.ir  Dom- 
prein,  round  wliicii  the  evil  spirits  dance,  confessed  thnt  she  had 
often  repaired  to  a  beautiful  fountain  in  tiie  country  of  Lor- 
raine, which  she  named  the  good  Fountain  of  the  Fairies  of  our 
Lord.**  —  From  the  moiu  to  the  Enyluh  vereion  of  Le  Grand'e 
FabHina. 


N'lTB  17,  p.  iS.  —  They  hoe  to  lie  and  rock  upon  i(8  have*. 

"Being  aslccd  whether  she  had  ever  seen  any  fairies,  she 
answered  no,  but  that  one  of  hor  goilmothers  prctuinlcd  to  have 
iccn  some  at  the  Fairy-treo,  near  the  village  of  Dompre.**  — 
Hi^inn. 


Note  18,  p.  44.  —  Mtmory,  thouijht,  tctre  fftme, 

**  In  this  representation,  which  I  made  to  place  mysell  near 
to  Chritet,**  says  St.  Teresa,  "  there  would  come  sudtleiil y  upon 
me,  without  either  expectation  or  any  preparation  on  iny  part, 
such  an  evident  feeling  of  the  presence  of  God  as  that  I  c<*ul(l 
by  no  means  doubt  but  that  cither  ho  wsls  within  me,  or  else  I 
ull  in^lt'ed  in  him.  This  was  not  in  the  manner  of  a  vision; 
but  1  think  they  cull  it  myi^tical  theology:  and  it  i<us])en(ls  the 
Mul  in  such  sort,  thnt  she  seems  to  be  wholly  out  of  lierself. 
The  will  is  in  act  of  lovinj;;  the  memory  seom.s  tt)  be  in  a  man- 
ner lost;  the  understanding,  in  my  opinion,  discourse^  not;  and, 
although  it  be  not  lost,  yet  it  works  not,  as  iSvas  ^ayin^  but 
remains  as  it  were  amazed  to  i'onsi«liT  liow  much  it  undur- 
It^itids."  —  Lij'e  if  St.  Ti  rts^i^  wrillin  bj  hi  m  Jf. 

Teresa  wa.'«.  well  ac«iuaiiited  ^\ith  tlic  fecling-i  of  (•iirhu-i:J>m. 
1  had,  however,  described  the  pon.-ations  of  the  Maitli-t  Orleauh 
bpfort'  1  bad  met  witli  the  Ufu  of  the  saint. 


— iiut  Aty  Aaltpiriik  isliu  njjii  m    I 
Inillgniilirni,  nnd  pour  ant  wnlh,  iu»I  MB 


periih  nliD  oppreu  tlie  people  I 


NoTsaO,  p 


—  Th*  hoitrU'  grndAtippera  thtir  t 


Q,  p.  «.—  T 

Sunn  ihrili  imd  ttatlitt. 

Tb*  opiihBtt  dria  and  AoarM  will  not  ippcnr  liuwiiKnnnu 

taouo  who  liBS  ailaadoil  to  tlui  graHboppo't  chirp.    Gaatna 

bu  cliamctHrittil  tli«  wunil,  by  &  woni  nruiiily  tccuntu,  in 

hit  tatc  ofn  gnuiboppor  vtiu  pendieil  upon  St.  KniHTif'ji  llufvr, 

MDil  Ming  tlis  pniiae  ol  Ood  nnd  lh«  wuuilpn  at  ti>« 

In  liu  TcnmmliT  longiic,  St.  Fmnoil  oDil  uU  Uio  g 

liateniug  wkih  ci|uaI  cilifisationi- 

•■arwJi. 

CuLif1)«l  |at  lie  cflcnub}  cli?ftclk^.^^ 

/'..  adtrm  JlngtBai  O, 
Parhip*  lie  ramninbereil  I' 
UuMUDDio  tioel, — 

"  SvbtU  lu  qqaioti*  delj^nt  ric^v, 

Qua  Dilhl  nuvpunt  dclfmi Jo  t* 

TbB  mnrgiiutl  ooM  uy*,  "  Cicignra.  i"x  eieibia  vbI  i-ltpila. 

St.  KrancI*  UlKired  mnch  in  th>  oonruninn  '>r  iniininlii,  [a 
His  Bd*  lorlm  of  plduiM  reprenntiiiE  hif  lire.  Iii'i>)t  pulnlal 
Ibr  the  nsw  Frnncltsin  oan*eitt  it  Madiiit,  I  n 
bin)  preach  to  a  eougreguttan  of  Ulri:  Unueiu  luu  k 
upon  bl>  iiuiructing  >  awe.  iti*  (ulrloa  bi  lisr  U  m 
Cnrloua :  — 

"TUtiMuteli*, 


Uilt  (tdoia  trlb  liuUi,  fnUru." 
Thvrc  1«  anndiH  npcm  hi>ontiv*nhi)!twi)lnmb«,whDMpi 
wtn  miTr*  xrcwpCiibla  to  Ood,  lUrot  I  uyi  b«, 
pnolmt.    ir  ibo  nun,  who  look  euv  of  (Iidid  In  hi*  >1 
hieliuod  lo  Ihi  »-be<l,  — 

•■  mttr  AcniM  b>nr  bi«  bet  wo 


IL  Knutrl*'!!  Ilu(rr, 
>  (iT  U>«  ova  bod; 
I  tbo  gnuitapfm 

Zuiltoiwlla  tJ^^H 
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NoTB  21,  p.  47.  —  Tk€  memory  of  Jum  pritoned  ytart. 

*'The  Maid  declared  upon  her  trial,  that  God  loved  the 
Dake  of  Orleans,  and  that  she  had  received  more  rcvehitioiis 
eonceming  him  than  any  person  living,  except  the  king."  — 
Ropin, 

Orleans,  during  his  long  captivity,  ^  had  learned  to  court 
the  fair  ladies  of  England  in  their  native  strains.*'  Among  the 
Harteian  MSS.  is  a  collection  of  **  love  poems,  roundels,  and 
iongs,'*  composed  by  the  French  prince  during  his  conflne> 
ment 


NoTB  22,  p.  48.  —  The  pritonerg  of  that  shamtful  day  outtummed 

Their  conjuerort. 

According  to  Holinflhcd,  the  English  army  con?i.««tcd  of  only 
fifteen  thousand  men,  hnr:i!>«cd  with  u  tedious  miirch  of  a 
month,  in  very  bad  weather,  through  nn  enomyN  country,  and 
f)r  the  most  part  sick  of  a  flux.  He  states  the  number  of 
French  at  sixty  thoui^and,  of  whom  ten  thousand  were  slain, 
and  fifteen  hundred  of  the  higher  order  taken  prisoner?.  Some 
historians  make  the  disproportion  in  numbers  still  greater. 
Gooilwin  suys  that  among  the  slain  there  were  one  archbishop, 
three  ilukes,  six  earU,  ninety  ban.ms,  fifteen  hundred  knight**, 
nnd  seven  thou»ind  esquires  or  gentlemen. 


Note  23,  p.  48.  -^  From  his  hersed  htntmen  how  the  nrrofcs  Jfeie. 

'ThU  wa«*  the  u«ual  method  of  m:ir>iiulling  the  Ijowmen.  At 
Cre—y  "  the  archers  stootl  in  mniincr  of  an  her«e,  about  two 
hundred  in  front  and  but  fortv  in  ih'pth.  which  is  undoubtodlv 
the  !»e«t  way  of  embattelling  arclw^rs, especially  wIhmi  the  enemy 
is  very  numerous,  as  at  thi«<  time:  for,  by  the  breadth  of  the 
front,  the  extension  of  the  enemie<  front  is  match<»<l:  and,  by 
rea*on  of  the  thinners  in  flank,  the  arrows  do  moro  certain  exe- 
cution, l>eing  more  likely  to  reach  home."  —  liarmn. 

The  victorv  at  Poictiers  is  chiofllv  attributed  to  the  hpr<e  of 
archers.  After  mentioning  the  coniluet  an«l  couniL'<^  of  the  Eng- 
lish leaders  in  that  battle,  Barnes  say*,  "  But  all  this  CMurago 


210  socthet's  rOKUa. 

hull  been  tlimwti  iwny  lo  no  piirjioia,  hnil  It  not  b«m  Mcoiulaj 
bj  tlis  exlmimllnnry  Kftllantiy  of  (lie  EngU«b  ireh«r*,  wlia  Im- 
ImtsiI  thooMBlvsi  that  iky  villi  wtmderful  oonanuiBy,  jiacrit^, 
uiitrMoluiiani  m  Oai  bf  thttir  roeiuu,  In  a  nuniiar,  all  iIm 
French  Imituil*  nceivod  thair  flnt  full,  being  by  Uw  (MflH4 
nrrowi  w  giilluil  Biul  MrriHed,  that  thay  Wers  SMily  upMuJ  t« 
Uw  men  of  nnnt." 

"  WlUiaut  nil  naoilioiii  tha  fcuni  whidh  aro  ii««J  mur.aHldji 
tra  ntittiBr  M  tarrible  in  bniile,  nin  Uo  inch  exocuiluu,  luw  mA 
mcb  oonfUiion,  m  umw«  on  •bi:  tor  bullets,  iieing  uol  MM, 
only  hurt  wlien  tlicyhit;  but  arruwn  eiirag*  tin  Ikhmj  itaii 
bmtlc  the  wny,  am]  t«rnry  all  Ibal  behuld  UioiD  In  tba  budte 
of  thair  mlghbort.  Kot  lo  My  that  every  areber  cm  ■tasM 
IhrioB  10  a  j(uiiiiBi't  oncB,  uiil  that  whole  •quailnnu  of  bent* 
may  let  lly  at  one  cin)»,  wlien  mly  one  or  two  fll«s  of  mi*. 
ketesn  e«i  dixihargg  at  onoe.  Alto,  thai,  wlicime  |!i»>*  "* 
waleaa  when  ymr  piket  jirin,  b»cau>e  the^  oiily  do  exeuniliia 
pcAnl-hlanlc,  tha  arrotn,  whieb  wiU  lull  at  niii<bi[n,  luay  ia 
liood  MrrlM  even  behiiii]  ynuinien  uf  ana*.  Ami  ii  1>  tisiD. 
rioiu,  tluit.  at  tha  tnmnu»  bnllle  nf  Le]mnto,  the  I  nrkfli  tnvt 
did  nioro  miHhier  than  ilie  ChriMian  urtlilery.  Uuiids*,  ii  U 
not  the  leut  otuamble,  tiint,  irhereiu  tlie  wonkut  uiny  >w 
pins  a*  vitU  Bt  the  irrongeit,  in  Uioh  day*  ynur  laaty  and  tall 
yeiineii  wnrs  cliiKeii  for  the  bow;  kIium  hue  being  buanad 
with  one  [nilnt,  and  tlialr  jiiclteta  liuig  and  eiuiy  to  nhoot  Iv, 
they  lind  tlioir  iimbi  at  l\iil  liberty,  to  that  they  tnlghl  e-uDy 
dniTf  b«wi  or  pout  rtrenglh,  nnd  shoot  wTOwi  of  ■  yard  bnf 
bailda  Iho  hoa J,"  —  Jojuia  llartu*. 


KoTK  114,  p.  ii.  —  Til  lum  «■  lit  drjinctttti  pruumin 
Hit  cmtJ  nninf  i/  mnqufU 
"  During  the  beat  of  tUn  combat,  irbea  iho  Kngliib  had 
gained  tha  ngiiier  hnnd,  and  luaiie  wrarul  priMmcru,  aant  wa* 
brought  to  Kiug  lleivy  lluit  the  Frencli  <•■(«  ailockhig  lib 
renr,  and  had  already  caplared  tha  grenMr  pari  n(  lilt  bnn>ge 
and  »moptarJior»ei,  Thi>  waa  Indeed  true:  for  Robtiiet  de 
BoureonTlllo,  KiKlurt  de  Clnmiue,  Yumbarl  d'AtincouR,  aud 
tmne  uthur  men-itl-nnn*,  with  abuul  tlx  UitudroJ  jxaMUta,  liad 


J 


a  opuD  Btiil  ttkan  gnat  pnrl  ar  ll 


Lngpige,  a 


u  oscnjiW  iu  till  bnlilo. 
I'lii*  dutreiwd  the  lUng  Taiy  muoh;  for  bo  now  tliat,  thougb 
Iha  Fraufh  anny  had  been  routed,  tUov  von  cuUccciag  on 
•tilTiiRat  [>»rts  or  the  plain  lu  Inr^  l»)iil«<i  wid  lie  waa  xTnii 
Uioy  wuald  rMiinie  tlis  bottle:  he  thHrefare  cmiMil  itulaut 
prDelwnation  to  be  maJe  by  wuad  of  trumpet,  Cbnt  svorjr  one 
(boabl  put  bis  [inionan  to  Oonlb,  to  prevent  tbem  Trora  nidlng 
■fa*  nnemy,  ahould  tbc  comtnLl  bo  renewed.  Tbit  caused  an 
bMUDtaneaat  anil  ganentl  muiBcni  oT  Ibe  Fraacb  prlionen, 
teeMloaeil  by  Ibe  diignicerul  cundact  of  Boblnet  da  Bonruun- 
l4De,  Y'Hmlxirt  d'Auncoarl,  nnd  tba  olben,  wbo  irere  oOar- 
ward*  puniihed  for  It,  and  iinpriMiied  h  very  long  time,  by 
Ihike  Jobn  of  Baipindy,  notwlihttanding  ibey  had  nuulA  k 
pnacnt  to  the  Coanl  da  Cbiraloli  of  a  moat  precious  tword, 
ORiamenUJ  with  dbuDOiult,  tbitt  had  belonged  to  Ibe  King  iif 
Eaijianil.  Tliey  hud  taken  Ihli  sword,  with  olbar  riali  jewul«, 
frnn  King  tlenry't  baggage,  and  had  mude  this  pnwsnt,  thai. 
In  ana  tboy  ahouU  m  any  time  ha  cnllad  to  an  account  for 
what  Uiey  had  doue,  Iba  couut  might  atand  than'  friend."  — 


When  tlie  Kiiig  of  England  hail,  on  Ihla  Salunbiy,  begun  bit 
waroL  towarda  Culal),  many  of  lite  French  returned  to  the 
bid  of  bafJo,  where  tbo  bodiai  bad  been  lurnotl  aver  mora 
■hail  «ic«.  ume  to  teak  foe  tbebr  lord*,  and  ciu^  Ihciu  to  Ibeh' 
e«D  coautrie*  for  burint,  otiion  to  pilbige  what  tlie  Eugliata 
had  left.  King  Henry's  unny  hud  oidy  taken  gold,  lUvor,  rich 
dnasLi,  babnet*,  and  whut  waa  of  value;  Ibr  whieh  retuoii,  the 
Cwtar  purl  of  Iha  armor  wbj  untouahed,  and  ou  the  dead 
tadkal  but  It  did  Dot  long  ramuin  tliiu,  for  it  waa  very  toon 
•Mppad  off;  and  even  the  sliirtt,  mid  nil  other  pans  uf  Iheir 
4m*s  wire  carried  away  by  the  peHioiit*  of  the  utjoiiiing 
ftllB(W. 

The  twdla  were  lelt  exp«ed  lu  naked  ai  when  ihoy  Came 
htto  llie  wnrld.  On  iho  Siicurday,  Sunday,  UoiiJny,  Tuctday, 
taS  Wadnaday,  the  aorpsat  of  many  prlncoi  were  well  washed 
(al  ratoail,  —  namely,  the  Dukei  of  Bcaliaiil,  Bar,  and  Alaiifou ; 
tba  CoBDti  da  Neven,  de  BlaatDont,  de  VauileuionI,  de  Kaal 
^aoitvrgei  tba  Lord  da  Dtunpiarre;   Admiral  Sir  Cbarlet 


Vr\im  Uiiion,  nl  Ucailiii.  Otiicn  Hcra  currlvi!  by  U 
TUnU,  Mms  to  their  own  ouuutriH,  nnil  uUien  U 
churchM.  All  wlio  WBra  rt<ougiiis*il  w«ni  Ml[«n  « 
buried  In  tha  clrurchoa  it  tlieir  mnuun. 

Wh«n  PUUlppe,  Uount  ita  Cliarololn,  bsird  of  Uia  onft<l*> 
UaM  and  melnueholy  illtitMar  of  tlio  I'raiioh,  h*  wni  In  ({null 
pW;  mora  Mpwiwilr  Ibr  Uih  doiitli  iif  bli  (Tro  udcIm,  11m 
Ihilu  of  Bnbruil  and  Oouiil  (tn  NvTan.  Movfd  by  ctnipnatlnn, 
lis  MOHd  an  tlint  hud  rcmt^nod  cxpMed  oa  the  B«lil  at  banlt 
to  be  iniemd,  uti  oonniiiwLMinl  the  Abtiot  de  KanuiiuiTilla 
uid  Die  UailllT  of  Aln  to  liave  It  duni.  Th*y  ro«i»ur»il  mt  a 
■qniire  «f  twenty-dvo  yunlii,  Whwroln  wbtb  ilag  tljr»«  ti 
twolre  f««t  wfdn,  In  whlota  won  buried,  by  an  acaMi 
i  elglit  hundred  men.  It  mi  not  km 
many  had  been  carried  airay  by  ttanlr  mends,  ncv  i 
ber  or  (lie  wuuudod  lutd  diod  hi  hoepiuJi,  lowm,  vl 
in  Ihe  ailinceiiC  nruodn)  but,  u  I  liiive  briar*  ■■ 
have  been  eery  great 

Tlii*  s^unre  wu  MinwcnteJ  as  a  bniTtiig-iffaaiid  1| 
Biniioii  rir  Giiiiiet,  el  the  cxmmiind,  niul  u  [Rurunlara  tf 
lie  Lutmbnarg,  Bluhop  of  Tlieronane.     tl  mu 
by  a  itTDUg  hedge  nf  thenn,  to  pmimnt  •olrei  a 
entertag  it,  and  tearing  up  and  denurmg  the  bodies. 

In  conseqneDce  of  this  tad  event,  »ine  leuned  d 
n  mnde  the  ftillowing  v 
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**  Ah,  feebile  woe,  whow  impotent  comoundi 
The  TC17  TaMals  boldly  dare  despbe! 
Ah,  helplau  monarch,  vhoi<e  anerrate  hands 

And  waTering  eoannels  dire  no  high  em  prise! 
Thy  hapleM  reign  will  cause  our  team  to  dow, 
And  fill  tho  land  with  beggan,  wuU  we  trow.** 

JeAiirjfV  MfiHttrtUt,  vol.  ir.  p.  195. 

According  to  Piorre  de  Fonin,  the  English  did  not  bury 
their  own  dead;  bat  their  loss  was  so  simdl  that  this  i^  very 
unlikely.  He  says,  "  Apr6s  cette  doulourcu^e  jouni^,  et  quo 
Unites  les  deaz  parties  se  furent  retir^.4.  Lours  do  Luxem- 
bourg^ qui  estoit  Evesquo  de  Teroiiaue,  fit  faire  en  la  pltu-e 
ok  1a  bataiUe  avoit  estd  donnde  plusieurs  charniers,  od  i!  fit 
issembler  tous  les  morts  d*un  coste  et  d*autrc;  ct  Ik  les  fit 
enterrer,  pais  il  b<$nit  la  place,  et  la  fit  enclore  de  fortes  haves 
tuut  aatour,  p4)ur  la  g-anintir  du  be<tial.*' 

After  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  Henry  lodged  at  Maisonccllc; 
**le  kvideinain  au  mutin  il  en  deslogea,  et  alia  pa'tser  tout  au 
milieu  des  morts  qui  avoieut  cst^  tucz  en  ce  combat;  \k  il 
s*nrre-«t:i  ^uid  CHp:ice  do  temp*,  et  tirtrcnt  ses  <;»3iia  encor  tie-? 
prisii:iuiers  hors  du  ti'Mubru  de^  rnort-*,  qu'ils  cmmen^reiit  avoc 
eax."  —  OfiL  des  Mewnres^  t  v.  j).  3S4. 


NoTB  25,  p.  60.  —  Fi'om  the  disulnyu*  plain  of  Af/incourt. 

Perhaps  one  consequence  of  the  victory  at  Apjiiicourt  U  not 
gencRiIly  known.  Immediately  on  his  return,  Henry  5«ent  his 
legites  to  the  council  of  Con«tance.  "At  this  councell,  by 
the  a.H«cnt  of  all  nations  there  present,  it  wtus  authorized  and 
unl.uned  tliut  EM^laud  should  ubraiiie  the  name  of  a  nation, 
!ind  should  be  xaid  one  of  the  five  nation^  that  owe  their 
'lovMtion  to  the  Cluirch  of  I{om*»;  which  thiiii^,  untill  that  time, 
men  of  orlicr  nations,  tor  e:jvv,  had  delayed  and  letted."  — • 
Stowef  ElinJi'un. 


SurK  2»J,  p.  00.  —  Ihnnf,  aa  wise,  m  hravr,  had  b'uk  U*  l-'nuhwl. 

"  Henry  juili^d,  that,  by  foin^'iitin;;  the  troubles  of  France, 
le  .should  procure  more  certain  and  histing  advantages  than 


Ths  tmlii  i 


,  bypi 


g  till  F 


rignrouiilri  tas  rnn  tha  ruk  of  nniting  tlieiu  nil  ■gulnit  bbu; 
in  wbicli  euo,  tiis  utvaiiiagss,  prot>nb1y,  woulil  lu*e  bt«ii 
iactnMUQratitc :  bat,  ttj  gnucing  ihcm  xnno  rr^piio,  bs  s*n 
iJicin  apponuiiU;  m  UesCmy  cue  aiiuitlor.  Tliuroruro,  ooutni]' 
lo  «rery  uiia'i  eipecuilon,  lie  Inlil  uiide  111)  mllltBry  uffnln 
fur  naiir  ilgbleeH  montlu,  aud  balouk  liiiiMcir  entinly  M  nr- 
gotiutiun,  wbich  nffonlsd  him  t]i«  proipwt  of  Idh  -l-ntrrfuj^  1 1 
■dvnntnget."  —  ibyiM. 


?.  61.  — fm-i 


1   UUWHHI*  .,, 


"  Yet,  nlthougb  tbe  artnie  wsa  atrong  wltliuuc, 
net  withia  Ixiih  hordio  enpWiai  auci  imuiruu  sol 
Ibr  people,  th«y  tiiid  mora  Ihtn  insugb  i  far,  u  it  ie  wr)UM>  by 
■Oma  tint  Imd  gixxi  cooh  to  knaw  llie  truth,  uul  dii  hcomIuo 
Ui  erre  (rum  llie  itane,  then  were  in  tlie  ciUn,  ■!  Iha  tinw  of 
ths  lisKo,  two  huadrcil  and  l«ii  thousand  penoui.  DniUa  ««i« 
UsuM  mode  oat  of  lha  citie  m  mvene  Rotei,  •omelime  Co  iba 
kiue  uf  tha  one  partis,  and  soineliiiios  ot  Ihe  otliur,  at  Ehaucai 
ofiriUTa  In  lucb  ulientim)  bappeu."  —  tiiliiiAid,  bSt. 


NuTB  i»,  p.  61. —  ttidmade  them  miv  btfun  Ahmi/hlii  {( 

"  Vlie  Kroiiohinen,  ladee-l,  prrfeiniig  fumo  b«foi<«  « 

ncbu,  uhI  Uiuiiuiiig  pleasure  (tha  eiiuoiy  lo  warlike  prowew^ 

t«ara  ecb  til  other  iiaT«r  lo  mular  or  deliver  Uia  cltJs  wbile 

they  miglit  ellhur  hold  cword  In  band  or  t|nant  in  jmX."  — 


NoTi  2>^  p.  Bl.  —  Badin-utea  Uajfot  ailk  Famia^  ^ 

"  Tha  King  of  Englanil,  aJvertijod  of  thoir  bniule 

0  Booquor  them  by  I'uroliie,  nbicb  would 


MMtV^ 


delermlned  U 

tninod  by  weaiion:  vrhervfure  he  itopiied  a! 

by  wMer  will  lan<I,  (hot  no  vliieli  could  be  eouveiad  to  Ih* 

Bltla.    lie  ett  trmiahin  ronml  atwal  lha  walKund  ivl  Hum 

full  ot  iiokcs,  uid  dofended  them  irlth  nrchoni  •»  tbiU  then 

vu  Inft  uelihor  imii  Cir  them  vUbin  to  Issus  out,  nor  (br  ank 


J 
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OuA  wwe  abroad  to  enter  in,  without  bis  licca<e.  The  king's 
oooftine  gemume  and  alie  (the  King  of  Portugiile)  sent  a  great 
aaTie  of  well-appointed  ships  unto  the  mouth  of  the  river  of 
Seine,  to  stop  that  no  French  vessel  should  enter  the  river,  and 
passe  ap  the  same,  to  the  aid  of  them  within  Rouen. 

"  Thus  was  the  fairo  citio  of  Rouen  comp:issed  about  with 
enemies,  both  by  water  and  land,  having  neither  comfort  nor 
aid  of  king,  dolphin,  or  duke/*  —  IMimhtd^  666. 


Nora  80,  p.  52.  —  Desperate  emiurance, 

**  After  he  had  prosecuted  the  siege  of  this  place  for  some 
time,  the  d^dinal  Ursino  repaired  to  his  camp,  and  endeavored 
to  persuade  him  to  moderate  his  termn,  and  agree  to  an  equi- 
table peace;  but  the  king*s  reply  plainly  evinced  his  deter- 
mination of  availing  himself  of  the  present  situation  of  public 
tifair».  *  Do  you  not  sec,'  said  he, '  that  God  has  Wrought  me 
hither,  as  it  were  bv  the  hand?  The  throne  of  France  mav 
be  sail!  to  ho  vacant;  1  have  a  pcood  title  to  that  crown;  the 
whole  kingdom  h  involved  in  the  utmost  di>order  and  confu> 
sion;  few  are  willing,  and  still  fewer  are  able,  to  resist  nie. 
Can  I  have  a  more  convincing  proof  of  the  interposition  of 
Hc;iven  in  my  favor,  and  that  the  Supreme  Ruler  of  uU  things 
has  decreed  that  I  should  a>oend  the  throne  of  France?  *  '*  — 
liisl.  of  Knylaml,  by  Ilujh  Cl'ii'tntlm, 


NoTK  31,  p.  52. —  Coull  wn  fnh"l'l  thtlr  tavagt  fritJt  ktrn$, 

"  With  the  Engli?*h,  sixteni  hun«lre«l  Irish  ktTnes  were 
enrolled  from  the  Prior  of  Kihnaiiiliam;  able  men,  but  almost 
naked.  Their  arms  were  tar^^cts,  darts,  and  swords;  their 
hf»r«c^  little,  imd  bare  no  saddle,  yet  n'^vertheless  niinl;Je:  on 
which,  upon  every  advantaj^e,  they  pl:u«.'d  with  the  French,  in 
8f)(^iling  the  country,  riffling  the  houses,  und  carryin;^  aw;iy 
children  with  their  bn;^g:ii;e  upon  their  cowes  backs."  —  ^Sy^tt*/!, 
D.  638. 

**  The  King  of  Kti^l.ind  had  in  his  anny  numbers  of  Iri<!j, 
the  greater  part  of  whom  were  on  foot,  havinj:  only  a  stocking 
ind  shoe  on  one  leg  and  foot,  with  the  other  quite  naked. 


I'lit^y  bull  tnrgo 

ITiom  wlio  wcd 

]autij  Willi  aa  smnU  mnuutniu-lion 

(Ucih  puinien  u  an  a«cd  liy  Xhe  a 

Franoo.    Tlicy  woro,  IwweTor,  mtaimLly  Mcoutrwl  lu  « 

rUao  with  ths  EogUib,  and  wiUioul  my  ■■ 

hurt  (ha  Preuch  olieuiTor  chay  laiKhttiHi 

"Tliosd  Iritli  miulu  frequent  eK«UiHOai>,  ilDiisg  tb>  J 
over  KunRBiiily,  uul  did  loAulte  inkdhfob,  curying  b 
tlnir  Diuu|i  large  boolles.  Tliow  on  fbot  look  men,  w 
obUdrwi  thuD  Iho  cnulto,  iritli  bob  nod  furolnire,  wit, 
them  on  com,  druTs  all  iIism  ililngi  )»fiirc  tliami  ( 
WBre  dClsn  nu>I  tlina  by  ttre  FrBuch."  —  iloatlrtUl,*.  p.  M 

Hon  33,  p/u.  —  Aiu^Hu  Au[/'-cMA«r,  Anf^-iMiiHi,  kil^-J^ 

■■  In  tome  eonian  af  Cuniuiui^IiT,  ih«  j>aii>1e  tesTe  tii*M 
■anm  oT  tiieit  intitata  nisle  nnchristiiiieil  (m  lluiy  le 
tlie  and  that  at  any  tlma  afterwonb  ilioy  mighl  ^*t  ■ 
deadly  and  unKmcIoui  lilow  wlien  Uioy  itrike;  which  d 
Joe  QOI  only  lUaw  Itow  palpably  thoy  ar«  coined  amy  bj, 
ilitlinii  <^Marilie<,  but  doe  aim  intlmiM  how  full  Iheir  hi 
be  of  lnvet«rai«  re«nga." 

Tlis  booh  from  which  Ibli  axiract  U  taken  hiu 
The  title  of  Ilia  Kcond  inri  Li, "  A  Pnupecl  a(  tlia  i 
PkrU  of  tlie  World.     Phiilnl  Tut  WiUiiun  Buinlile,  la  V 
Head  Place.     IDie." 


NuTK  SB,  p,  &».—  Of  ntrfitVt  ifrtUlitd paplt  M»m 
"  Some,  wHUng  of  this  yatldliig  up  of  Uorfleor,  d 
tiai  nnka  tneullup  uf  tli«  dittrMM  wliei«to  iIm  pa 
aipelled  tnit  of  their  hnUtiiUuiK,  wore  driTsni  uw 
paranta  with  tholr  children,  young  ma1d>,  and  old  IbUu  4 
nut  of  the  tDwnp  gatu  with  Ueavio  ban*  (Ood  wot),  a 
Ihoir  pronant  aliifli  to  aeak  them  a  new  abode."  —  li 


llila  act  of  barbarity  w 
might  poopla  Iho  lowu  wll 
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Anglonim  pnelia  report,  saieing  (not  withoat  good  grooiid  1 
Miere)  at  foUoweth:— 

<  Tmn  flontet  tuMra  onm  prole  parantat 
TbgjbMiuqiM  ehoros  Teterat  Uqatoe  penAtM : 
Tom  populoi  cuoetoa  de  portls  GalUcus  esdt 
MoMtiu.  Inamuitas,  ticqus,  miaer,  i^er,  InopaqiM, 
UtqiM  DOTM  wdea  qiuBiat  mignure  coactoa : 
Oppklolo  belli  potiuntur  Jure  Britanni  •  * »  -.  HMntUd. 

Tbare  is  a  way  of  telling  truth  bo  as  to  convoy  falsehood. 
After  the  capture  of  Harfleur,  Stowe  says,  **  All  the  soldien 
and  inhabitants,  both  of  the  towne  and  towers,  vftre  Buffered  to 
go§  /rceljfy  unharmed^  whither  they  woukL^*  —  348.  Henry*s 
ccmdnct  was  the  some  at  Caen:  he  "commanded  all  women 
and  children  to  bee  avoyded  out  of  the  towno,  and  so  the 
towne  was  inhabited  of  new  possessors.**  —  Stowe, 


NoTK  84,  p.  68.  •—  Knell  at  the  altar. 

**  Before  Henry  took  possession  of  Harfleur,  he  went  bare- 
footed to  the  church  to  give  Gud  thanks.*'  —  De  Strrts. 


Note  35,  p.  G3.  —  7n  cold  blood  slaut/htered. 

•*  Henry,  not  satisQed  witli  the  reduction  of  Caen,  put  ftevenU 
of  the  inhabitants  to  death  who  hud  signalized  their  valor  in 
the  defence  of  their  liberty."  —  77.  Clarendon, 


Note  30,  p.  54.  —  lie  groantd  and  curstd  in  bitttrntss  of  heart. 

After  the  capture  of  the  city,  "  Luca  Italico,  the  vicar-gene- 
Rill  of  the  archbiifhopriko  of  Kuuon,  for  denouncing  the  kin^ 
accursed,  was  delivered  tu  hiin,  and  detoineil  ui  priton  till  ho 
iied.**  —  IJiAinslted:  TUus  Licius. 


Note  37,  p.  54.  —  Drive  buk  the  mitcrable  viuUUmle. 

**  A  griMit  number  of  ptniro  sillie  creature'*  were  put  out  of 
the  gates,  wliicli  were,  by  the  KngliAhraun  that  kept  the  trench- 


soDTasr'g  roEKS. 


niM,  wblth  ^^^H 


M,b«&tei)aaddriTgn  bockngoin  to  ilie  iiunB  gniM, _^ 

ruund  ctoKil  and  lliuc  ufpuiul  lliem;  and  *a  Uxty  Inlc  bontSM* 
tbe  widi  at  Uie  citia  uiid  the  trencbai  oT  Uio  ciitrai*,  allU 
orieing  fur  bidp  and  relosfa,  Tor  lock  wUaraaC  grout  uuwiirn 


Note  3S,  p.  £6.  —  .fivf  tdie»  we  tmt  (Ac  AeroM  i 


**  At  thit  period,  ■  priait,  of  ■  tolerable  ago  and  of  clew  b»- 
danUnding,  uru  dcpated,  bj  (bote  bMlegeil  la  Kouen,  to  Uaa 
King  or  ri«iic«  and  hU  councU.  On  1>I>  iLrri*>]  at  Kwb,  be 
oaoMd  to  b«  ezpUiiied,  by  lui  Aogiutin  dnotur  luuned  Esibot 
de  U  Purine,  in  praunco  of  ihe  Icing  and  hli  mtntitan,  tlu 
miMiublo  ftltUKtion  of  tbe  beiieged,  lie  l«ok  br  hi*  texi, 
'  Domlsc,  jald  ftttitmHt  T '  and  lunuigned  upon  It  Tsiy  itily 
and  eloqueiilly.  Wtian  lie  luid  SiilahuJ,  tlie  iiriut  addnwrnl 
Um  king.  Hijing,  'Mutt  excelletit  priuce  and  lord,  I  mn  en- 
jtMAed  bf  Ibe  inliabitant*  of  Rouen  U>  make  laud  coin|d>liiU 
■galiMt  you,  and  againut  yuu  Duke  uf  Burgundy,  who  goveni 
the  king,  (ur  Uie  opprawioris  t]iey  (ulTor  frDiu  lli«  £iigli«ii. 
They  make  knoTru  to  you  by  ma,  thai  If,  tram  truil  of  being 
■uccored  by  you,  they  ara  (breed  to  bocome  nilyecu  U  the 
King  of  England,  you  wiil  nut  bava  in  all  tlio  Vorld  more  bitter 
enemies;  and,  If  tbey  ciui,  they  will  destray  ynu  and  your 
whole  oongragation.'  WItli  IhsM  ur  with  limilar  word*  did 
till*  prieit  addras*  the  king  and  hii  oounoil.  After  be  hnd 
been  well  rsLeired  and  ontcrtalued,  aud  the  Duke  of  Uuipudy 
bad  pmmiwil  to  [imvide  tuccon  Ibr  the  town  oT  Itooca  n* 
ipoedlly«ipauible,heratnmed  the  baatway  he  could  Moany 
Ihli  newt  to  the  beilaged."  —  Jftnutre/et,  tuI.  r.  p.  <i4. 

One  of  the  drpoteil  citizen*,  "  *hoiriiig  himutf  mur*  naL 
than  vUe,  tnnre  nrrogmit  thiui  lennied,  took  upon  hlia  to  aho* 
whenln  the  gl'>rie  of  victoria  coudttcd;  adviiiiig  tlio  king  nM 
to  know  iili  iiuuiliood  In  CunltlUngatnattllade  of  (Hwrn,  (inii^ 
and  binoocnl  paupht,  but  tnlherauirar  auoli  mluniblG  wretohia 
a*  laie  betwixt  the  wnlli  of  the  citia  and  the  trem^haa  at  hit 
liege  to  psHO  tluvugh  tlio  cauip,  tliiit  (lieie  might  got  II 
livloKlii  other  plncoi  then, if  be  dunt  nuuirulllo  a 
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pbir«,  und  by  force  snbdne  it,  he  should  win  both  worldlie 
fbtne,  iiud  merit  great  meed  from  the  hiinds  of  Almightie  God, 
Ibr  having  compassion  of  the  pooro,  needie,  and  indigent 
people.  When  this  orator  had  said,  the  king,  with  a  fierce 
countenance  and  bold  spirit,  reproved  them  for  their  nifiJu))crt 
pre«amption,  in  that  thejr  should  seeme  to  go  about  to  touch 
h.m  what  belonged  to  the  dutie  of  a  conqueror;  and  therefore, 
hince  it  appeared  that  tlie  same  was  unlenowu  to  them,  he 
declared  that  the  goddesse  of  buttell,  called  Bellona,  had  three 
handmaidens,  ever  of  neceswitie  attending  upon  her,  as  Blood, 
Fire,  and  Famine;  and  whereas  it  laie  in  his  choice  to  use 
them  all  three,  he  had  appointed  onelie  the  meekest  maid  of 
thoee  three  damsels  to  punish  them  of  that  citie  till  they  were 
broaght  to  reason.  This  answer  put  the  French  ambassador 
in  a  great  stndie,  musing  much  at  his  excelltrU  tcU  and  hawti- 
nesse  of  courage."  —  IMinthed, 

**  While  the  court  resided  at  Ueauvais,  four  gentlemen  and 
four  citizea«i  of  Kouen  were  sent  to  lay  before  the  king  and 
council  their  miserable  state:  they  told  them  tliat  thousands 
of  i>ersons  were  already  dead  with  hunger  within  their  town; 
Hiid  that,  from  the  bcginiiing  of  October,  they  had  been  forced 
to  live  on  horses,  do;p«,  cuts,  mice,  and  rut^,  and  other  thing') 
unfit  for  humim  creatures.  They  had  ncverthelos  driven  full 
twelve  thousand  poor  people,  men,  women,  and  children,  out 
of  the  place,  the  greater  pait  of  whom  had  perished  wretch' 
edly  in  the  ditcho^i  of  tlio  town;  that  it  hud  been  fre<iiiently 
necessary  to  <lraw  up  in  baskets  ncw-boni  children  from  mo- 
thers who  had  been  brought  to  bed  in  these  ditches,  to  luivo 
them  baptized,  and  they  were  afterwards  returned  to  their 
mothers;  many,  however,  hud  pcris^hcd  without  cliristeninj?;  — 
all  which  things  were  grievous  and  pitiful  to  l)e  related.  They 
then  added,  *  To  you  our  lord  and  kiiig,  und  to  you  noble  Duke 
of  Burgimdy,  the  loyal  inhubituiitj  of  Kouen  have  before  made 
known  their  distre^>s:  they  now  again  infonn  you  how  nnich 
they  are  suffering  for  you,  to  which  you  have  not  yet  j)roviiled 
iny  remedy  according  to  your  prr^mises.  We  uro  sent  to  y<»u, 
for  the  last  time,  to  announce  to  you,  on  the  part  of  the  bo- 
sieged,  thut,  if  within  a  f«;w  days  they  urc  not  relieved,  they 
«ball  surrender  themselves  und  their  town  to  the  Knglihh  king, 


i50 


aoirrsEi's  roEits. 


Mill  ilniHOdRirwan)  nnannoa  nil  aUog;tanar,  foitb.  ai 
«hi(:li  lli«jr  bnve  twani  lA  yon,'    Tim  king,  duko,  an 
oOuiMuualy  r»|iliul,  tlut   Iha  king'*  TuccM   wet*  n 
Bilaquuti!  lu  ralw  Uio  tlitgft,  wliicb  Uiejr  w«re  exooeiliu^jr  tun; 
ftir;  but,  Willi  Cod'*  p1«iiuire,  tboji  tbouM  vnr;  mmh  ba  rtUavid- 
ITiB  Ooimilei  lukoJ  by  wliiil  timo:  Iho  dulto  bi 
tfaa  foui'ili  any  idlcf  ChrUInui.    Tbef  tiiiu  niunioil  Ii 
town  Willi  •liffluully,  frinn  Ilia  grout  diuij^r  or  I 
the  bvjiegon,  miiI  nliiteil  «ll  that  had  itunail. 

"  The  bnlcgcil  nov  laffbniil  tha  grciUaiE  rjlgtrau;  i 
ImpoHibla  U>  Ncoant  tba  miiorieaof  the  a 
ramlna:  ttwuiiruirwuiltknowatluUupwnnliaf  llAyth 
hail  periabsil  of  liuii|;cr.    tianit,  irbtu  thoy  u 
ihrnagh  tlia  atnel,  iu  d«ii«ir  rm  lu  traai  it,  _ 

aJlowed  ihetnwlvoa  to  boumral/biMtan,  uid  avan  vroanded. 
UurliiK  ibc  n<ai!e  ot  Uirw  Dunitbi,  no  {nwlaloiti  wciv  won  Id 
tha iiiark*t<,  bul  every  thing  wiumIJ  uKrellji  boiI  what  bcfora 
IhB  slegv  vu  irorth  u  rurlliiiig  wui  t<M  6»t  ivanty,  thUty,  w 
o»«ii  foitj-i  but  Ibose  prices  were  too  liigh  fur  Uiu  emumon 
pooplo,  nnd  licnee  tbo  sroat  tOortaliiy  I  hare  nunCiaiiod."  — 
Minutrtlti,  ToL  V.  p.  SL 


aitb.  ami  aei^^ll 

'"*"    Vlil  tOBDCtt' 

banliaind. 


The 


XOTB  M,  p.  (rS.  —  A  try  a/ /renting  OHgnitli. 

Edvarilt  and  Bfiirfi  wa  uiiiaUy  dlad 


ti>getllar;  biu  il  In  ili'gnulRg  the  Hkuk  l'< 
tu  mmlioii  them  with  fleiiry  aT  Moiinuiuth.  U*  mu  a  bard- 
beaned  man.  We  have  kou  vrhit  wa«  his  cwiiduat  lo  .the 
fainlibed  ni^tiroi  (hun  Roao.  Tba  loma  clniuiiutauM  oo- 
■mrm)  at  tha  iIokb  ur  Uiilala;  and  Ibe  dilfurauco  helween  tba 
mcHiarclM  cnnriiit  Iw  liatter  exuapUfleil  tbiui  iii  the  iliffsrmoa 
or  tliflfr  coti'luol  upon  the  Hoie  uooiuIkti.  "  Whun  Sir  John 
da  Vleiine  percolvsJ  that  K,\ug  Edmrard  Intended  io  Ue  long 
tbare,  be  ihaught  lo  rid  tba  lawn  of  ••  muiy  nicieu  niinilha 
**  ba  oralili  and  unon  a  We>liia>day,  being  Iha  13tb  of  Se|i[aa>- 

of  tlia  pcKirwI  and  Ib.vI  nocexuuy  people,  iild  man,  women  and 
ehfldreii,  and  •but  tlie  gnlH  npoii  tbrin ;  who,  being  deniaiKled 
wliorclbn  llioy  rnme  oat  of  Iha  town,  luuwored  with  grafl 


J 
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faunentatioii,  that  it  was  boeanse  they  had  nothing  to  liTe  on. 
Then  King  Edward,  who  was  so  fierce  in  battle,  showed  a  truly 
royal  dbpoeition  by  considering  the  sad  condition  of  these 
fbriom  wretches;  for  he  not  only  would  not  force  thein  back 
sgun  into  the  town,  whereby  Uiey  might  help  to  consume  the 
Tictuals,  but  he  gave  them  all  a  dinner  and  twopence  apiece, 
and  leare  to  pass  through  tlie  army  without  the  least  moles- 
tation; whereby  he  so  wrought  upon  the  hearts  of  these  poor 
creatures,  that  many  of  them  pmyed  to  God  for  his  prosperity." 
—  thakua  Bame$. 


Nora  40,  p.  65.  —  Nor  uhen  the  traiU/r  tfitlded  up  our  town. 

Roan  was  betraj'ed  by  its  Burgundinn  governor,  Bouthellier. 
During  the  siege,  fifty  thousand  men  perished  through  fatigue, 
want,  and  the  ui^o  of  unwholesome  provisions. 


Note  41,  p.  55. —  The  gallant  Bkmchard  died. 

**  Roy  d* Anglctcrrc  fist  couppcr  la  teste  h  Alhiin  Bloncluirt, 
cappituine  du  commun/'  —  MonttrtUt^  ff.  cxcvii. 


Note  42,  p.  60.  —  There  where  the  wU  kid  cease, 

** There  the  wicked  ceusc  from  troublmg,  and  the  weoiy  be 
itrest."— Jo6,  lii.  17. 


Note  43,  p.  56.  —  A  ixympuut  diode. 

"  Cent  Jnip<>uiix  ftin(;bro0 
Ztalolcnt  en  piviii  jour  dc  pompt^uscd  t£>n«*brefl.'' 

« 

LeMuijnei  Hi.  Imuis^  Ht.  10. 


Note  44,  p.  50. —  In  the  mid-day  $un  a  dim  and  f/lifoini/  liyhL 

"  When  all  things  necessary  were  prepared  for  the  conveyance 
?f  the  dead  king  into  Kngland,  his  body  was  laid  in  a  chariot, 
which  wus  drawn  by  four  gresit  liorsos;  and,  above  tlio  dead 
oorpee,  they  laid  a  figure  made  of  boiled  hides,  or  kathcr,  repre- 


9d2  soinBKYS  P0ii»3. 

Milting  lilt  ptnon,  u  naiir  to  tlin  Mmbluiau  •• 
be  doviua,  pnlaletl  ourionsl;  to  ibv  (imUJinJa  uf  ■  llrixK 
tura;  upon  obots  ho*d  was  hi  ui  Importai  iliinlomo  uf  f^J 
]Uid  praciini*  ttiHiu,  uD  Ills  hoily  >  purple  rali«  ftuTsd  with 
■rnilnit,  imd  In  hii  ligbl  huiiil  h«  li«1<]  b  ncugiln  mynl,  siid  In 
hii  Isft  hunU  ■  boll  uf  golil,  witji  b  biiim  (izeU  IhnTDini.  Aoii 
In  thli  tnniincr  ndoni«d  wu  ibli  llEura  Inid  in  o  li«d  in  dM 
•Md  clutlol,  villi  h»  TiMiS"  uncoverad  lowordt  th*  bainwai 
uid  tlia  cQTenuro  of  liLt  I>bi1  wm  red  iitk«  bMUn  with  goldi 
Uid  I'Gililia  tlial,  vhcn  tin  bodj  should  ptue  Ibrougli  anf 
goud  (uwRB,  a  cuiMHiy  uf  luurveUiiu"  gioiil  Tidae  w«»  bora* 
OTor  the  churlol  tij'  inoii  uf  great  worBliijk  In  Ihl*  iiuinnir, 
M«ginpiiiiled  of  Ilia  King  of  ScoU,  mid  of  ill  princix,  hmlii, 
Kod  knigliu  of  Ills  houso,  ho  wju  liraaghi  from  Itoone  10  AlirlUe, 
wh*ra  Ilia  car]Mi)  mi  «ot  in  ih*  Cburcti  of  Ssiiil  Itlfbm^ 
Fram  Abvllle  li>  wiu  bruught  to  Hsillii,  uul  Cnnn  llwucv  tn 
HonttrunU,  no  to  Bal!<iigTie,HiidM)to  CkIics.  IdhII  Uilt  Jinmuj 
were  muiy  luin  idxiat  (lis  diariot  dotliod  sll  in  wbitv,  wliloh 
bars  in  Uielr  liuiuls  loniliea  bumitig;  afUr  whoroa  IblbiwoU  &a 
tlia  llooHlinld  Hsmuiti  in  bbwkaj  uid  nflar  llima  nuua  tb« 
princM,  lurdi',  aiul  utaMt  of  tba  klu^s  lilixtd,  adonivd  in  '(» 
EBTM  of  monriiiiigi  and  ofler  all  ihli,  fruiit  Iho  mid  corpn  tta" 
dIUwiCcoflwoKngllaliliiylWifbllDWcd  tlic  Qucanc  of  EngUiKl 
light  hanonnihly  aooompanyed.  In  tlili  manner  they  onMnd 
Calicc"  —  SbflH. 

"  At  alicnil  n  lunguo  diatwit  (•ilTnwed  Ihe  queco,  wiib  •  no- 
maroai  atlviidiuioa.  From  CiUaii  thny  emborkod  (tir  Dim- 
and,  fKuslnx  ihtnagh  CaniartiUT  and  Itoshoiler,  oitlred  nt 
Lonilon  on  MnrTiniDai  Onf  ■ 

"  Wbnii  lilt  fuiientl  aptiroached  London,  llftecn  bialiofi* 
dresHd  in /Hnlt^Hiihu,  woaral  mitrad  alibota  and  cbunliman, 
with  ■  mullilndo  nf  |wnnn>  nf  all  ninlui  cxma  out  to  maat  IL 
The  cbnn^bmon  ohuitBd  tba  ssrvioe  fur  Iha  daad  a»  It  puavd 
ever  I<oiulaii  Bridge,  tlinmgh  Lombanl  StrocL,  to  Si,  Fanr* 
Calliodral.  Near  lha  car  wars  tha  rgUtioiii  of  Iha  1a(«  Utig, 
MUfring  loud  Umantiitloni.  On  the  ootlnr  of  tlio  flnt  hon* 
that  draw  Ilia  ear  wem  emlibiKiiiwl  tha  ancient  arm*  nl  Fji|^ 
landi  un  ihnt  of  tlic  teoiiud.  tlia  amis  if  Kraiica  ai  '  ~  ~ 
tBarl^iiil,  llic  laiae  u  lis  bora  during  bis  Utbtlme  |  1 


n  I  on  thal^^H 

J 
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IIm  thhxlf  the  aims  of  Fnmce  shnplr;  on  that  of  the  fourth 
hone  were  pahited  the  anns  of  the  noble  King  Arthur,  whom 
no  one  ooaM  oonqner,— they  were  three  crowns  or,  on  a  shield 
ainre. 

**  When  the  fnneral  serrice  had  been  royally  performed  in 
the  cathedra],  the  body  was  carried  to  be  interred  at  Westrain- 
iter  Abbey  with  Ids  ancestors.  At  his  funeral,  and  in  regard 
to  treiy  thing  concerning  it,  greater  pomp  and  expense  were 
made  than  had  been  done  for  two  hundred  rears  at  the  inter- 

m 

ment  of  any  king  of  England;  and,  even  now,  as  much  honor 
and  rererence  is  daily  paid  to  his  tomb,  as  if  it  were  certain 
he  was  a  saint  in  paradise. 

'^Thos  ended  the  life  of  King  Henry  in  the  flower  of  his 
sge;  for,  when  lie  died,  he  was  but  forty  years  oM.  He  was 
rerv  wise  and  able  in  evenr  business  he  undertook,  and  of  a 
determinei]  chanicter.  During  the  seven  or  eight  years  he 
rule<l  in  France,  he  mniJc  greater  conquo-its  than  any  of  his 
preilece«sor»  had  dr>ne:  it  is  true,  he  was  ?o  feared  by  hi?  princes 
and  captains,  that  n'^ne  dared  to  disobey  his  oriler«,  ln>wever 
nearly  related  to  him,  more  especially  hi*  English  subject*.  In 
this  state  of  obedience  were  his  subjects  of  Fnmce  and  England 
in  general;  and  the  principal  cau*e  was,  that,  if  any  j>crs<>n 
tninsgreR«*ed  his  ordinances,  he  had  him  instantly  punished 
without  favor  or  mercy."  —  ^f^'nstrtUtJ  vol.  v.  p.  37&. 

"  A  noble  knight  of  l*icardy  u>etl  a  joking  expression  to  his 
hemld  re«pecting  King  llonrj*,  which  was  afterwards  often 
repeated.  Sir  Sarrasin  d' Arly,  uncle  to  the  Vitlame  of  Amiens, 
who  mic:lit  be  about  sixty  years  of  age,  resiiled  in  the  Castle 
of  Achcrc,  which  he  had  had  with  his  wife,  sister  to  the  Lord 
d'Offement,  near  to  Pus  in  Artois.  lie  was  laid  np  with  the 
gf>ut,  but  very  eager  in  his  inquiries  after  new*?  of  what  was 
piing  on.  One  day,  his  pursuivant,  named  IIaurena«,  of  tiie 
himo  age  as  himself,  and  who  had  long  served  him,  returned 
fr(»m  making  the  usual  inquiries;  and,  on  Sir  Sarrasin  ques- 
tioning him  and  a"«king  him  if  he  hnd  heard  any  j»articulnrs  of 
the  <lcath  of  the  King  of  England,  he  sai<l  that  he  had,  an<l 
had  even  seen  his  corpse  at  Ahbeville,  in  tlie  Clnin'h  of  St. 
nfrati;  and  then  related  how  he  w:ls  attireil,  nearly  as  ha^ 
been  before  described.    Tin?  knight  then  asked  him  on  his 
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souTner's  pok»9. 


ftllb  ir  ho  hnd  •llllinntlj'  nlotrrcd  him.     On  hi<  i 

thnt  lio  lind,  ■  Mow,  on  thjr  nnth,  tvU  rari,'  addnd  Sir 

'if  ha  hrij  liU  booCi  on,*    'Ko,  my  lard,  b;  mf  fiili! 

not,'    The  hiiighl  lUon  erlwl  out, '  [Inurftniu.  my  good  Menil! 

trnvBt  beUeva  me  if  he  hia  not  left  ihein  <n  Fnuie*.*    TUl 

exprmlim  HI  tlia  (wni[)iiii}'  n-lnoglilngi  and  than  thi^li 

of  othar  matter*."  —  Mmitrdri,  toI.  ».  p.  817. 


Note  4(1,  p.  ET.  —  Thrir  dmjeiiiw  u 

mileur  appoiiued  dnu  jrotU 


The  GovBTXior  of  Vni 
In  caaAacl  the  Ilulcl  to  < 
dfl  cette  commlHion,  k  oniI>e  qii'il  fnlloit  p«wer 

vllg  li'ur  dlt  vkk  ttrtavM  qn'Ela  u 
el1«  onlverDlcirt  ■ 


piiin  entreml ;  ' 
iiliMnt  rl«n,  st 
ila  n>i,  Miu  qn'il  liar  nrrivfcl  lien  de  (Icboiui. 

"  D*  pnnirant,  pni*AnnI  pur  1' AnxcrroU  una  AtntaclD  ijl 
l(w  AiiKloit  BU  (uxxvnt  len  cnatlr*!,  Cntrerrtrpnl  piniiiin 
k  tn  uago,  tntrtrant  daiw  Iv  pay«  de  U  dominaUon  daH 
l«t  pnrUn  ennnnlia  onnrolcnt  its  toDi  c4t£i,  lani  n 
Bncuno:  Hritircni  hcununemfnt  h  Cliiiinn  all  )• 
lal  donnfrent  nvit  ds  Imr  irrir^  it  du  aujet  qal  In  ■ 
Toot  le  tivonde  fot  extrtniMnetit  iiirjiri*  d"un  d  long  y> 
Ui  KTee  twit  da  boulienr."  —  P.  D-tnStL 


Hon  M,  p.  VS.  —  Tkt  oatinm^T'dHihaJhtattK  bdtaM 
"  Nil,  OilliA  pertnriMlltit,  nil  vpoliathui,  nil  iftiiliM  A 
nd  n«qas  oam  milite  mulini  ngehalnr,  qnl  tair 
pmdk,  inCBnm  tamon  trucidsbttnr  poMlm,  ilntt 
ciTlIotcs  luE  nietlonia  principRi  in  lido  rednera  st 
Jam  c«i)iu<n  satlotni  nCrumquc  poputum  ecporat,  J* 
daniin  n)riiv|ii«  <tliita  eninl,  dI  qnitiine  gcnenitim  «i «; 
lii(Mnilutn,perdilnin  ingrmitceret,  dolonqnatniininni 
diarumpoisCur,  araalnrstur,  no  par  id  nnlml  qnainrla  ol 
Uuimi  ad  pncem  fnelinonntur.    Sitniil  urgebnl  aA  hoe  ^ 
onuiinin  Innpb);  pojslm  Diilm  agri  dovuiittl  Ineultl  n 
enia  pnewrthn  limnlne"  pm  vitk  toendl,  nun  aiia  e 
bello  »ervire  BcceMnrib  oiigurenlur.    Itn  liil  urgsntilrai 
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Dvster  a  pac«  abhorrebat,  sed  alter  ab  nltero  earn  aut  pet«re, 
?el  admittere  ttirp6  patabat."  —  Poli/dore  Virgil. 

The  effect  of  this  contest  npon  England  was  scarcely  less 
minons.  ^  In  the  last  year  of  the  victorious  Henry  V.,  there 
was  not  a  sufficient  number  of  gentlemen  left  in  England  to 
carry  on  the  business  of  civil  government. 

**  But,  if  the  victories  of  Henry  were  so  fatal  to  the  popula- 
tion of  his  country,  the  defeats  and  disasters  of  the  succeeding 
reign  were  still  more  destructive.  In  the  twenty-fifth  year  of 
this  war,  the  instructions  given  to  the  Cardinal  of  Winchester, 
and  other  plenipotentiaries  appointed  to  treat  about  a  peace, 
lathorize  them  to  represent  to  those  of  France  *that  there 
haan  been  moo  men  slayne  in  these  wars  for  the  title  and 
elaime  of  the  coroune  of  France,  of  oon  nacion  and  other, 
than  been  at  this  daye  in  both  land\'8,  and  so  much  Christiene 
blode  shed,  that  it  is  to  grete  a  sorow  and  an  orrour  to  think  or 
here  iL*  "  —  litnry:  Bymer^i  FiBtitra. 


Note  47,  p.  h%.^Fii9U>fffe^$  better  fate  prerailed. 

Dunois  was  wounded  in  the  battle  of  Herring*,  or  Rouvrai 
St.  Den  vs. 


Note  48,  p.  59.  —  7b  die  for  him  whom  1  hare  lircl  to  serre. 

"  Tanneijiiy  du  Ch&tel  h.id  saved  the  life  of  Ch:irle3  wlicn 
Paris  was  seized  by  the  Burgundians.  Li^le  A<l:im,  a  man 
noted  for  ferocity  even  in  that  age,  was  admitte'l  at  midnight 
into  the  city  with  eiglit  hundred  hor»e.  The  p;irtisaii«  of 
Bnrgundy  were  under  armn  to  assist  them,  and  a  dreadful 
slaughter  of  the  Armagnac^  eii-ued.  Du  Ch&tel,  then  Go- 
Tsmor  of  the  Bastille,  being  uii:ible  to  re'»tniin  tlie  tumult,  nin 
to  the  Louvre,  and  carried  aw.-iy  the  dnuphsn  in  his  shirt,  in 
order  to  secure  him  in  his  fortress."  —  liijun. 


Note  49,  p.  59.  —  To  reach  the  o'erhant/ing  fndL 

"  High  faTor«  llk*»  m  fl?f-tr«»s  an? 
TbHt  frmw  upon  the  <i-1e4  nf  rork«,  where  thtj 
>Vho  reach  their  fruit  a<lTentiire  maiit  lo  &r 
As  to  baaurd  their  deep  downfkll.'*  Damid. 


2oG  BOUlUbVi   i'Ut:US. 

Hon  U,  p.  it).— J  taniAeJ  man,  IhauU. 
Da  Soma  t»y*, "  TIm  king  vu  waiiLlarTuUy  ill 
the  •bpartaro  of  Tanuaguy  da  CImkMI,  wbuiii  ha  mllad  t 
•  niAn  bclDVwI,  uiJ  of  iiialubln  cuodltiuu).    Bui  than  « 
remoilv.    lie  hiU  glt«a  Uio  ctiicf  ■irolto  ui  JoUu  Biu] 
1,  wlUiout  aiif  iltdlcullf,  te 
ikulcr  tliuuld  cuiniiunil  him." 


Ni>T»  Bl,  p,  6B,  —  ttii-h 


. .  ihiBH  Oit  Lain 


SmU  At  blacl  c( 


Btalianumi  caiiwd  Da  Oino  In  li»  itnnslail  in  fata  tn    

tliivirn  Into  Itu  Lolra,  to  panith  IliB  nagliK>iica  ilml  had  CMMfc 
•ionad  hint  t«  ba  dabaKd  by  aa  inr«rlor  luroa  at  AvmnoboL 
Ths  Miuubli  bod  laid  ilcgB  to  Su  Jams*  -lo  ItauTTaii,  a  pUca 
Rronglf  ipuTlMiied  by  ths  Kuglbh.  Ho  had  liaiin  |m>ialaail  a 
couroy  uf  muricy,  wMrh  Da  0<hc,  wha  h«l  Hit-  Tnnijafmrant 
nf  ifaa  trauurf ,  pnrpoaelj  dMauwl  to  mortiiy  iLo  coniuiLiip. 
RIcUoiuuiit  opanly  nccniod  the  cnunrcr,  ami  icrouged  hiin- 
■Oir  Uiiu  Tigiently.  Arrer  this,  he  Ixildly  .Iccbrad  liiut  Iw 
wuulil  Hrta  !n  iJis  naaa  manlier  any  ftnoa  wlinunavar  thai 
tUuoli]  aqdoavor  tu  aiiKruH  thi  k»ig'>  Tuvor.  I'ho  CHiaaa  gf 
BaaulLsu  uecptBd  Da  Glnc't  }f\tet,  and  woi,  by  tlia  oi 
u  tbs  king*!  preaamw. 


NoTB  M,  p.  &fl.  —  11^'uiM  4v'H>  mj,  ana  avtngtJ. 
"  Tba  Puke  of  Oitain>  ww,  on  a  Weiliiasday,  tlie  Ihut-dtf 
of  Popa  Si.  CJemanf,  aiMuinalctt  lu  Parli,  alraul  mtoo  «'cImA 
in  iha  arcnln^  on  hU  mura  ftum  dinner.  Tb*  murifar  vaa 
ooniniltled  by  alinut  alglitun  inaii,  who  hail  lodgad  be  an  haul 
having  Tur  «)gu  tho  hnaga  of  nnr  (jidy.  neiir  tb»  Porla  Bw 
txttlv,  uid  who,  it  ma  nftarwurdi  iHMnvarad,  hud  fat  a«ToraJ 
daft  inlODdcd  tbli  uuulnatlon. 

"  Oa  the  Wailnetilny  heforB  montlancd,  tbcy  Mtit  onB  nnuod 
•  do  Cuuttchvuie,  Tulct-diM:hiiuitini  l<    '     ' 


dT  lb«i 

rtsjl  tliB  Quiien  uf  Km 


la  IJuke  of  Oiluiiw,  who  bud  mU^k 
a  at  nil  )><>Ml  which  dut  hn>l  ^^^| 
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d  ftcMn  Haatago,  grand  muter  of  tha  king*!  hooM- 
IraM,  ritiuUd  -nrr  naor  Ihs  Porta  iUibecte.  Sba  had  kin  in 
Ibtn  of  ft  child,  which  bad  died  »liort1y  aOer  iCa  birth,  and 
hid  not  than  ■ccomplithed  tha  duyi  of  her  purificiilion. 

"  Sou,  on  hlf  weiiig  Iho  duke,  aoid,  liy  wny  of  decclTing 
him, '  Uy  lord,  tha  king  taiiiU  for  yon,  nnd  you  muit  intCuntiy 
hulen  to  him;  for  ha  has  bu'iuoss  of  grout  im[wrlimce  to  you 
■nd  him,  which  he  mutt  communicate  to  you.'  Tha  duke,  on 
haaring  this  menage,  was  anger  to  obey  tlie  king'i  ordert, 
alibn'gli  the  monnrch  knew  nutbiug  of  the  nutter,  and  imine- 
dlataly  moanted  bii  mule,  nttoiidcd  by  tvro  enquires  on  one 
bono,  and  four  or  Ato  T.ilots  on  foot,  who  followed  bahind, 
bearing  torche*;  but  hit  other  atteiidaiiti  mode  no  hute  to 
IbUow  him.  He  hod  laoda  this  viiiit  in  a  private  montiar,  not- 
vltbitiuiding  at  tills  time  he  hmt,  within  Ibo  city  of  I'ari', 

"  Oil  hi<  nrririd  nt  the  Porta  Barbette,  the  eighteen  men,  nil 
nil  nnd  secretly  lumed,  were  waiting  for  him,  uihI  were  lying 
biombuih  under  shatter  of  u  |iciitliiiu-e.  The  tiiglit  wus  pretty 
duk)  and,  us  tbey  snlliu<l  out  ng.iin-t  him,  -ine  cried  out,  ■  Put 
Un  to  dealU! '  an<l  gave  him  snch  u  blow  on  Ibc  wrl<t  witti 
hii  hntile-axa  oa  Mrcrad  it  fhxn  hl«  nrm. 

■■  The  duke,  a*toni«hed  at  Ibis  iiltnck,  cri"'!  otil, 'I  :im  the 
DoIm  of  Orieiiu*!'  when  tlio  n^snuin-s  contiiiuiii'  their  binws, 
answered,  'You  are  the  perMHi  wo  were  ]<>i>kiii«  fur.'  So 
nunir  m^heil  on  liiin  thnt  Ik  w.ih  struck  olT  111*  iniilc,  nnd  hi* 
•kull  wai  B|ilit  IhnI  bis  bruiiM  w<-ra  ibt-'hwl  on  [1i<-  iiiiremriit. 
Thi-y  tuninl  him  over  nnd  ov?r,  uiid  mii^^iiiTu.l  him  that  he 
wn*  vrry  lana  ciimplutuly  ilend.  A  ynnn^  c'<|iiirc,  a  Gennnii 
l>T  birtb,  wbn  hml  bpeii  hi'  1>^;p',  wns  mur-lercd  witli  bim: 
seeing  his  miKler  struck  to  the  Rmund,  lie  threw  liim<clf  mi 
hli  Lii-ly  tn  pnituet  hhn,  but  In  V]ilii;  and  he  ^'ulrr^ad  for  liis 
imrnius  counigo.  Tin;  bor»C  whirb  cnnie'l  llip  two  f*quir"« 
that  preceiled  tlie  duke,  seeing;  lui  ninny  nrme<l  m<-n  ndvunw, 
bagno  to  snort,  iukI,  when  ha  [iii"i>d  them,  mi  not  on  a  galloji, 
•othnt  it  was  soma  time  bcRire  he  couM  be  clicckcl. 

■•  When  the  o^quinr^  b:id  »ti<|>|>e'l  their  h'>r^,  thi^y  tnw  Ihrir 


Oay  Cuxdai  IliB  iluks 


■t  linVH  fallfln 


mil  were  tirtn|| 


bnck  by  tlie  lirlillo;  tjut,  go  tlioir  nrrivil  when  (heir  liml  toj, 
thej  were  iDcnaood  by  ilio  uuualni,  that,  IT  the;  diil  ooc  U- 
Hiuitly  depart,  Uicy  thauM  *hu«  lil>  tuU.  Seeiug  Ibulr  lent 
luul  buBn  'liiu  bawtj  munlanHl,  (h*;  liiuMneil  tn  liin  UhIrI  of 
the  quean,  crying  out,  ■  Hunlvrl '  TboM  whn  bod  kllle'l  lb« 
iluke,  111  their  tuni  bHwied  uul.'Plnl'  uiil  tliej' hod  nmuigBl 
tlioJr  ploji,  tliul,  while  soDM  ware  uiMiliuilng  tii«  >luL«,  uiben 
wens  til  Kl  Are  V>  Uictr  lodgLUg*.  tiaine  nwuiited  uii  bona- 
bauki  B>i<l  the  runt,  oii  fuot,  inn.le  ott  u  they  nnilil,  thnwlng 
bahinii  Ibeni  liKik«a  glui  ruiI  iharp  jrainla  oC  iron,  M  jmrtnt 
tliuir  heing  pursued. 

"  Bcpart  >aid  that  mui;  cf  thorn  veni  the  bock  wit;  to  lb* 
Hotel  il'Artolii,  til  tlieir  luiuter  th«  Dukn  of  Burfund]',  itlio  hut 
BunimuKled  Ibem  to  do  Ihit  denl,  *■  ha  uAervnnl*  imbDatf 
oouFMaed,  to  fnfiimi  him  of  lh«  ineoisu  of  their  monlwi  whea, 
iuaUutly  anonmnl,  the;  wiibdrtw  to  plicM  of  Mfetj. 

"Tbe  chief  of  tboM  aMomliu,  luiJ  Oit  eonductor  of  Hit 
hu'lneai,  wne  ona  culled  RoUet  d'AaaInnvl]1s,a  Nnrtnan,  whoia 
Uie  Duke  of  Orloaiu  hml  e  llnle  befbre  deprived  of  blaulDoa 
of  comnuuloner  nf  Ux<«,  which  Ibe  king  hud  ^t«i  tn  Ua 
111  the  r£i|ue>l  of  the  tnle  Iluke  of  Dutpindy.  frum  that  tb*M, 
Ihu  itiil  KciDet  hod  lieeii  miuiilnring  Iww  be  onatd  nireiip 
hiiruelf  on  the  Dnka  of  Orlsiui*.  llii  other  Hcompllcee  wen 
WlUiun  i;eurtelieaie  luiit  Sctu  Coanebeuii:,  bifon  meniloiwd, 
IWiin  Ibe  ooaiitrv  iif  Qaltim,  John  da  la  UulLo,  etiil  oUtun,  to 
llie  emount  of  sigbloen. 

"  Within  lielf  ui  hoor,  the  honiebold  of  the  Duke  f-T  Driving 
hcarlogof  thia  bmrid  ninider,  niAdDloiidcamiilitlnti,  uutiWiib 
graid  orowdi  of  noblen  niid  oUien,  bulaiied  to  the  COol  ipot, 
wlxire  lliBf  (bund  hSm  Ijriiig  dead  in  llio  atrMI.  Hit  kniiibla 
■nfl  A)»inlr«,  und,  fai  general,  ell  hla  dcpendnnt*,  nude  griamai 
lumeiilntluni,  Malug  him  tho*  wounded  and  dlaflgurM.  With 
miiny  gnuun,  thojr  mUed  Cho  bod?,  and  canied  It  to  the  hoinl 
of  the  Lord  da  Klenx,  Mar>li*l  of  Fraiiee,  whlub  *m  Imnt  liyi 
uut,  elimtly  afterirnrd,  tlie  body  wiie  oovend  with  a  whlM 
twll,  and  ooareyed  most  honombly  to  Ibe  GulUvmin*,  w 
It  lay,  u  being  Ihe  ooarest  ohuroh  to  whore  t1 
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"  Soon  afterward,  the  King  of  Sicily,  and  many  other  princes, 
knights,  and  esquires,  having  heard  of  this  foul  murder  of  the 
only  brother  of  the  King  of  France,  came  with  many  tears  to 
visit  the  body.  It  was  put  into  a  leaden  coffin;  and  the  monks 
ef  the  church,  with  all  the  late  duke*s  household,  watched  it 
tU  night,  saying  prayers  and  singing  psalms  over  it.  On  the 
morrow,  his  servants  found  the  hand  which  hiui  been  cut  off, 
snd  collected  much  of  the  brains  that  had  been  scattered  over 
tiie  street,  all  of  which  were  enclosed  in  a  leaden  cose,  and 
placed  by  the  coffin. 

"  The  whole  of  the  princes  who  were  at  Pari.*,  except  the 
king  and  his  children,  uamcly,  the  King  of  Sicily,  tlie  pukes 
of  Berry,  Burgundy,  and  Bourbon,  the  !ilarquis  du  Pont,  the 
Counts  de  Nevers,  dc  Clermont,  de  Vendomc,  de  SU  Pol,  de 
Dammartin,  the  Constable  of  Franco,  and  Hcvcral  others,  hav- 
ing assembled  with  a  lurgc  body  of  the  clergy  and  nobles, 
and  a  multitude  of  the  citizens  of  Paris,  went  in  a  body 
to  tlie  Church  of  the  GuillominA.  Then  the  priiicipHl  officers 
of  the  late  duke*s  household  took  the  body,  and  bore  it  out  of 
the  church,  with  a  great  number  of  lighted  torches  carried 
by  the  esquires  of  tlio  defunct.  On  each  side  of  the  body 
were  in  due  order,  utterin;;  groans  and  9he<lding  tears,  the 
King  of  Sicily,  the  Dukes  of  licrry,  Burgundy,  and  Bonrbon, 
each  holding  a  cunicr  of  the  pall.  After  the  body,  folloueil  the 
other  princes,  the  clergy  and  barons,  according  to  their  ranks, 
n:ci>mmeiiding  his  soul  to  his  Creator;  and  thus  they  pro- 
ceeded with  it  to  the  Chureh  of  the  Celestincs.  When  a  most 
solemn  service  had  been  pertonncd,  tlie  body  wiu»  interrc<l  in 
a  beautiful  chapel  he  hini-(clf  h:i<l  founded  and  built.  AHer 
tlie  sen-'icc,  all  the  prince-,  aii'l  otliers  who  had  attende<l  it, 
returned  to  their  homes."  —  M.mtrtUt^  vol.  i.  p.  l&U. 


Note  63,  p.  60.  —  Winn  (he  Buryintdum  fnctiun  fdUd thy  street* 

\y'i(h  ctirnfiye. 

*•  About  four  o'clock,  on  the  twelftli  day  fifJunc,  the  populace 
of  l*:iri-  r<.>He,  to  the  anioimt  of  about  «»ixty  thousjiinl,  fearing 
(ss  they  huid)  that  the  |lri^orlors  would  l»o  set  sit  lilterty;  al- 
thi*ugh  the  now  Provost  of  Purls,  atiil  other  lords,  as.-. u red  them 
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lo  ills  coii'rnry.    Thsj'  wsrs  anawl  with  old  mnllotn,  hi 

ttaves  ind  other  lUsanlBrly  ««apani,  uiil  pondaJ  ttuoash'S 

ttroBU,  RboQilng  '  Long  Uva  tho  Ii1d(  mid  Iho  Dt.ki  of  Bar- 

tpiuilyl'  umnl  tha  >)lfftmni  priiati*  Jn  PhHh;  iiaind;-,  Dm 

PbLoiw,  81.  Magluin,  St.  Maitin  dw  CtuuDps  Ui«  OluMM^ 

iha  T<mpl«,  aiid  lo  ottuu'  pinoat  whsnin  any  p  ~ 

omfliied.    Tlwy  fbreeil  open  tU  Unit  doon,  tad  kUM  □ 

Slid  Uhvplare,  irilli  tlia  whols  of  Uia  j>ri> 

oT  lIsMan   huiulml  ur  lliarvnlKiula,  llin  prliiidpnl   c 

wnn  tli«  Oouiil  ila  Annnipiu,  CanaUIilii  uf  FnuntVi  M 

H«nry  d«  Knrlc,  ohucellar  lo  tlie  king;  T 

Unees,  ot  Uityfvt,  of  Evreax,  of  SeiUli,  of  Sotatwi  tl 

da  Onnd-fni  EiymouiMl  Jit  la  Gunm;  Ilia  jUibot  4 

Ooiilltadf  Cvntpjegne;  Sir  HiKiur  ile  CI 

■lo  Hanioigiieti  Ohirlul  Ponpwl,  motor  of  tlio  k 

raba)  tbansmlicnuf  thecourbQfJiuitiianiiiioftlwW 

MiJ,  Id  B<oantl,  All  thty  conU  flud.    Ammig  U 

MTon]  cran  of  the  Unrgondinn  |EUty,  at, 

"  In  thli  mniMora,  Mvorel  woinao  wen  killed,  si 
tlui  ipot  nhoro  they  Iiul  ti«ni  put  to  deittli. 
bulalivi;  lutaJ  uulll  Mn  a'otock  In  the  marDlag  of  It 
Ing  dny.    Tlicne  Roiinuttl  In  the  fnuid  Chmialel,  h*rl 
dofmijod  Uieinialves  mlkuiUy,  >uil  alow  nunynfllie  pi 
bat  on  Ch«  mnrcvw,  by  maun  of  in  and  imake,  tl 
oooqaeradj  uid  tha  mob  nude  many  ot  tham  !«■' 
baUlmnenu  of  the  lowen,  wb«a  Ihey  m 
pirinU  of  the  (|Miitn  <ir  thcw*  In  tli*  >ifo« 
gleil.    At  thi*  draiulful  tiuiliien  were  |iri»ent  tin  m 
of  PiitU,  Sir  John  it  Luxembanrg.  tha  Urd  ile  Fm 
tb*  Lord  da  I'hlbAdiun,  Iho  VlilwnD  of  i 
(la  CliamaM,  Iba  l.onl  d*  Chuiatlaa,  tlin  tord  d 
Sir  Jainoi  du  Hnreourt,  iiii'  Kdmond  d*  [..onbaro,  I] 
d'Auii>b,  and  •iLlian.  lo  tha  nmi>uiit  uf  upwtuil  uf  >. 
oombatut*,  nraiBil  niul  ou  boricbtck,  niuly  ti 
inanleran  should  Ihero  bo  an/  uoemlly.    Uany  wcm  •! 
and  uloniihAd  al  neb  emtd  onnduiU:  bal  Uiaydindi 
liny  Ihlflg  e*Mpt  '  Wi.ll,  my  bnyn!'    The  bodtai  Of  0 
<IbIiI*.  tha  Bhacalliir,  niul  of  lUymininal  <li 
Wlliped  naked,  Ucd  together  wlili  a  oard,  atid  dngpvil  fcrfl 
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hr%  hr  the  blackgn«»rd«  of  Pari*  thmurfi  the  «tr?ot« ;  th<»  NvIt 
of  the  constable  had  the  bremith  of  two  fingers  of  h:«  >kin  cut 
off  ciT)»swl«e,  like  to  a  bend  in  hemMry,  by  wny  vf  i.!erisitm ; 
and  they  were  tha<  jmlillcly  exji'>*ed  quite  i:uke.l  to  tlit-  *ij:ht 
of  alL  Ou  the  founli  il.iy,  tlu-y  were  'iniirje-i  *-*\il  of  Pnri*  on 
t  hurdle,  and  burieil  with  the  others  in  a  ditoh  callel  L:i 
Louriere. 

**  Notwithstanding  the  great  lorJ*^  after  tlii*,  tOi>k  much 
pains  to  pacify  the  jMjiulao",  and  remon-^tmtol  with  llscin 
that  they  ought  to  allow  the  king'*  ju<rice  to  take  it*  n*:nil:>r 
c«Hir«e  a^oKt  offender*,  they  wuuld  nr-t  de«i*t,  hut  went  in 
great  crowds  to  the  hou*e4  of  ?uch  as  had  fav.»red  the  Ar- 
magnac^,  or  of  those  whom  they  di^ilikcd,  ami  killed  them 
vtthout  mercy,  carrj-ing  away  all  they  cou!»l  find.  In  the*e 
t:rae%  it  wa«  enough  if  on<»  man  hated  another  at  Pari«,  of 
whatever  nuik  he  mi;:!it  be,  Bur^nndian  or  rvf,  to  *:iy,  *  There 
g»je"»  ;m  Anna-jiiac! '  urA  lie  was  ;:i<t;\:itly  j.ut  t-)  il.-.ith  without 
further  ;n«iuiry  hein;:  ni.ide."  —  M<"tsfrtltt.  v.»l.  v.  p.  20. 

"T'l  add  to  the  inlv.l.irin:'.<  i>f  thr>«^  tiin.-*,  tl-.p  Pnri«ian* 
apiin  a<*emMed  in  2rri' it  liirn'-er'..  a<  t!j-.'v  Iiri'l  l.iMore  done, 
an'I  went  to  all  the  iir!-*:!-;  ;:i  Pari-.  Im-ke  intu  rht-ni,  and  put 
to  death  full  three  huM.irei  ii-;<'iri«T*,  m.iny  -if  w}ii»ui  had 
been  confined  there  since  tho  In^t  but«'h«'rv.  Im  the  nninber 
of  ihM*e  inunlered  were  Sir  .Tiine^  do  M<»inin»r,  :v!id  Sir  Louis 
de  I'orail,  ch:irn'i*»rlain  to  the  king,  with  many  nolilf*  and 
churchmen.  Tliey  then  went  to  the  lower  court  of  the  Bas- 
tille of  St.  Anthony,  and  •'.••niindi*  1  th.'.t  -ix  ])r!<on.-r-,  whom 
t:i*y  nanj«."  J,  -houll  In'  givfi  up  N)  th«^'in,  or  th«'V  wmuM  atta'*k 
the  jilai-c:  in  t'a<-t,  th<'y  h.-^' m  to  pull  down  tin.'  \v:\%  of  tin* 
L'ir»»,  wh»"n  th«'  Duk*"'  of  IJui-^^im-iy,  who  io  l._',^d  near  the  has- 
l:ll«',  V"X'-1  to  tlj*^  h<'art  at  •«ii<'h  pro.-r'o.linir-,  to  avoiil  wor^n, 
or.l.'p'd  th«'  j»r:<oM«T<*  to  ho  .l.'livi^n-d  to  them,  if  a!iy  of  their 
lea-h-r-s  w-iuM  jtronii<t'  tha*  tli-'V  -hould  !»<•  con.lni*T"d  to  the 
Chatel«*t  Pri'M.i,  aii-l  -utr-n'  1  fo  ho  pu!ii-«heii  accordinir  to  their 

•! '"^-i   ''y   tl."   k'.\.z' I'f  of   jii-tii-e.     rpoM   thi-,  th<*v  all 

.{••;i  ir«'  1:  ani,  hy  w  ly  «.f  .rl')i-;i'!.j  over  th  'ir  j>n»'n:-<',  th«'V  le«l 
the  pr:«.n«.T-i  n«'ar  to  th"  Chiteh't,  wh.Mi  th»'V  jiiit  th.-m  to 
deatli,  a-.l  '.rr!j»|...-.l  tii-ni  nak.'i.  Th»'y  th<'n  diviil.' 1  into 
^♦•veral    las^'O    coinpani..-,  and   para.led   the    streets   of   Paris, 
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Milering  tha  hniLies  or  many  wlio  hail  bee 
(hiring  niiJ  mimlcriiig  ftll  willioul  in«roy.  In  Iik«  ii 
before,  wlion  tlioy  root  any  pwwin  thoy  lUiUked,  he  •■ 
iniuullj ;  «iil  Ibclr  prlnai|Ml  loiulsi  wm  Cnpiisluo 
hiuigmaii  iir  I]|«  city  of  PkrU. 

"The  Pnka  of  fiurgandy,  alvmnl  al  1 
Mnt  Air  (ome  oT  the  ehief  oibiiut,  villi  *1iom  he  n 
Ml  Ib«  Miucqueaccs  iheM  dltluiLiiincs  mlglit  llan. 
niu  excnnrl  thninselrM  rram  hduj;  uiy  WRy  cones 
*nU  th»y  were  tnuoh  grieiaj  lo  witi>e»  llieia.     Th 
Ihsj  were  all  nf  the  lowenl  rank,  mid  liml  lira*  Hmui  I( 
the  more  wealthy;  mid  ihoy  required  tlie  daki  In  p 
i«)D«il7  bl'  nnploying  t]i*w  men  in  hit  won.    li  «w  tli 
cbUmul,  in  tlio  namci  of  Ilia  king  and  Die  Duka  of  Bi   _ 
nmlar  peiii  of  rlaalli,  Ihnt  no  p«ni>n  khimld  toirraltunlulr  m 
bis,  nor  any  mong  muni  en  or  pillage  tuke  plnoe;  I 
BB  b«I  of  luU  rlwD  in  the  iii&uireciiao  (liouid  p 
Mire*  to  nuTch  to  Ihe  aiegni  oT  Montleliery  uul  Mnreoua 
held  hy  the  king**  anem<M.     The  cnrnmonallj  n 
Qiat  they  would  ehoerftilly  do  ■«,  \f  thoy  had  proper  a 
•ppolnlnl  to  lead  them. 

■■  Williin  a  few  dayi,  ta  aTOtd  liinilHr  lumalDi  In  fi 
tbnaMnil  'if  the  popolaca  irans  wnl  ti>  MoiitI(ihOT7  m 
eonunond  uf  Iha  Lord  de  Cohen,  Sir  Wultsr  da  Bt 
Waller  Knitlart,  with  a  certain  number  of  men 
ilAre  uf  nuinou  aiid  amniuiiltiuu  sulUdont  for  B 
kitlgliti  lad  tliBni  b)  Uuiiilaliery,  where  Ihey  mad*  ft 
■Itiiek  on  tlw  dnaphinoin  wtlliln  the  oaille. 

"1^  Iinke  of  Burgundy,  iif>«r  their  depaitiinv  m 
MTeial  of  iholr  aacolii|illca>,  and  (lie  lirineipid  B 
lata  ln*uii*olhm,  annia  nf  wlnun  ha  cbbmiI  Id  ti«  bi 
othen  tobohangad  nrdmwnftd  InihaSeina;  i 
Oappalnoho,  Hie  linn^an,  waa  behanded  In  fi 
When  newi  of  thli  waa  earrioU  in  th«  Pariilmi*  «ho  hi 
•em  to  Itsntlehery,  they  marched  hacli  lo  Part*  tery 
rahallinii;  hat  Die  gnle*  ware  eliond  again*!  tlinnia  *e 
ware  finwd  to  relum  In  the  tiego."  —  MiHUlnht.nLt. 

To  irliiil  u  il  iiwing  thnt  fbur  conturin  •hould  hart  m 
link  dlflbreiice  In  tlie  chnractor  of  tbs  I'arliUnaV 
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7b  cfiilaal  i>(ia9ikMj|i. 

"  diaries,  in  despair  of  collecting  an  annv  which  should 
dira  to  approach  the  enem7*s  intrenchments,  not  only  gave 
tlie  citT  of  Orieans  for  lost,  but  began  to  entertain  a  very  dts- 
nial  prospect  with  regard  to  the  general  state  of  his  idfuirs. 
He  saw  that  the  country  in  which  he  had  hitherto,  with  great 
dilBculty,  subsisted,  would  be  laid  entirely  open  to  the  invasion 
of  a  powerful  and  victorious  enemy;  and  he  already  entertained 
thoughts  of  retiring  with  the  remains  of  his  forces  into  Langue- 
doe  and  Dauphiny,  and  defending  himself  as  long  as  possible 
in  thoM  remote  provinces.  But  it  was  fortuuate  An*  this  good 
prince,  that,  as  he  lay  under  the  dominion  of  the  fair,  the 
women  whom  he  consulted  had  the  spirit  to  support  his  sink- 
ing  resolution  in  this  despcrute  extremity.  Mary  of  Aiijou,  his 
queen,  a  princess  of  great  merit  and  pnulcnce,  vehemently 
opposed  this  measure,  which  she  foresaw  would  disciMinige  all 
his  partisans,  and  serve  ns  a  general  sijinal  for  liesorting  a 
prince  who  seemed  himself  to  despair  of  success.  His  mistress 
too,  the  fair  Agnes  Sorcl,  who  lived  in  entire  amity  wiUi  the 
queen,  seconded  all  her  remonstrances."  —  Ilamt. 


Note  65,  p.  62.  —  On  a  Miy  morning  flecked  urilh  jloicerg, 

"  Here,  in  this  fir«t  race,  you  shall  sec  our  kiiiir-^  hut  once  a 
rear,  the  first  ilav  of  Mav,  in  their  chariots  drokt  with  flowrcs 
unci  ;;recne,  au«l  dniwn  hy  lour  oxen.  Whoso  hath  occasion  to 
treat  with  them,  let  him  Mvke  them  in  their  ohanihiTs^  auii«l-»t 
their  delipjhts.  Let  him  talke  <»r  any  matters  of  state,  he  shall 
be  sent  to  the  Maine."  —  De  Sernf. 

Fuller  calls  this  race  "  a  chain  of  i«lle  kinjr*»t  well  linkcil  to- 
gether, who  s:ave  them-'elve-*  over  to  pleasure  privately,  never 
comins  ahroa*l,  hut  on»'lv  on  Mav  l)av  ihev  >how«'«l  th«Mn.-elvcs 
to  the  jwople,  riiliiii?  in  a  chariot,  ndortujil  with  lli»wor*,  ami 
irawu  with  ox<mu  —  flmo  ottulf  but  (/iumI  uumtjh  for  to  Inzy  a 
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NoTK  50,  p.  G3.  —  And  these  lon^  locks  will  not  di^race  thee  (ktn. 

*'  I^>n^  hair  wn.H  {K'ctiliur  to  the  kin:;^  in  the  flrnt  a^.s  i»f  the 
FrciK'li  monarchy.  When  Frftlf^omla  had  niurthervd  C'lovi*, 
and  thrown  him  into  the  river,  the  ftshcrmaii  who  found  hi^ 
body  knew  it  hy  the  lonj^  hair."  —  Meztray. 

At  a  later  pf-riod,  the  custom  sfems  to  have  become  (general. 
Pasqnier  says,  **  Lorti  dc  mon  jeune  aa^e  nul  nV>toit  tondu, 
fors  IfS  moine.^.  A<Ivint  par  mesad venture  que  le  Kuv  Fran> 
^>ois  ])rfmier  de  iv  nom,  aynnt  este  fortuitement  blesw^  k  la 
teste  d*un  tizoti,  par  le  Capitaine  Lorjj^es*,  Sieur  de  Mont(;ou- 
inery,  h*s  medecins  fnrent  d'advis  de  la  tondre.  Uepuia  il  ne 
porta  plu>i  lon^s  chcveuXf  estant  h*  prHmit  r  de  nos  royii,  qui 
)»ar  un  sini.-trc  aii;;iire  dc^^mera  de  ceste  venerable  anciennetd. 
Sur  son  exi-mple,  h*s  princes  premierement,  puis  le«  ^ntil«- 
homines,  «>t  tinalfuicnt  tou.s  ies  subjects  so  Voulurent  former, 
il  ne  ful  pa-*  que  !•'.■>  prc"«tn"*  ne  se  meissent  de  ce^-te  partie. 
Sur  la  plus  ;:rau'U'  parti**  du  rc^ne  de  Kranvois  Premier,  el 
dovant,  cliafun  ]i(»rt<»it  l«>n:rii»'  chj'VcJure,  et  harbe  ra?,  oil 
maintrnant  chai -un  ot  tonilu,  c-t  porte  ion^ut;  barbe.*' 


N<»ri-.  .*»7.  p  iVi. — Thy  mnntjlul  cni'ite  w.ir.  stuthr.  winthofht>iren. 
"  \.i'.  Vi^cninU'  d»*  NarboiNu"  y  |M'ril  au'N«'i,  I't  jKirta  la  |)eine 
de  !-a  t«'in«'rit«*.  (pii  av«iit  t't«5  unc  de  prinei[»ales  causes  de  la 
|M!ii»^  i\v  la  l).ittaiile  Le  Due  de  Hftf'.rt  aiant  fait  chvrcher  sou 
corp-,  II"  tit  t'rartth'r  ci  jH-ndre  :i  uii  ^ilu-t,  pan-e  t|u'il  pj.-^jvoit 
pour  av(»ir  etc  complice  de  la  mort  du  Due  de  B<»urgogne.''  — 
P.  D'tnitl. 


XoTK  ."iS.  p   0^.  Biu't'uim'*  unfii'hful  chirf 

Lcfujuti  with  fiiyf'i'tit;  tiwl  Jitchtinont,  <fr. 

Kicliemont  ha-<  b-ft  an  hon<>ral)le  name,  thou<rh  he  tied  a 
prime  niiiii>trr  tip  in  a  >ack,  and  tlin'W  him  into  the  river. 
For  thi"  h«"  had  a  my.il  pr.MMtbnt  in  *nxr  Kin;;  .lohn  Hut  Hiche- 
inont  did  npinjy  what  tli<'  nionan-h  did  in  the  dark:  and  there 
.-4  sonje  ditY«'n'nce  b«.'t\ve«'n  a  murderer  and  an  i'xeculi(»ner, 
even  though  the  executioner  be  a  volunteer.     **I1   inerita  m 
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piec,**  Mijs  Daniel,  ''par  les  Mrrloes  qa'il  rrr.ili  m  T»i 
eotitre  let  Aiighn»,  mi^gr^  ce  prisce  xu^me.  C  ni:  u:.  io5  (^liu- 
ei|Kuix  anteon  de  la  r^furme  Je  Ii  raiice  Fra  tfi'i^e,  qui  pn> 
duUit  la  tncqnillittf  de  !a  Frai^ce  e:  les  graj;ds  T:c:olr«»  doLt 
elle  fust  tniTHS.  L'sntorl:^  qu'ii  &to::  par  »:i  oharpe  d«  cos> 
notable,  jointe  a  fta  feme:e  :Laru7>elie,  1*^  cor.r.a  ir.oye::  d« 
tenir  la  main  ik  rob««rva::on  Je^  ordoniii»:iC(>«  publire^  par  ie 
roi  pour  la  diwipliu«  militaire;  vi  Ii-^  exu:ii}  *e«  iie  f^v^iiie  qu'iT 
fit  a  cet  ^gard,  lui  fireut  d<>uner  !c  ^uriic^ni  de  ju&ricier.  EtAct 
derenn  Due  de  Bretagne,  quelque-*  :>o'.^:eurs  de  s;i  cour  lui 
cwoeiU^reiit  de  m  d^enre  de  ?:i  charge  de  i.'o:::iv;.ible.  citmme 
d'ane  dignity  qni  ^toit  aa-de«.«ou»  de  lui.  U  !:e  la  vou^ut  }»a«, 
ct  il  faisoit  porter  derant  lui  deux  epres  I'ui.e  la  (.KMiite  en 
Kaut^en  qnnlit^  de  Due  de  Bretagi.e,  et  Tautre  vl;ui^  !e  fourrenu 
le  pointe  en  ba«,  comine  Conn^tnMe  de  Fni::ce.  Si^ii  motive 
pi»ur  con*ervcr  la  charge  I'e  co!i:;^:al'!o.  i-t'-i:,  til>  •;!-!!!,  ^.Vl\  .-riorer 
dnii<  *a  rieillewe  ui.e  ch:ir^*  ijui  r.ivol:  hi'r.v.re  lui-int-iiie  v!:uis 
uit  Ajie  moioB  avauce.  On  le  pout  ci'inptor  nu  ritiiibre  de* 
pin-  j^ii'U  capltaitie*  que  la  Fraiioo  alt  cu<  ti  >o:i  -crvice,  1". 
aToit  beaucoup  de  religiuii,  il  ci*»;:  Ill'vr:il,  nuuiosiiiT,  bienfai- 
Miiit,  et  on  ne  peut  gueres  lui  roj-n»ohor  ijue  la  hauteur  et  la 
violence  dout  il  u»a  eiiver*  le*  ta»is  lun.istre*." 


NoTK  09,  p.  O'*. —  lit. 7  i/i/i,/i/  the  KntjUili  »<vff. 

Yet,  in  the  proocdinj:  year  142?,  the  Engli?'h  women  had 
Concerned  theni*elvi'*  >t»nio\vhat  curiuu>lv  in  the  alVairs  of 
their  niler*.  " Thoio  wa*  une  Mi>tris  Stoke*,  with  diven*  others 
fttout  women  of  L«»nd«)n,  of  gin)d  reckoninp,  woll-apparelleil, 
came  o|»€nly  to  thu  upper  parliament,  and  delivered  letters  to 
the  l)ukc  of  Gl'W-'exter,  and  to  the  an.*hl»i"*]iop*,  and  to  the  other 
l')nls  there  present,  coutainiii^  matter  of  rebuke  and  sharp  re- 
pn*iiension  of  the  l)uke  of  (.ilooctcr,  because  he  would  not 
•leliver  his  wife  .Taipielinc  out  of  licr  «;ricvous  impri-oiinient, 
being  then  held  prisoner  by  tlh*  I  hike  of  Hnr;;un-ly.  -ulVcrinj; 
her  there  to  rt-main  >o  u;ikinil!y,  and  tor  hi^  pnMic  k«''piiig  by 
bim  nnother  adultre^^e,  contrary  to  the  law  of  (jod  and  the 
hoiiourabli*  e^'tate  of  matrimony."  —  Sd'icc. 


Non;  eO,p,  K.  —  Shtj!aedhi:r  cyt  em  CAwIm, 
Of  thit  1  may  Biijr  witli  Snuiloiy, — 


kUb  <iua  una*  mrtottBH*  ni 


■  A>j  d*  I'm 


"ThsnuUter,*'  any*  Do  Scrra,  ■*  *r«i  (bund  rtdlcoloiu  bt 
tha  kln{  will  hU  ooniicwll ;  yul  mtut  Itiv/  mih 
Tfaeking  InkM  upon  htm  tlie  bnbll  of  t,  eouiitrin 
gui»«d:  tliu  msld,  b«'liig  liraught  iulD  tbo  i-liiiiatior,pni  di 
to  the  king  lii  Ihi*  atiire,  and  talattt  him  riA  k  < 
iMiuw*,  01  {^  lA*  kkt  &HM  6rNl  lyj  h  (ihu-(  oO  Aix  Hft.  '. 
totllng  h«r  [but  (be  «]»  miniukcii,  >tia  nHurud  Uina  U  Wi 
king,  all  huiigli  *h«liBi]  nuTarumig  hini.  Site  tngintlvS 
Duto  bim  tlib  new  oLn-gv,  which  aha  myt*  th«  tud  n 
tkmi  Uie  God  of  hotveii,  w  lu  «ho  tomml  tlw  eye*  nod  i| 
of  lU  mcii  u|iau  her." 


Sot«  01,  p.  8«,—  a-oan  A,t,  ant 
Tlia  Biiiiiiitiiig  will  u  i^flniiiiuiiy  ur  iDucli  i.>o|lt>aal  m 
tia*]  ImporiAiieat  "King  llvnry  HI. of  Engbiuil,li«[ugdf 
to  know  white  wiu  wrouglit  in  ■  king  bjr  hi*  ui  " 
bf  ItUcr  i>l>out  il  with  Ihitt  great  whutlBr  of  th«  agt,  Ij 
QrOHBtut,  ninhop  nf  Llncuht,  «ba  lUuiWBrBil  him  ill 
Ultcui  In  Qu«  litorw  Ta>lrw  Boblt  luuidi 
InllnMrnniDt  qald  nnctluola  iktuhbiiIiui 
taipm  lUgaktHil,  cam  multl  tint  NgM  i|Qi  nntlKlaniu  n 
maBcrti  dMumitur,  noo  cat  ooatm  maliuitall*  nini[d>H''B[ 
Tamen  nun  Ignonuntu  quixl  ragnli*  iimnctio  alpiuni  eat  prcnv 
pttivK  Biuc«i>tf(ini«  Dvptir'innlii  iluni  Snoratiulnil  Pnenma^ 
qu»d  aapUlhrmi  manera  taDDliir  ns  lituuctiu  pncemlnondiu 
non  nuctla  rucibus  <imiio>  reL'iiii  ct  reglmlnl*  >ui  BCIiaiiM  dltl- 
|ir«;  ut  vi(.  .     I,-   -ml  viiiineiiier  ut  hrrulci 

duno  TTm'"  -.  'iTiimiiim  in  Ipxi  Ml,mu 

reglmini  "i  '">i  Uln-lini  •ii-aa  Fltitib 

dtfeudnt,  ■"!'  '  "  "It  viitiioi,  liupUlo,  *( 


NOTES   TO   JOAN    OF  AUG.  267 

JvtA  regendttm  ponnt,  positos  ob^ervet  et  obsenraH  faciat, 
nroneas  destmat ;  dono  FortitudinU  omnia  regno  a^TcntantiA 
repellat,et  pro  salute  reipublicae  mortem  non  timeat  Ad  pr8B- 
dicta  autcm  pnecellonter  agenda  dono  Qmciiii  decorctur,  quo 
artificialiter  et  9cientific6  ordo  hi^us  muudi  itenAibilis  cdocctur; 
deinde  dono  /nieiUctuSj  quo  coitus  angclici  onto  dinoscitur. 
Tandem  Tcr5  dono  SnpieiU'uB^  quo  ad  dilucidam  cognitionem 
Dei  pertingitur,  ut  ad  exemplar  onlinis  mundi  et  onlinis  ange- 
lici  secundum  leges  oetcnuis  in  ffitenin  pei  rationc  dcscriptaK, 
^ibas  regit  univer^itatem  creuturxe,  rcmpublicam  8ibi  rubjoc- 
tun  ordiuabiliter  regnt  tanilem  et  ip!<o.  A<I,iicit  igitur  rcgias 
dignitati  onctiouis  sacramentum  quod  rex  unctus  ])r»  caBtcris 
bi  sue  genere  debet,  ut  prtetactuin  c^t,  ex  septifurmi  Spiritus 
munere,  In  omnibus  suis  regiminis  actibu'*,  yirtutibus  divinis  et 
beroicis  pollere.* 

**  And  some  otber  bave  conceived  this  anointing  of  such 
cffioMCVf  that,  as  in  bnptisinc  all  fonner  sinnc:^  are  washt  away, 
M)  al"*o  by  this  unction,  as  we  see  in  that  of  PolyeuctU'*,  Patri- 
arch of  Gon«tantinnp1e,  who  doubted  not  but  that  the  Kmpcror 
John  Tzimi^ces  was  clcerd,  before  Hoavon,  of  the  dcaih  of 
IMioca.%  thro'  his  being  anointed  cmpemr."  —  SthkiCt  TitUs  of 
Ihnor. 

The  legend  of  the  Ampulla  made  this  ceremony  peculiarly 
{m|K)rtant  in  Fnmcc.  I  quote  the  miracle  from  I)e>raan\<ts. 
Cloris  is  on  his  knees,  waiting  to  bo  anointed  by  St.  liemi^us:— 

"  0«pen<Unt  le  prvlat  attend  1cm  huilcii  Miiiitea. 
Un  diarrv  les  porte,  et  fiiit  un  ▼uiii  cfTurt; 
\i\  ffuilo  inipeni'trablo  ciiipi'M-hc  .•'nn  nbnril. 
Dii  pontiftf  ruu-'n*  la  dniico  iniputivnce, 
T)(>i«  inainx  et  du  la  roix  wwt  i>u  vidn  qii'il  8*aTunc«. 
Nul  ni«  i>eut  (IiTi*<'r,  p:ir  la  fnrco  Ji'«  hr:i*«, 
IV}  tiiut  Jp  rorpd  preswz  I'iinniobilu  miliar. 
liU  pritirv  huiublv,  ^  guuoux,  lani^ioi<oit  dans  rattcnt«, 
Alon  qu'iinu  clurte  paruivt  pluK  uclatuiitu, 
>jiti>iiit  tuiix  autri's  fuux  pur  t^a  vlvi;  Kpli'iiduur, 
Kt  rcpaml  duns  Ic  temple  une  diviiiu  u-Uur. 
Dniifl  un  air  luiiiiiifux  uiio  culuinbc  t«>Ii-, 
Kn  »ou  b«c  do  coral  tenant  unv  flole. 
Kilo  appurte  au  pnSlat  cc  vase  precieux, 
Plein  d'un  bauui«  mutc,  rare  pr^ut  dei>  rieux/* —  Clcvu 


■•  Oalllanniu  Brito  aivf  IIliI  the  d«v11  brak*  lb*  vinl 
whieli  Rnmi^ui  halil  in  lii*  IikiiH  mily  to  uiolnl  Cluvl 
Uul,  ths  ail  b«iug  >o  ipUl.  lie  olilaliud  by  pnyvr  >  npg 
Aran  hmiTen." — StUc*. 


KoTI  at,p.  M.— 71(dgcfamn^lA»rlny]k 

"  Cm  pnrolta  ahul  pnr  etia  d1et«s,  la  flit  lo  my  r« 
mlileniiMit  an  «id  lo/n;  at  oHambt*  *oii  gnad  con*^,  a 
Ibrant  pluilaun  i)rel]i|i,  chevxilan,  r-wsuyvn  •!  vbvd  il<  9 
■TMqiKH  aucnua  dDOIann  en  thaologla  eu  Itds  at  «ii  d( 
loua  niaomblB  adrUannit  qti'uUa  uroit  iutsrrogut  par  ti 
tanre,  pour  etssyar  d  en  eJla  le  irouTorolt  evulmta  tai 
poniriiir  ]i(!<»inpUT  et  qii'rila  rliMlC  UiO*  laa  doctsnra  In  d 
rent  da  tant  honnaste  coulaniuioa,  sC  tui(  m^  an  mi  p 
4D«  tear  raveUiioii  hicte,  on  m  rlent  irea  gnuid  cent*. 

■■  DWanw  inlBTDgHliinw  loy  rur«al  roiolw  par  pt 
usnn  et  aatra  gam  da  piund  iMtat,  a  quoy  el 
bUn,  et  par  Mpeolal  iv  ud  doctoor  Jooobbi,  fol  \af  dW, j| 
Dieu  voiildt  qua  In*  Angloii  >'on  uliKWcnt,  qn'll  m  '  "  ' 
da  anne*i  a  qao<r  elle  raapnndil,  qn'alle  ds  molali 
gaiM  qa<  eombattrelenl,  at  DIan  donnaralt  it  vietoln."  J 
toy  4/  Ml  S*g*  iif  (Mt<ait:  Troyu.  lotl. 

Ill  ttie  "GMCn  JnuiiiiE  Oalllcis''  ij  YtU 
voe  of  Iha  ooiiiualton  idiiIim  a  apMi 
tlie  vickciluoisorwQmfiiiiiiciiCiuiiinBnoIca,  BoMibctMfd 
nmia,  Ddlllah,  Ua*<atina,  &c.,  ai  cxamplet.    Tlia  e 
bflunncvd  by  hit  apinlim;  and  itia  Uniil,  lopioralM 
ebollen^  any  ona  of  (ham  Id  a  alngle  wimhat!  — 


M  rnlqiw  Til  IB 

l-luMina 

CnlluH 


1^  TiiH  nnafrt  diit  prtiM  perVaU 
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SOTK  CS,  Ji.  71-  —  A.  -a^TKf'  tlnjuZ. 
*H&sc  1  jjy,!s«B  ccrL*'p:  7»a*r!^'5-  T•^^'^rf:  :l  «;-rv7r  rnftianB 

"Joanna  GiillJca  Pn*-';i».  ^-jtt.  re*  T«'--r  *.*'TL-»-5-ti."rf  «»finrtA 
fa  prL'X'.CiiiaD  «acey:urL  c-'r'^rt.  7:-^  •":•.  <Tr. '••>  yM-nj--,* 
Gallic  masdatx:iB  drrli.  *m*-  u c i-t :  ■:: . "  —  H  •»;  r' ».  ■  #w . 

•*H«v=ii.«  nc'V !!!:*•: hnir  -^  »i.:.:  j»  I*  rr  1.  .*y*-  ■  z^  tx'.j:  Ah- 
reI:rj}*-3«:«Pii<-!:»  L.-T-ri-    A-:*i  •••  -'  >■..'.:.■<  H  ■"....  t-ct-v.Zj. 
dncis  LorLarinfK  rci^l^tn.."'     ^..:.:-\:u-^..  ZilZ. 


KoTE  64-  tv.  71.  5 .  Af^''f  ftifd 

li^f"-*  rKne  fy*t.  ml  rru-?  r-  fn  '<^  .'*'.- 
Ah  l'Iit^  •'•.t.'i '.  :'t  /  f  f-t    ''  •"   i.'    ••s». 

**  Ir.-  -:  -« .'::  '•  x  '■  "  : :;  1 .-:.  ■.  .  .•.-.  ..•■-••  ^-  .•/  ;'.-«•':.     At 

^'^  — •••-^  ^■•V.f'WMt^  -.    «  W,  ».•'.,  •.,•.  ,  .^•*,.  !.•*,._. 

**T^ "   '.  *■»        ^''^i/**,    *•    •^     *  *  •;..•■  •     "  *  •         •  •"■!  *   _ 

~l\.*:  •■x'-!:.:n::!'  T.     *  >!.  Ar  •»   ..:  :   ••   ♦*  Vo  -h  ;;*  if-:     e 

«r:vtc^  '•■  z  ■ut  :.■  '  :.  ■  -.  ;  •  v  \  :\"  *  ^  L  -".  -..y  -  r.  *  I 
*.>.-i  !;•■.-,  «•  A!rr  j  •;■  i  .:..  !  v  ;.  •  -  ■•:^-:  r..  :  ^-  ■-.o 
n:.:  ■   !:•-   f-  .:■.•—.  •    ■       '::.".■.    :!.!:.-.      !'•  r.      •;    ' '.'.   \- ..  .*. 

1  1  -vr-  :  •. '.  •.  V.  1.  I  '.'^•-  :   r  '  ■.:  I  r.  vo  \.  r-  ..  I  y-  ■ -:   w:.- :  1 

h:iv*-  ..--■-/'  :.  1  «:r'  •  • .  1 !  '••  :  '•?  I  c  :.:'•.--  !'•••••  v  .'.\.  mr 
!;-:  I  ■■•-.:•.  ::.  ••  v  ::.  rvy*:.- .i-r,  w!::;  rry  ;:.::  -:  t::r..;«-  I 
C'Ti.e  :••  ::.«■•:,  :'.*  '.>::  j  ..t  1  t!;':-  trii*^  ("i  >  :.**  T^  •'  •nl.-'c  ;«:.>»- 
lare,  n«  it  •!:•.:.  .•  :-  'i.c  **  A  t;!  S  :  ^-T  Turr.."  i*  v.-r^-  *•  .  : 
••  1  tiTiC  Vlc-.rv.-  A*ji  .*'.r.i  r  t:-.-!  •^.  *':-:-■!  in  c  ■'  -r»Cs'T:;  •  m-'  mm 
i|rii*'Tn  f  ;ii-i;Tn  r.*"  •  "  \  .  ••!  i:  nv.-  !  '.i*:.  ••..::i  :•.».•:•  :  /•.^-t.i-i 
(Lninmruin.     C^u.*,!  cuil  fui^-'.!  irnjlv!;;!::.  ^::l!.:•..  .■.  ■\\v\^  ji-.r- 
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tai  dlTinip  xniit  flsmtoB!.  vl  hlao  ntqne  QUno  •wlltloww  p 
exurebnnt,  Iimbui  nntem  D.  Agnen  ponltm  In  nallo  et 
InoaniJIuin.  Ko  uogls  hoc  uoii  TlmUbiu  ilirtnb,  m 
Sets*  ilvimtsnl*^  ilnbant  Tremitiu  inter  a*  popall,  at 
dBinarti  sd  uwliim.  Tnno  B-  Afinw.  exp«iJi<iu  inann| 
bmtilialgntf.liuTaiiiUonillaiietii  (Uitit  ul  Ilomlmnni  f 
IMitwta,  tdunuitn,  colmiln,  tremtindc.  Polar  Domini  w 
Clitbti,  bencJioo  M  iiiiU  ]<«  Kllhim  tuuut  uiiigvniu 
ntliRu  hunLiiium  tm|)iuniin  vE  iiijnrclciiM  dinbuU  impnOnli 
tiii.  Emb  «I  nunc  per  Splritnni  Snaetum  me  eodutl  p 
■am;  Tuctm  Juxu  ma  uiorltur,  flsmnui  dlTlttltur,  al  ni  * 
oanJii  buju>  od  cm  ■  i|Bibusinliiliitnitur,  feftinJUnr. 
t«,  Paler  onuilputoM,  qui  stiun  p«r  flnmmiw  inlrepidaial 
to  Teoin  penninli.  Kccc  jam  qaod  crcdJiU  vltlea.  iiuM  ff 
jam  laneo,  quod  oAncnplTl  compleetor.  Te  Isinir  Inlilia  aw» 
tour,  10  wirdB,  10  Wtiii  vt'corihun  conenplico,  Kcce  lul  ta  vanje, 
ilnun  atvornm  Dcnm! "  —  JclaSomL,  tom.li.  P'Sfil.JasiUi 
nfd  &  AgittiU,  AmcL  S.  Amimh. 

Tlie;  hacB  n  lagenr]  in  Coniwnll,  thai  SL  Agnw 
Mf  of  IliB  prinn  dI  Rrai«,  nud,  laktng  *h)ppUig,  li 
PiianATirMhaUi  from  wb«iic«  ihs  tnveUsil  cin  Ibot  lo  'd 
BOO  liBT  own  (wrUh.  Bui  bclne  (ovoral  llmos  tomplaJ  b; 
OcTiI  un  Her  my,  M  ufloii  a*  ai\»  rariiei]  ahnnt  lo  ntinka  hft^ 
iba  tamed  him  into  a  ttonvi  and  IndiMsd  tbtro  nra  (till  to  b« 
■ecn  an  tb«  Dowm,  betwoeD  St.  Firan  nud  SL  Agnct,  wrond 
largo  mow-aliiiiw,  pitched  on  end,  ia  a  straight  line,  bIubI  • 
quarter  of  a  mila  i1i*tanl  one  fhnni  tlie  ulhor,  doubfloH  pttf 
thera  on  lotiie  remnrknble  ncoount-  Tlier«  lli^d  then,  In  that 
part  of  the  country,  n  fnmou*  iBraA  or  jinnt,  bj  n^ 
of  that  ilk.  lie  puliolduf  the  iaiiiI,iuiJ  obliged  lt«r 
up  tbe  alimoi  ou  bfa  diimain:  •lie  carried  Divm  In  thrNlj 
IVlIlt  to  the  top  of  ths  hill,  and  mads  with  them  It 
httja,  tc«m  which  tho  hill  ia  now  calied, 
BrMnich,  MKnaliniaa  81.  Ague*'  Baacon. 
or  i*nitt,  nllempted  to  aeilniis  her.  She  pretended  tn  jVU,. 
jvovided  he  would  flU  a  hole,  whloh  «li«  showed  htei,  wl 
blood.  He  a^ed  to  thir,  not  knowing  tliot  tho  hole  o 
Into  the  >ea':  iha  tlma  cuniiini!!}'  bled  him  (o  daath,  and  Q 
tombltd  him  oTsr  the  clilT.     1  lili  lliey  itiU  oall  the  " 
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Hole.**  It  is  on  the  top  of  the  cliff,  not  far  from  Agnes*  chapel 
ind  weU,  ind^  enlarging  as  it  goes  down  dowuwani,  opens  into 
a  care  finettod  in  by  the  sea,  and,  from  the  nature  of  the  stone, 
streaked  all  orer  with  bright  red  streaks  like  blood.  After 
this,  she  lived  some  time  here,  and  then  died,  liaving  first  built 
her  chapel  and  her  well.  The  water  of  this  well  is  excellent; 
and  the  pavement,  they  tell  you,  is  colored  with  her  own 
blood;  and  the  more  you  rub  it,  the  more  it  shows,  —  such 
being,  indeed,  the  nature  of  the  stone.  She  likewise  left  the 
mark  of  her  foot  on  a  rock,  not  far  from  it,  still  called  St. 
Agnes*  Foot,  which,  they  tell  yon,  will  fit  a  foot  of  any  size; 
and,  indeed,  it  is  large  enough  so  to  do.  These  monkish 
itories  caused  a  great  resort  here  in  former  day^;  and  many 
cures  are  pretended  to  have  been  done  by  the  water  of  this 
well,  so  blest  by  her  miraculous  blood."  —  PuUchele^s  lUtior^ 
of  GtmtcnU,  i.  176-7.  —  N. 

St.  Aj?Tie«,  St.  Catharine,  and  St.  Marpraret,  were  the  saints 
most  particularly  reverenced  by  the  Maid  of  Orleans. 


NoTB  65,  p.  73.  —  Was  siUnce  to  my  toul, 

**  Throngh  the  scene  are  fidntly  hoard 
Sounds  that  are  ailenco  to  the  miud.-' 

Charlci  Uoyd. 


Note  66,  p.  81.  —  Effaced  the  hauberk's  hmorahU  vinrlci. 

**  Afln  d'empGcher  Ics  imprcs-sions  que  cc  trcillis  <le  for 
deTait  hiissor  sur  la  pcaii,  on  avait  soin  de  se  matohuspor  en 
desAoUi*.  Mulgrd  cc*  precautions  cepondant  il  cii  laissait  encore; 
CCS  marquci*  s'appcUaiciit  camois,  et  on  Ics  taisait  di.opar.iltre 
par  le  bain."  —  Le  Grand. 


Norr.  67,  p.  82.  —  Then  bowal  her  to  the  swi>rd  of  martyrdom. 

Such  is  the  legend  of  St.  Catharine,  Princess  of  Alexandria, 
who*o  story  has  been  pictured  upon  sipn-po'^ts  and  in  churches, 
but  whose  memory  has  been  preserved  in  this  country  longer 
by  the  alehouse  than  by  the  altar.    The  most  extravagant. 
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piirliu|i*,  iif  Drri)»ii*9  p\»ft.  It  ujian  Ibii  soUjacl.     lu  ilia  A 
aillUuii.  I  biiil.  itniunuiny,  rspmenUd  CstUiiriuB  u  iliriBg  «; 
Uu  wliuelt  aaU  Uio  dMoription  o(  lu:r  laOiiiing)  « 
miiiule.    llryJeii  liu  eoinuiiituJ  tliu  lut  Ciult  iu  n ' 
dugnwi  tha  old  mortjn'ulugitM  iiartiualiuHu  no  EraolClH 
rorulllug  to  U»  rosder  tiiaa  be  lint  rInlailBd  iu  lh«  ipHdl  9 
Muiiinlii  whoa  lie  urUcn  bar  U 

b'tuat  :>  iiiMugo  lu  (lie  "  jDiuiuleii  UiHuialitadu,"  II  ■! 
MUtu  Ihiit  Su  Ciklluniia  vru  uiir»uuIou<ljr  IrclrutJied  M  Ij 
iKiarouljr  (pmUB.    Ai  llio  cru^uilcn  n|ipnNioh  Januulam.  d' 
vkil  Uie  liotf  |ikcai  i 


TIm  mnrpuiil  tiuio  nddr^  "  La  Virgsn  (w  Madrin*  •»  fl 
dapawrioi  de  Caleriim  y  Chrittti." 

or  SI.  Uurgnrel,  Uia  oUier  bvoHW  aolnl  of  tho  MkU,  I  4 
rNonlod  bf  Baqpiiioiui*,  Uuit  aha  oillnd  tlm  tK'ipui  |iraih«l  fl 
impudent  ilog;  Uiiii  the  wiu  tluMirii  Into  u  daiigcoo,  it 
hoirible  dragon  twailnwed  bur;  Oat  tiio  cru»«<l  UeneU,  Vi 
yrbieh  Ibii  ilrngon  iRimpdiH(*l.V  hunt,  uid  tl 
•od  tbut  abe  •&«  thie  Unril  «twidb\g  in  tba  oonur  Ulia  aU 
imui,  ami  wliod  him,  anil  Uirav  hkm  dovnt. 

Alxllrd  m  till*  lageiid  it,  It  iniu:  oceatiiineil  > 
dlnai?  munkr.    A  fouiis  Lombiud.  KTtsr  hairing  It,  pi 
no  eametUy  fat  an  oppomuilcy  of  Ughtliig  witk  th*  I>aWt|it| 
SL  Hnrguvl,  Ihul  be  went  liilo  Uid  flsUl*  in  fUll  axp* 
llml  bia  il»i™  w<ml(]  lie  gmliSwl.    A  biiliWTU*  obi  <1 
cnine  br :  he  mltlnok  her  for  the  Tempter;  her 
nintst  coniirni(d  turn  in  thti  apininn;  nnd  ht  k 
down,  uid  mmpled  upon  ber.    The  pn-ir  wrdrh  dlvJ  <)(  h 
lirulu":  iiut  >  mirncle  wnt  wroasht  tti  inve  her  i 
cuiiiideciilion  tliut  liia  miulnctt  was  b  \iiaus  mndntu 
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bdbre  she  died,  she  spoke  to  excuse  the  mistake.  This  tale 
is  told  in  that  strange  collection  of  ludicrous  stories  upon  reli- 
gious subjects,  the  "Pia  Hilariu"  The  authority  leferred  lo 
is  Petr.  Rcuuam  HUt.^  lib.  35. 


Note  68,  p.  88.  —  The  sacred  sword, 

**  PueUa  petiit  gladiura,  quern  diviiiitus,  uti  aiebat,  erat  facta 
oertior  in  templo  divie  Cathcrinas  iu  Turonibus,  inter  nntiqua 
donaria  pendere.  Miratus  Curolus,  ghidium  inquiri,  nc  invcn- 
tiim  protinus  Puellse  afferri  jussit."  —  Pohjdore  Viryil. 

Roland,  or  rather  Orlando,  —  for  it  is  Ariosto  who  has  im- 
mortalized him,  —  was  buried  with  Durindana  at  his  side,  and 
his  horn  OUfant  at  his  feet.  Charlemagne  also  had  his  good 
swonl  Joiftiue  buried  with  him.  Ho  was  placed  in  his  sepulchre 
on  a  golden  throne,  crowned,  and  habited  in  his  imperial  robes, 
though  a  cHite  was  next  his  skin:  one  hand  hold  a  globe  of 
gold;  the  other  rested  on  the  Gospels,  which  were  lying  on  his 
knee?.  His  shield  and  sceptre  were  hung  opposite  to  him  on 
the  si<le  of  the  sepulchre,  which  was  filled  with  perfumes  and 
spicc"*,  and  then  closed.  Tuuna  was  burled  with  the  Cid,  no 
living  man  being  worthy  to  wield  that  sword  witli  which  the 
Ciimpeador,  even  after  death,  had  triumphed,  and  which  had 
been  miraculously  half  drawn  from  the  scubbiu-d  to  avenge  the 
insult  oflered  by  a  Jew  to  his  corpse. 


Note  69,  p.  84.  —  They  partook  the  ftntt. 

**  Cette  cc'Tf^nionie  chez  Ics  grjinds  s'annonvjiit  au  son  du 
ciT,  ou  au  son  d'une  cloche;  coutunie  qui  subsi>t(!  encore  dans 
le-  couvens  et  Ic'*  raai^ons  opulonte-*,  i)onr  annoncor  le  convert 
et  Ic  diner.  Apri.*s  le  ser\'ice  de«»  viandfs,  c'cst-a-<liro,  !ij»rtM  c6 
que  nou-i  appcllons  entrc-es,  rOti  et  entremets,  on  sorfuit  de  table 
p»)ur  se  laver  le«*  mains  une  secondc  fois,  coniin<;  rh''/.  le««  Ko- 
inain.«.  de  qui  parait  etre  vcim  cet  usago.  \a'*  doino-tiqnos 
de*,«ervaient  i>endant  ce  tems;  \\<*,  enlevaicnt  une  des  nnppes 
et  apportaient  les  confitures  (qu'on  nommait  e/nctt)  et  les  vins 
corap*^**^"*.  A  cc  moment,  fait  pour  la  gaiet<'*.  c«»nnncnvaient 
lea  devis  plaisans  et  joyeux  propos;  car  dans  ce  bon  vieux  turns 
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on  aimait  beaucoup  de  rire.  C*^tait  alors  que  les  m^4tri«ra 
venoient  r<5citer  leura  fabliaux,  lorsqu^on  admettait  leur  pr^ 
sence."  —  Le  Grand, 


NoTK  70,  p.  84.  —  Or  luscwiu  with  metheglin  rrungUd  rich. 

"  II  y  uviiit  plusicurs  sortos  de  cos  vin«  pr<*pards  qu*on  »ervait 
apr^s  Ics  viandes.  1.  Les  Vins  cuilSj  qui  soiit  encore  en  usage 
dans  quelques  provinces,  et  qui  ont  conserve  le  notdme  noin.  2. 
Ccux  auxquels  on  ajoutait  1o  sue  de  quclque  fruit,  tels  que  le 
MorCf  fait  uvoc  du  jus  de  mClre.  8.  Ceux  qu*on  assaisonnait 
avcc  du  miel,  comme  lo  NtcVir^  le  Mcdon^  &c.  4.  Ceux  (»u  Ton 
fai-tait  infuscr  des  plantcs  mddicinalcs  ou  aromatiques,  et  qui 
prenaient  Icur  nom  de  ces  plantes,  Vint  dAbsinOte^  de  Sfyrthe^ 
dAloetf  &c,  Lc  Roman  de  Florinotout  les  appelle  Vin»  htrl>€z. 
5.  Eufin  ceux  dans  le^queli*,  outre  le  miel,  il  entniit  des  apices. 
On  appclluit  cos  demiers  du  nom  g^n^nil  de  Pimtns.  C*^toient 
les  plus  estimds  de  tous.  Nos  auteurs  n'en  parlent  qu'ayeo 
d^lice?.  11  eat  manqu^  quelque  chose  a  une  fete  ou  ^  un  repas, 
si  on  n'y  edt  point  servi  «ia  Timent:  et  Ton  on  donniut  mdine 
aux  moijies  dans  les  couvens  ^  certains  jours  de  I'ann^e.'*  — 
Le  Grand, 


NoTB  71,  p.  84.  The  yoiUk 

OfO)mwalL 

Sir  Tristram  du  Lyones. 


Note  72,  pp.  84,  85.  And  he  who  Ormck 

The  doloraus  stroke. 

Sir  Balin  lo  Sauvage. 


Note  73,  p.  85.  —  Like  that  dxvinett  Tuscan. 
Ariosto. 


Note  74,  p.  87.  —  Thou  canst  not  with  thy  golden  belt  put  on 

An  honorable  name. 

^  Du  proverbe.  Bonne  renommee  vaut  mieux  que  ceintnre 
dor^e. 
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"  LiMot  nn  ■met  ancien  qai  est  encores  pour  le  Jonr(l*lra7 
hu>er4  ftux  registres  dn  Chnstelet  de  Paris,  j'cstirauv  qu*en  ce 
proverbe  il  y  avoit  une  notable  sentence,  et  uue  longue  ancicn- 
uet4  tout  ensemble.  Car  par  arrest  qui  est  du  28  de  Jain, 
1480,  il  est  port^  en  termes  cxprds  que  deffenses  sont  faltes 
k  toutes  femmes  amoureuses,  filles  de  joye,  et  pniilarde^,  de  ne 
porter  robbes  k  collets  renversez,  queiies,  ne  ceintures  dories, 
bontonnieres  k  leurs  chaperons,  sur  peine  do  confiscation  et 
amende,  et  que  les  hnissiers  de  purlement,  coromissaires  et 
sergenta  dn  Chastelet  qui  les  trouveroient,  eusseut  k  les  mener 
prisomilteea. 

**  An  surplot  (je  diray  cecy  en  passant)  k  la  micnne  volont^ 
qne  cenx  qui  donn^rent  cest  arrest  cussent  touni^  la  chance, 
et  que  non  senlement  ces  ceintures  donees,  ains  on  toutes  autres 
doruies  et  affiquets,  lis  eussent  fait  deffenccs  k  toutes  femmes 
d*honneur  d'emporter,  sur  peine  d'estre  declar«*c9  putains;  car 
il  n'y  auroit  point  plus  prompt  moyen  que  ccstuy,  pour  bannier 
le  superfluity  et  bombance  de*  dames."  —  Pa»juitr. 


NOT3  75,  p.  90.  —  I  knew  myself, 

**  H«c  igitur  Janna  Pulccllji  virgo,  cum  mjipntim  gloriani  in 
armis  esset  adcpta,  et  regniun  Fruiiconim  magn&  ex  parte  de- 
perditum,  e  manibu«  Anglorura  pupnaiulo  eripuissct,  in  siift 
florente  aetatc  constituta,  non  sohim  se  nioritumm,  sed  ct  genus 
suae  mortis  cunctis  proidixit.**  —  Berffomentis. 


Note  76,  p.  l»0. —  llitrc  is  ajtath, 

"There  is  a  path  wliich  no  fowl  knoweth,  niid  which  the 
Tulture*H  eye  hath  not  pcen:  the  lion's  wheli)s  have  not  trodden 
It,  nor  the  fierce  hon  passed  by  it."  —  J(»6,  xxviii.  7,  8. 


Note  77,  p.  Ul.  —  As  they  dllhcar  Ow  loud  td'irum-btll. 

**In  sooth,  the  estate  (»f  Fnuico  was  then  most  misonihle: 
there  npi>eared  n()thiii;:  Init  a  liorrililc  fare,  coufn-ion,  poverty, 
desolation,  8oliturine>*-e,  and  ft»are.  The  lean  and  l»are  labourers 
in  tlie  country  did  teirifie  even  thecves  themselves,  who  had 
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the  betie^enu  The  moaihs  of  An^oftt  un-i  Septem\>er  m-eie 
•pent  in  this  wofit.  Dnncp  th&:  »}'ace,  ther  tiKik  MvLii:^  iVau- 
goici,  Get^geen,  Clen*,  Scily,  Jecv.iltr,  asi  soxoe  o:iier  >^iAU 
tuvii4,  and  at  lass  ajjpearrd  bel'^ne  Urj«aa^  on  ihe  12:h  vf  i.K-:t>- 
lMr.'*--£(y»a. 


Note  SS,  p.  101.  —  S '.•«  s  \dUntd  OrU<uu. 

"The  French  king  u?*i  evc-n-  exj»ei]eL:  :o  supjj'.y  «*.<  ci:%* 
with  a  garrison  and  prori<I'j::s  v.i, :  e:;u:  je  1:  to  ma::*^i:c  a  10:1;; 
and  obstinate  siege-  The  Lori  of  G.iul-out,  a  brave  Jixl  i*x]<v- 
riencad  captain,  was  appi>iciei  j:>venK'r.  Many  oncers  uf 
di»tincti<»i  threw  thein>clve^  i.Mo  ihc  j-^icc-.  1  ..e  tr^.-i-i:'  wlilch 
th«T  conducted  were  innrei  to  war,  au  i  were  de  term  ice  J  to 
make  the  most  ob«tinate  re«i«!aRce:  ar.-i  eren  the  i:ihal>lt.tnt9, 
disci{»line<l  by  the  lonj:  C'>:irl:!UiiL:cc  -■!"  h-.Hitilitle*,  were  well 
qoiilined  in  their  own  -Jefirj.oe  :■•  -t-^  ■:..!  tl.e  e:: .r.-  •■:'  liw  :no6t 
retenii  ivive-.  TLe  eve*  ■•!  a.]  tup-:»e  were  tur  ••  i  ii»-.v:ird* 
this  verrf;  wh*re, it  w  i^  rei*..-:.:!'  y  -u..:--.- :.  ::■•.-  Krri.-vh  were 
to  make  their  'a*t  ftai.  i  f-r  :ii;.::.*  .'.-..-.■z  t!;e  :::  "i  ;«eu  leri.-e  -'f 
their  monarchy,  and  the  rijht*  \.>f  ::ie:r  suvereiir—'"  —  //^'«e. 


Nmix  S4,  p.  l'.»4. —  jTAt  ->Vi"t  Oi  7»t.',t. 
This  title  wa*  n-*!  Ji*criijrTn:e:V  u^e-J  l»v  tl:e  l>en»-h-    Cha- 

de  Bt'yu44€,  i-y  l>.i:iIo!.  'I'lie  *i;i:ne  :it!e  wa-*  ajijtii^-i  Ti*  the 
Alm'chTy,  a.'i-l  !<•  [)ri:ic«*':;  :.'.:  I  S*.-!  it-ii  .'ii^orvos  iVi'iu  I'xmjuIit, 
•*  The-e  :ii.«.-!crjt  liar..:,*  .i:!---:-.  i  r  .O.^t  Im  W  sti;.,- 1  !iy  r\w  w.iuw 
of  »ire  T.h.i'i  ltart>ii;  :;:i  l  :ii-  I'...-  -;j  if  C-.fUcv  carriel  !i)  t!i.il 
purj^i^e  !iji>  rithrne  in  lii*  -iifv, «.••.•:  — 

Jf  ^ui*  !••  Sin-   K-  «."u;."v.'  "' 


X>TF.  =>•*>,  7..  I'i4.  —  '.*■"*  '."••  .•  fritU  thi  crUiifU  t'l  r/  I.iL't 

Ifts  hl.'i    .re'/ *'.*■»/••/. 

••At  tlie  cP-aTiMi,   uf  a   k:.'..ilit   nf  Kiniic"',  a   «ju.t;.  v\  ilh  a 
?ro»»  Ijt  :h^  hlii,  ^v.l^  ':fl!v<.'P-'l  lo  him,  in  twkeii  tlut  hi»  v  ilor 
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ilofeitil  KStlg'uin.   Ko  butnnl  could  be  m  knlgbt  b' 
wliiMB  uriltr  Iliiit  of  Rliuilui  wiu  Tonucd,  except  t. 
riiioe.  there  lieiug  bouuur  in  that  dliEitmuur,  m  il 
lu  ibc  vai7  *poU  Oif  Ui«  moon."  —  f\iUtf't  lUtivrit^ 


NOTt  68,  p.  106.  —  And  ti. 


HOTK  B7,  p.  lOa.  —  La  ISrt,  lU  » 

"In  tlie  Into  whttm  in  France  batwein  King  Hpniy  Uiafj 
of  Gnglnorl  dnil  Charles  Uie  Saveatli  cf  Fmaao,  Ui«  Fttucb 
•nuic  bolag  lu  dbmue,  one  Capbiln  Lit  Hire,  n  Freachniau, 
vu  tone  Ui  declan  imto  ttae  isid  Fniiicb  king  Uio  atal4  wad 
■ICunM  of  the  wure,  and  how,  (br  want  of  viatuBlp,  n 
Mill  other  uecamuiea,  the  French  lind  lott  divon  U 
bnttalle*  to  llie  English.  The  French  khi^,  being  dlnjiM 
use  his  cu|iiniiis  fiimilinrljr,  thaw«d  him  eueh  ChlD{^  h 
Mir  wu  (lallghicd  III,  M  tii«  Itullilings,  hii  bnnqaeti,  ( 
liuliBi,  &c.,  will  tUan  uknl  the  cnptniiie  how  bee  ilkeJ  ihMl 
■  Trust  ine,  sir,'  lunth  the  DBpEnlne,  >|ieiiking  iii*  mind  tnt\y, 
'  I  lUd  nerer  know  taij  prino«  that  more  dallghl*U  hinu4lf  wltli 
bii  lossoa  thDD  }-Da  doe  wltli  jrourt.' "  —  Soim, 

"  Lb  Hire  tmuva  nng  oliapaUiIn  unqual  II  dit  qa'Q  lay 
dnnntist  hulJTcinent  I'nlisulatinni  «l  la  clia|islitin  lujr  dit  qu'Q 
orniAmml  set  pesnhoa.  La  Hira  laj  respondit  qn'Ll  n'enniit 
pu  l<^lr,  CM  il  folloit  promptoniont  A«pper  sur  roniiemy,  M 
qn'll  uvoil  Tidcl  ca  que  gciu  d<  gnerrs  iinl  acooiutuniiS  do  fain. 
El  lont  Ln  Hire  fit  sa  prlAre  LDleu  en  itlunl  en  mq  Gueini, 
lea  main*  juliialB*:  '  Dieu,  Je  te  pri«  que  in  bcw  ai^jounl'tiigr 
jNiir  Ln  llira  aiitnnl  que  tu  vnulilraie  qua  l«  tUro  AIt^a| 
toy,  ■■  II  esLoIt  Diau,  el  qua  in  fiiuBs  La  itiia.* 
tret  bleu  prfvr  ot  dir*."  —  Clmnujue  tiai  (ilrt. 
Charmclirt,  t  i.  p.  101. 

Tliara  Is  an  llii(;llab  •pllapli  borrowad  l> 
ti*  t'ninah  cnplaln. 
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\oTB  S8,  p.  lOe.  The  suburU  2uf 

One  ampU  rum. 

**  They  pulled  down  all  the  most  considerable  buildings  in 
the  suburbs,  and,  among  the  rest,  twelve  churches  and  several 
monasteries,  that  the  English  mi^t  not  make  use  of  them  in 
carrying  on  the  siege."  —  Rapin.    MonttrekL 


Note  89,  p.  106.  — No  more  the  merry  viol's  note  teas  heard. 

**  The  instrument  which  most  frequently  served  for  an  ao> 
eompaniment  to  the  harp,  and  which  disputed  the  pre-eminence 
with  it  in  the  early  times  of  music  in  France,  was  the  viol; 
and  indeed,  when  reduced  to  four  strings,  and  stripped  of  the 
frets  with  which  viols  of  all  kinds  seem  to  have  been  furnished 
till  the  sixteenth  century,  it  still  holds  the  fii*st  place  among 
treble  instrument?,  under  the  denomination  of  violin. 

"  The  viol  played  with  a  bow,  and  wholly  dilTerent  from 
the  vielle,  who:>e  tones  are  produced  by  the  friction  of  a  wheel, 
which  indeed  performs  the  part  of  a  bow,  was  very  early  in 
fcivor  with  the  inhabitants  of  France." — Burney's  JJUtory  of 
Mudc 


Note  90,  p.  108.  —  CkiUed  on  St.  Aignaji't  name. 

St.  Aignan  was  the  tutelary  saint  of  Orleans.  Ho  had 
niiniculou>ly  been  clioscn  birhop  of  that  city  when  Attila 
besieged  iL 


Note  91,  p.  109.  The  treaty  ratijied 

At  Troyis, 

"  By  the  treaty  of  Troye-*,  Charles  was  to  remain  in  quiet 
posse-^^sion  of  the  royal  dignity  and  revenues.  After  his  death, 
the  crown,  with  all  it^  rij^hts  and  dominions,  devolved  to  Henry 
and  his  heirs.  The  imbecility  of  Charles  was  so  ^'n.;it  that  he 
could  not  appear  in  public,  so  that  the  queen  and  Burgundy 
wore  for  him."  —  Rapin, 


KOTK  n,  p,  113.  —  Oatiiburf.  Ihtir  unlr^M^. 
"Thd  betlsgers  reosiTed  aucean  in  llie  terj  begin nlng  of 
Oia(i«gii;  bni  tliHEiLrlurSiLltiibnry.whD  uoiiriilaroil  tliU  aaur- 
priM  ru  n  ileai'lre  Mtkin  for  llis  king  liU  nuutec  nml  !it>  dwa 
rspQliitlon,  omiitcd  noihiiifc  to  ilipriva  tlto  bMicgml  uf  thai 
odnintage.  Ha  run  up  rmnd  (lie  oily  tUty  flint.  Uotr  grut 
toavet  Uil*  vorlc  might  be,  DuUiiDg  Bolild  direrl  lilia  from  It, 
since  llm  buccus  of  tin  •loge  ontlr«l]>  dopcndoil  upoa  it.  In 
Tiiin  winilil  liu  hnve  punued  h'n  attack,  if  the  siieniiea  omitd 
eontlnnnll;'  tnlnutaee  (nth  nappIlM-  Bwiiles,  the  ieMOB,fiinv 
tu  adnnoed,  (aKge^ieJ  to  htm  that  lia  woalil  be  RirKinl  to  fmm 
Out  wiuier  in  the  oamp,  aod  during  ibui  time  be  linlile  ta  mtaf 
liuult*.  Atnoug  tlie  tlxly  roru,  ttaara  oaro  ail  much  atrangor 
thag  tha  rati,  apon  the  ais  principal  aTenuU  oTthe  Bitj.  Th* 
French  cxinltl  Iw  fore  with  (Me  introdnce  oonvuyi  into  the  phtnv 
uid  had  iDHde  ft-equBllI  uscnrthat  ndvnntitga;  but,  aAer  (ti«M 
liini  vcrc  built,  it  wan  with  extreme  itifBnulty  that  they  cmUd, 
now  anil  tiieii,  give  nmn*  aMliiaiire  to  tlie  buJo^iL  Upon 
thne  lix  redmlita  tJie  ^iionl  ereoleil  batleriea,  wbiirh  ItraB> 
dered  ogafiui  liie  wall*,' 
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Son  M,  p.  lia.^  TU  pomkrom  atome  xiA 

Cnu  Skt  «■  HBr^fwske. 

Lm  bombardM  romissaicnt  de*  bc'clets  de  Pierre,  dor*! 
qoelqiiesaas  pe«iient  jusqu'k  ctrzl  seize  Iitt^^.  Ce«  masses 
eflniTaiite%  laae^et  k  la  mani^re  de  oa»  bombes,  pn>laiwuent. 
en  tombant  sur  1«  ^difice$,  I'eflet  de  la  fra  ire."  —  Le  Brum  dc 
Ckmi  wirffti,  L  p.  12S. 

XoTB  Stf,  p.  113. 
Tkt  mUyb^haBa  hisatd  Iknm^  Ike  midsugkl  jly. 

DrajUm  enumerates  the&e  &m>?r.g  the  English  prepantioaf 
for  war:  — 

"ThKBglnwi  yroTiied  the  pet&rd 
To  breftk  tbe  strong  p»cirtca:lir«.  ami  the  b&Ilf 
Of  vilifire  deri-ei  to  tbrr«w  frcm  far 
To  bars  to  crtmn-l  tbfir  jMLLaces  and  b&Ils.** 

And,  mt  the  *:eg*  of  Hiirit^ur,  h»  er.ys,  — 

**  Tbdir  bruen  ftlin^  ^ui  ia  t^it  wi",  JSrv-bViIf.*' 

^  Balls  of  roommins  wildfire, 
Ttiat  lickt  men  np  like  litrhtuin;;.  hare  I  Iriutriit  at. 
And  toft  >m  bttc-k  iLgaiD  like  chiidreu'r  tn:1<^." 

B.  ama  F  .    Tue  .VcJ  Lcrer. 

*•  I  do  coramaij'i  thnt  jiirriju'.ar  citt  !-e  h.-ii,  :i  ;v=-i:  c  the 
giuuier*  !'•  hare  h:ilf-*'ur:-  wit*.  %v:itor  :.'  i  v;:,.  j-j',  .i.-  ;-  .ccufr- 
tntned,  vitb  b'»:iT,f:s  a:.  ]  <•'.  I  ^ail-,  :»:.  i  wet  Ui:i:it'c*  to  icfeud 
fire,  thiit  a»  ofteii  1=  thr'«w:,. 

**  Everr  hhip  ■'h:!:;  c:irrv  twf.  l..i:i:-.  In  ;".:.>:  f  f  >t-':.cs.  to  tlirvw 
to  prr»fit  in  th*:  t:nif  '^•f  :":^:)t  'lu  t':.e  jt-vk,  l\ri-c^«>*.]e, '. r  t-'jiy, 
iccor>iiD£  t<»  lii*  l-unjen. 

**  Thai  the  wjl-itire  be  n-p.ir*' :  to  tl;.-  jh-.-jiIv  v..-*,  txpert, 
that  »e  h:tve  f'»r  T'l*.'  u^**  tl.T,-r.-  •{'.  it  iu*-  tl-n.-;  T-r  t:;..t  it"  it  l-f 
ri'-t  over*-**t'! ,  ;rivj:i2  ch:.r;r'.  t!.«  •■••■■(':  •  t!.-'»r  tli-it  •]  •  i::.-  ivr^-taii-l 
it,  ari'l  5'Uch  a»,  mv  k:i"\N,  •■i:  '•  '  '.-v^  '■  ^-«  t:  ■  '■.■•r\\-.M'  it 
mar  JiaT'IK'Tj  tw  pr^^rit  Jn' j*""-'  —  C^  /<  ^s  >>  / -/■  ■.''.  '■ ,  .'.'.t  />iii-e 
>r  .*A  ■'  "1  f'-  bt  'f^turrtd  tri  if.'  I'w  j^  t  :■••//  '.'i /;  Hurl. 
UiHC.  v-.'..  i. 
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"  Sniao  wcto  prepnrlng  lo  toa  bolli  of  wUdflre, 
had  been  Uicir  Itiiiriii-ciiDrT."  —  Delittriuiei  of  oHiifit  4 
liaiii  from  At  ^Vrl> .-  lUrl.  Mltc.,  vul.  I. 


NonDT,  p.  IIS.- 

Tbw  al  tho  lipge  of  Thin  mrl'Eacault.  "  Cealz  i 
Isnr  gnotolsiii  par  Isnr  ensiiu  ohtmili  mo 
niOTtu  et  pamitoi,  pour  los  ompDaollr,  ( 
dedana  eii  raoalt  grout  dcitreue.  Car  loir  osloil  fort  at  l4l 
ainsi  comma  hi  plelii  esle,  et  do  ea  (Urenl  plua  coiut 
da  nulla  aulro  cbone.  SI  DoaildBrsnt  niinlilonisiil  • 
qaa  cells  man^M  lit  Da  puurmient  lanmiemenL 
tonlMr,  lont  Itar  e*tolttu  pouaitla  BlilionUimlila."- 
Lie, 

Tlili  wn*  ui  evil  whloh  aomaliroea  aDnofOd  the  b 
anay.    At  Unii  "  pour  U  tnianltM  4aa  baales  qna  Im  b 
lMl,et  Am  ohBTRtilx  qui  etioloni  mnn,  lajrealoitti] 
pn,  dout  mouli  [|b  gtuvullvn  et  ewnyen  en  «>tolant  n 
Bt  meloiicDtleux,  b1  tuy  alloicut  loi  pltulcnn,  roAviehlr  »t 
get  St  nillaun  pour  eviter  ca  maaTola  air."  — /VumoH,  Ib^ 


NoTK  9^  p.  113.  —  Onnled  (n  ii>iu^nlf«nn 
AITh>iiiurri:>eaull,"bi  fiil  te  duo  uliarlar  giant  | 
d'engina  da  Camtiniy  «L  da   Doumv,  el  en  f  cut  alx  K 
^ns,  la  due  let  A»t  lever  devant  la  fiHtereMC. 
geotoient  nujrt  el  jaur  grtMHs  plerre*  at  mangmnan 
obat^nl  lea  comlilea  et  1«  hanlt  dM  tonn  ds>  cbiiml 
(clte).   £1  an  contrslgiiaienl  l«  geiu  du  eliaiiltl  pio  cot  m 
Ireadurenmiit.     Et  «[  noaleiil  lea  compaignon*  qui  le  p 
demoKrer  en  chualirao  nen  Mlu  quTIc  aiuMnt,  I 
M  en  oallare."  —  FnlMnri,  i.  *a. 


VOTES   TO   JOAN    OP   ARC.  283 

(taring  the  blockade  of  Rome  bv  the  Goth*,  he  makes  the 
Ishabitants  first  eat  one  another,  and  then  eat  themselves. 


**  La  nife  m  meslant  4  lean  doolenres  eztriiiMS, 
Ha  M  mangenk  Ton  IHtatre,  Us  m  mangienk  eaz-mesmes. 


JSlmrie. 


Faller  expresses  the  want  of  food  pithily:  **  The  siege  grew 
«nog,  and  victuals  short.** 


Mote  100,  p.  114.  —  When  in  the  sun  the  angel  of  the  Lord. 

**  And  I  saw  an  angcl  standing  in  the  sun ;  and  he  cried  with 
a  loud  voice,  saving  to  all  the  fowls  that  fly  in  the  midst  of 
heaven.  Come,  and  gather  yourselves  together  unto  the  supper 
of  the  great  God ; 

**  That  ye  may  eat  the  flesh  of  kings,  and  the  flesh  of  cap- 
tains, and  the  fle^h  of  mighty  men,  and  the  flesh  of  horses,  and 
of  them  that  sit  on  them."  —  Rtrdation^  xix.  17,  18. 

A  similar  passage  occurs  in  Ezekiel:  — 

"  And  thou,  son  of  man,  thus  saith  the  Lonl  God,  Speak 
unto  every  feathered  fowl,  and  to  every  beast  of  the  field. 
A<^semble  yourselves,  and  come ;  gather  yourselves  on  every 
lide  to  my  sacrifice  that  I  do  sacrifice  for  you,  even  a  great 
sacrifice  upon  the  mountains  of  Israel,  that  ye  may  eat  flesh 
and  drink  blood. 

**  Ye  shall  eat  the  flesh  of  the  mighty,  and  drink  the  blood 
of  the  princes  of  the  earth,  of  rams,  of  lambs,  and  of  goats,  of 
bullocks,  all  of  them  futlings  of  Bashan. 

**  And  ye  shall  eat  fat  till  ye  be  full,  an<l  ilrink  blo«)d  till  ye 
be  drunken,  of  mv  sacrifice  which  I  have  sacrificed  for  vou. 

"Thus  ve  shall  be  filled  at  mv  table  with  ht>rses  an<l  cha- 
riots,  with  rnighty  men,  and  with  all  men  of  war,  saith  the 
Lord  God.'*  —  Eztkitly  xxxix.  17,  &c. 


NoTK  101,  p.  117.  —  Prevent  the  jnintj  of  famint. 

Fuller  calls  this  "  resolving  rather  to  lose  their  lives  by 
wholesale  on  the  point  of  the  sword,  than  to  retail  them  out 
^y  famine." 
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Note  102,  p.  120.  —  As  tdien  the  Mexican*, 

**  It  was  the  belief  of  the  Mexicans,  that,  at  the  conclusion 
of  one  of  their  centuries,  the  sun  :in<i  earth  would  be  dei»truyetL 
On  the  last  night  of  every  century,  they  extinguished  all  their 
fires,  covered  the  faces  of  the  women  and  children,  and  ex- 
pected the  end  of  the  world.  The  kindling  of  the  sacrod  fire 
on  the  mountain  of  iluixachtla  was  believed  au  ?meu  of  their 
safety."  —  Clncit/ero. 


Note  103,  p.  124.  —  TJie  veins  were  fuIL 
'12 Jt  ol  ^t6iiKavTL  kqt'  ai{h'a  ~avTu6tv  Zpcf, 


Note  10-1,  p.  124.  —  Ills  slkiice  tiireatentd, 
*•  Sou  silence  menace."  —  Le  Mot/ne, 


Note  105,  p.  125.  See  the  Jire 

G^nsunit  him. 

Reasons  for  burning  a  trumpeter:  — 

"  The  letter  she  sent  to  Sulfolk  wa*  received  with  »corn,  and 
the  trumpeter  that  brou;:ht  it  commanded  to  be  burnt,  against 
the  law  of  nation-*,  saith  a  French*  author,  but  errone*iusly; 
for  his  coming  was  n<»t  warranted  by  the  authority  of  any 
lawt'ul  priiioo,  but  from  a  private  maid,  how  highly  soever 
?olf-pretcnde'l,  who  ha'l  inrither  estate  to  keep,  nor  commission 
to  send,  a  trmnpcter."  — FnlUr's  Pmfane  State. 


NuTK  iOO,  p   120.  —  Jn  siijld  of  Orleans  and  the  MniderCs  ki^. 

De  Serros  says,  "  The  tnnnpeter  wsis  ready  to  be  burnt  in 
the  sight  of  the  besieged." 

*  DeSerret. 
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NoTB  107,  p.  127.^  As  he  that  puU  it  of, 

**  Let  not  him  that  girdcth  on  his  harness  boast  himself  M 
be  that  patteth  it  off/*  —  1  Kinr/t^  xx.  11. 


Note  108,  p.  127.  —  As  tchtn  Chederles  comes, 

*•  A  ripA  fiumini^  Halys  venimns  ad  Goukurthoy;  inde  Cho- 
ron;  post  in  Tlie  Ke  Thioi.  Hie  multa  didicimus  a  inonachia 
Turcicis,  quos  Dervis  vocant,  qui  eo  loco  insignem  habent 
edem,  de  heroe  quodam  Chederle  summ4  corporis  atque 
&nimi  fortitodine,  quera  euudem  fuisse  cum  nostro  i).  Georgio 
(abulantur;  etidemque  illi  ascribunt  quse  huic  uoi^tri :  nimirum 
Ta5ti  et  horrcudi  draconis  caede  &erv:t<se  expositam  virginem. 
Ad  haec  alia  adjiciunt  multa,  et  qus  libitum  est,  commini- 
Kuntur,  ilium  per  longiiu}uas  onw  percgriuari  solitum,  nd 
fluvium  postrcmo  porvenisse,  cujus  \u\nx  biberitibu-*  pr«."«taroul 
iinmortalitatcm.  (Jui  quidem  fliivius,  in  qu&  parte  tomirum 
sit,  non  dicunt;  nisi  fortassis  in  Utopia  colUM:ari  dobct :  tantuin 
tffirm:uit  ilium  ma^iis  tcnebri<,  mulraquo  calipne  obductutn 
btore;  ncque  cuiquam  mortalium  post  Chederlcm,  uti  ilium 
viJeret,  contipis^c.  Choderlem  vero  ipsurn  morti.-*  legibu*  -.«>- 
latum,  hue  illuc  in  ccjuo  pnesturitissirao,  qui  similiter  ejuMlom 
fti|ua;  haustu  mortalitatcm  oxuerit,  divapiri,  ijaudoiitein  pric- 
liis,  adev<iO  in  bello  melionbu-t,  aut  lis  qui  eju- opnu  iuii)l')ni- 
verint,  cuju'tcunquo  tandoin  slut  religioni<." —  /iunht  '/uius. 

"  The  I'ersians  say  that  Alexander,  coming  to  uiulerstaml, 
that,  in  the  Mountain  of  Kaf,  there  was  a  great  c;ive,  very 
black  luul  dark,  wherein  ran  the  water  of  innnortality,  would 
needs  take  a  journey  thitlnT.  Hut  being  afmid  t<»  lo-e  his 
wuv  in  the  cave,  an<l  cori'iiilerini:  with  himself  that  ho  had 
c<'iramitte«l  a  great  oversight  in  h-aving  the  more  xx-^r<[  in  cities 
auil  fortifieil  places,  and  ki'*'ping  about  his  per>on  dnly  ycung 
pe«iplo,  such  as  were  not  able  to  a«lvisc  him,  ho  onl«'re<l  to  he 
brought  to  him  some  old  man,  whoso  counsel  ho  might  follow 
in  the  a<lventure  ho  was  then  upon.  There  were  in  the  whole 
army  but  two  brothers,  named  Chidder  imd  Elia<,  who  had 
brought  their  father  along  with  them;  and  this  gooil  old  man 
^>ade  his  vms  go  and  tell  Alexander,  that,  to  go  thrwu^'h  with 


sointtK;^  POEMS. 

i.  oiiir  w 


«  Iliiit  luul  I  suit  at  iicir  1i 


o  ridg  npon  In 


tha  CITS,  and  laan  the  colt  M  [ha  suinuieg  of  It,  and  11m 

iiiH«  woald  iiifntllblf  bring  biin  bnek  ngaia  to  Uio  toow  [iUm 

without  oiiy  troubla.    Atoxmiilitr  ihaugbc  the  lulriot  an  (Dcd, 

thil  h>  vraul'l  nut  lake  anj  otber  pemin  villi  biio  In  tliM 

jnume;r  but  ihoM  two  brollien,  [oavuig  lbs  met  of  hi*  fptuiu* 

■t  Ui«  entnuiM  a(  tti«  cnvs,    Hs  urdfiuioad  w  Ckc  (bni  ba  cuno 

to  a  gate  lo  wall  poliilMd,  thai,  nolwlltulandiag  Ih«  p«M 

■Urluiow,  11  guyt  li^a  sngugli  to  lac  him  md  thara  vu  «  bird 

ftttmaj  (heretu.     Tha  binl  uk«d  AIosMilar  wJiit  ha  wutLld 

baTs.    He  mH'la  Miewar  tlint  ha  luokeil  Ibr  Iha  wntar  of  in. 

iPonaUty.    The  bird  Mked  lilin  nhiii  «u  done  la  tli*  watUL 

'  Mlaoblef  «nouf^,'  repliet  Alexander, '  una*  then  1>  a 

or  liu  but  ralgns  than ; '  wberenpoa,  tha  binl  golting  b 

flying  Bwny,  tho  gite  opened,  bi         " 

lining,  with  n  trumiiet  in  tiit  bund,  Iwlillug  It  m 

going  to  put  it  to  hia  mouth.    Alexnnder  isltad  hlia  hi 

The  uigel  nuide  ontwer  hli  nanu  vu  lUphaal,  and  d 

Only  ataltl  fur  ■  DOmmaiul  bom  God  lu  blow  Ihe  li 

to  osJl  tha  ilund  to  juilgmeat;  which  hnrlng  cald,  b 

AlexnnilaT  who  he  wiu.    '  I  am  AJoxFinrler,'  repiJeil  bi 

I  teek  the  water  of  iminonalltf .'    The  angel  gave  bin  a 

and  Mid  la  him,  '  Ua  Ibf  wnycF,  nod  look  for  M 

or  the  ume  weight  wlih  thii,  and  then  thou  thtji  find  U 

talliy;'  wbDroujion  Alsxander  naked  how  Inog  ha  had  U 

The  uigel  uU  to  him,  *  Till  >nph  time  u 

earth  which  eaoompusB  thee  be  turnod  u 

being  coinD  oat  of  the  enTe,  wughc  a  long  UiDA,  a 

meatlng  willi  any  alune  Jiut  of  the  suna  wsigbt  n 

other,  lie  put  one  into  tha  bnlniica  which  be  Ihinigli 

very  nenr  It,  and,  Snding  bot  vtny  Hitlo  dltTerance,  bi 

tharoto  a  little  eani 

Qoi'i  iutenlioii  to  » 

to  cijMOl  immnrlalily  till  be  hlmiwlf  wiin 

At  lut,  Alexander  hevln;  one  day  a  fall  off  hIa  b 

barren  poand  of  Ghnr,  they  Inid  him  npon  the  «■ 

DTor  hli  armour,  and  covenid  bim  with  h 

oir  the  heat  of  the  aun.     Then  he  Iwpa  i 
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±Ji\ 


§inykmtjf  of  tte  angtl,  amd  wm  m&Std  t&c  hoar  of  lu*  «iMSh 
vat  at  kaad.    AeeoniiiifiT,  h«  i£i*L 

"^Thtj  add  to  tkb  fiibfas,  cbifi  die  cwo  bracfaerv  Chi.iri«r  aai 
tJam,  ilnmk  of  tha  vacer  «^  imajrtalLcr;  oiifi  :ii^  :lkej  ar* 
itai  firing  btt  mrsaiakY —  Csw  opoa  cbe  e&rdXr  latL  ChJtfkic 
iattawatar;  vbcrciB  &e  lasaer  idih.  s>  (Tta:  ^v«r,  lu:  :iUi4« 

[h»iir  a»l  ESa*  oomj>r  a  i.Krvr:Llta«*ii  ^rt^«  iz  tM 

,  ~  i^  fz^wr  x^ar  tilt  f-eu  lilt  itrur  l;^.^  t^*  -;.-.:;  tij; 
tfaej  are  HinSsCi:  i:-  i»e  -iiDe«.i-:."Lj  trjuvj.jti  _•-   ;«-.'.iiX.:^ 
u.sliirr  x-'tftct*-     2x  lirf-r  ruT'ii  1.11I  i.:—!  .«•".;.    .  .-u-m:*- 

if  MKca.  tx«  ikT  yt  vuisL  Hit  ■♦•-4r::a*t  i.rt  ucmtu.  .•!*.■  _  — 
IfOkmak'B  S^ir^  if  tut  09M«au»  Ziiy«-'t. 


lk*k.  ^i.  2JSk. —  Tut  9W\frii*  Utc  iait  t-.^M^i  '•:  1JM  t".* mm.. 


U«Br  fifniMff  tmpiUMMH  iiMt  * 

JUfci  /  LuKw^  111 
▲ad  hXXO.  LuLf£  VII  :  — 

*-  Tim  f  litxoBUiF  fnrwnife.  Uia;  ^utK  n  bri^u:  u?  inu.. 


**L  b'jriic  c  tLv  e:  t  louit  bt  p:uu  csuin:  ijfv;i:i:  .'uu-ir«t, 
fB  auiu:  tinniiiii*  e:  Lrri>i.  kux   caump::  cu;  cli:<llu.^  qui  ut» 

um^.  uiit  texuiwii..  *''  um  i<ju>  iix  ?   ^:'a:i.i*  i*:  «   liutTiUic, 
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ileKBDdIt  da  olal  en  lost  da  IViy  Dtuig1«t«rTn  qoll  w 
praprenuiit  qus  lo  sieo)4  deuti  dnor.    Onr  il  elieolt  ij 
pienei  qua  ellas  luoyeat  bomme)  ol  otiavttalx,  «t  a 
pins  h&nlis  tout  ealmbli.     Adonc(|uu  ragtrtiii  le  Uuf  D 
terra  laglUe  de  N'Mtrs  D:iniD  de  ChHrtru,  el 
dGTOleraaiit  ■  Noitra  Dnmi',  at  promise,  el  « 
dktt  dapuls  qail  tn  ncoordorolt  n  In  p>iix,"  —  FnaaarL 

"fiui  while  he  lodged  then  {baton  Cbartroi],  UtJ 
lt:«Ung  a  liarrlbie  spoils  oC  llie  wbolc  00011117,  tbm  <1 
RO  nudwlun,  us  the  work  of  Hortcii,  wlileh  luddaiil;  qu 
hU  KtDbltluai  detign  to  ruin  France;  ror,  behold)  a  banrlBIa 
and  extnwrdiniiry  umpeit  of  haila,  thunder,  and  Ilgfatnlng, 
foil  with  (Qch  violence  hi  man;  hone*  and  m«a  in  tha  mnr 
peri>li»!,  M  ir  that  Qad  hiid  invlcliod  tonh  hii  hand  fhw 
henvsn  10  «lay  lit<  conne."  — Oe  Serrtt. 


Mal.^^1 
1  notOi^H 


Honlll,  p.  133.  —  Dtip  Ihroagli  IhttbuAe  toOiW  OumiUrt 

The  oirouinstanca  of  the  Hittil't  entering  OrlMM 
night,  In  a  *iarm  of  tlinndor  and  liglitnlng,  i*  UitorloaOj  d 

"  The  Eiigliahnieii,  pvroolvlng  that  tbel  witbln  o 
long  ooatlnae  tor  faule  oT  TiCiiile  niid  pnndaf,  kopte  m 
WiUchBU)  diligenll;  as  iImI  war  aceuatonud,  nor  uourwl  Mt 
the  c<innlra}r  euTitxnied  a>  Ihei  before  lud  ordaine-L  Whlebe 
negligence  the  elteieni  abut  In  percelring,  lenl  wvrda  theraof 
to  the  Froacb  capiloinoa,  which  With  rncelle  in  the  doJ-la  (7111* 
of  the  nighiB,  niiil  lu  a  grtHls  ra/ne  and  Ibnndre,  with  all  thair 
rltallo  and  artilerj-,  enterad  into  the  oitie."  ~  H<jl,  ff.  WT. 

Shakipeart  alio  notice*  tUi  itorm.     Striking  ai  th«  tit- 
eonuCaace  U,  Ohapebdn  ha*  omitted  It.  ^^^ 


Homiit^lSl.  — Strong  latrt  At  Eo^iJiJiirU.    ^^M 
The  patienoe  and  persSTeranca  oS  a  bsiie^ng  annj  ia  si^l 
ngDi  appMT  almost  ineredlbte  to  m  now.    The  eatopof  Fa<> 
diuond  before  QnuniJn  iweRed  Into  a  eltjr.    Edward  III.  nwd* 
a  maricel-town  bafbro  Calnii.    Upon  the  oaptala'i  nftual  ts 
fomnder,  Uiji  Bimei,  "  tie  begui  (a  Intrench  himwlf  tt 
aboat  the  cilr,  wtting  lite  own  teat  dirvctly  ag^diu 
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gtUa  U  whldi  be  mUnJnl  U  «Dt«r.  Tliea  ba  plac«d  boMioni 
iMtwam  ttta  iDvn  atxl  tbB  rirer,  uid  ut  ant  regalu  itncu, 
Ui)  raareil  np  ilKenI  boildiugi  of  tamif  tiu^Mr  belveeo  llM 
(rowliat.  which  ha  eovmvi  iri:ta  ckaioh,  md,  Imxitn,  uiJ 
•kins.  Thai  he  en;am]iu»d  itae  whole  tows  of  C>lil>,  From 
Kiaban  on  (ha  nonb-wcal  ilils  to  Conr^Bine  on  the  nonh-eut, 
all  along  bj  Saogsle,  at  P<jrt  and  Fort  d«  MiooUf ,  ooaunonlj 
bv  Iha  Engliali  ealleJ  Nawlaad  Bridge,  down  bj  Uunuis, 
ColufDC,  and  Haikn;  so  that  hi>  camp  looked  like  a  ipwdmu 
city,  and  wa*  mu.!!! j  bj  ilnngan,  that  come  thither  ic  market, 
ulled  New  CaUii.  Far  Ibii  prinoo'a  rapntation  for  jutUoe  was 
npvii,  that  to  his  markets  (which  ho  held  in  hi*  camp  twic 
•nrj  w«ek,  Til.,  DD  TneadaTi  aad  Satunbifa,  f«  ll»li,  Ssh, 
ln«ul,  wlue,  and  ale,  with  cloth  and  all  <<bar  nteeMfiei)  Uierv 
came  doI  on)T  his  &ieadi  and  alliaa  trvm  Euj^and,  Flaadan^ 
anil  AijtiitAin,  but  ena  Dunf  of  King  Philip's  snbjcou  and 
(ooMvaU*  oiHi*e;«d  thilliBr  their  cattla  and  other  oooniio- 
dtilB,  to  b<  Mid." 

KoTK  ni,  p.  133.  —  IJUtrins  ipitli  Ut  Ift. 


n 


Svm  lie,  p,  W.  —  GhiMiiiHt. 

QlnddisilBle  most  be  tbo  Sir  WllJiiim  GittouUla  oT  SbiL 
(peora.    Stowe  cnlla  him  Willuim  Uliulwdiile. 

It  1b  proper  to  remiirk,  that  I  hnre  hitn>dii««d  no  fiotlliBM 
DBcnes  unung  the  killed.    ThcjnuyiUlb*  tbtiad  liilh*«i|H^H 

Ni/ne  117,  p.  ISS.  —  The  batUta.  ^^^| 

m,  hJ  tiiuii  iHllJlfl  turtiJun  mpu,  ^^^H 

I,  (utlli  iDpnot  irlo,  pan  luldiia,  coin*.        ^^^^H 

I  txji  that  lb*  ballata  dUehugad  duto  "iV^^^H 
TlolHDce,  Uuit  Dothing  oooiil  r«uit  tboir  fll^^^ 


Maria,  (11(11;  IDpnOt  IT. 

-  Vegedoa  t,%ji  I 
rapidity  &   ' 

TUi  cngiDV  wu  nwd  parHoalnrly  to  diwiurga  darts  of 
prliing  langth  itnd  weight,  nnd  often  monj  tmoll  onei  rugotbar. 
\ta  (una  ««  not  niilike  llinl  or  a  bruken  bow:  it  had  two 
erma,  bat  simigbt,  aad  ttot  ourvnd  like  thoee  of  a  croMbow, 
or  wbiob  the  whole  ncdag  tatea  oonsuti  in  banding  the  bo«. 
Timt  of  llie  bollali),  u  well  w  of  the  oaC^oillk,  Uet  In  Vm 
cardi."  —  AoJSn. 


Mora  118,  p.  188.  —  Whtrt,  bg  lU  tagtfi  ,i«balllti 
"Tbe  Injle,  or  liata,  wu  a  apuco  on  ths  aatsiji 
ditota,  •orrounded  bf  itrong  peJJindei,  vid  somedoi 
low  embiLtUod  iTill.  In  the  attack  of  fortreassi,  u  U 
of  the  nmcbiuei  then  In  nie  did  not  exceed  the  dbl 
four  Btadlii,  tbe  beiisgan  did  not  carT7  on  thair  apprcxi 
msiuia  of  Irsnohei,  but  tiogun  their  oparUloRS  abort 
vith  the  nttnak  or  the  b«7l»,  or  l[«ts,  where  muijr 
flhi'alry  were  perfomieii  by  the  knight*  and  oion.«t.r- 
eoDsldered  the  utuult  at  that  work  lu  putliMihuly 
to  Ibara,  Ilie  weight  of  tbalr  anaor  pnnmtlng  W* 
HillDS  the  walli.     Aa  this  part  wu  atlaoked  bj  the 
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and  nMo-aft-ttiiit,  U  vaf  also  defended  by  thoM  of  the  s«me 
nnk  in  the  piece,  vhence  many  aingle  combats  vere  fought 
here.    Thb  vaa  at  the  tint  inresting  of  the  place.**  —  Grtm. 


Hon  119,  p.  1S9.  A  rmde  coat  of  mail, 

UAomd^  ■afcrwcferf,  as  of  btcljf  lime. 

In  France,  only  penons  of  a  certain  estate,  called  fmftf  tk 
%  were  permitted  to  wear  a  hauberk,  which  was  the 
irmor  of  a  knight.  Esqnlres  might  only  wear  a  simple  coot 
of  mail,  withont  the  hood  and  hose.  Had  this  aristocratic 
distinctioo  consisted  in  the  ornamental  part  of  the  anns  alone, 
it  would  not  hare  been  objectionable.  In  the  enlightened  and 
free  states  of  Greece,  every  soldier  was  well  proriJed  with 
defensire  arms.  In  Rcmie,  a  civic  wreath  was  the  reward  of 
him  who  should  save  the  life  of  a  citizen.  But,  to  use  the 
words  of  Dr.  Gillies,  **the  miserable  peasants  of  modem 
Europe  are  exposed  without  defence,  as  without  remorse,  by 
the  ambition  of  men,  whom  the  Greeks  would  have  styled 
tyrants.** 


Note  120,  p.  140.  —  Hie  rmde-feaimred  keim. 
The  bnrgonet,  which  represented  the  shape  of  the  head  and 


KoTB  121,  p.  140.  —  On  his  croum-crtsted  heim. 

Earls  and  dukes  frequently  wore  their  coronets  on  the 
crssts  of  their  helmets.  At  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  Henry 
wore  **  a  bright  helmet,  whereupon  was  set  a  crowne  of  gold, 
repleate  with  pearie  and  precious  stones,  marvelluus  rich.**  — 
atowe. 


Note  122,  p.  140.  —  And  againti  the  iron  fence  beneath, 
K  breastplate  was  sometimes  worn  under  the  hauberk. 


NOTK  113,  p.  lU.  Onraifg,  uiK 

^pms  m  a<  baUitmiU. 

The  nlUnn  «f  tbi*  barrier  tins  boon  sxpltlued  in  a 
ooto.    Tha  pouibilltjr  of  leaping  upoa  it  it 
roUowing  udrentore,  whfch  is  ohanLQUiFiBtic  at  Uie  perk 
whiob  it  Uappeoed  (1370);  — 

"  At  tlml  tiiQB,  thore  via  done  an  cEOiuinlliiBry  fcsil  of 
krnu  by  n  Scotob  knigbt,  tuuDeJ  Sir  .loliii  Auiistoo,  being  One 
of  tliote  men-of-itniu  of  Scotland  wUo  luul  now  entcml  Kiug 
Edffanl'9  pay.  This  mao  left  his  ruilt  with  his  tpeir  In  lib 
biuiJ,  bis  pttga  riding  behind  him,  awl  went  towuija  tlio  bar- 
riei*  of  tioyon.  wlioro  he  lUlgbled,  w/ing,  '  Here  hokl  mg 
bone,  nnd  iclr  not  frooi  heDce;'  and  m  be  comi 
rien.  Then  were  there,  at  tliat  time,  Sir  John 
Sir  LduuBiot  de  Loirii,  wilh  tea  or  tweivo  mure,  who  aU  J 
dered  vrlial  thii  tmight  detlgned  te  do.  He  for  liii  put,  ■ 
olOM  01  the  bUTiei*,  inld  aula  them, '  UenUeinea,  I  ai 
hither  to  riait  jtra ;  and.  bucaiue  I  nee  you  will  not  ooin*  fifrft 
of  yoia  barriers  to  me,  I  will  cotne  iu  lo  j'oo.  if  I  maf,  and 
pcote  my  ktilglithood  agaiusi  yoo.  VTin  mo  If  yon  can." 
And,  with  Ihnt,  he  leaped  over  the  ban,  and  began  to  lajr 
about  him  like  a  lion,  —  ha  at  Ibem,  anil  they  ac  bim;  in  that 
be  alone  fought  thiu  against  tliem  hII  fur  neui  llie  tpaoe  of  an 
hoar,  and  hurt  leverul  of  ihem-  And.  all  the  wliile,  tboae  of 
tbo  town  bolietd  with  moeh  deiltflit,  from  the  walli  and  tlitlr 
gUTOt  windows,  bis  grant  uolivity,  itrength,  and  cnimo*;  bat 
they  olTered  not  to  do  hhn  an;  hurt,  a*  they  might  very  saallj 
bsTB  done,  if  they  hod  been  minded  (u  cut  ntuneii  or  dart*  al 
him;  but  the  French  IcnigfaU  olisrgerl  them  to  the  eontraijr, 
laying  'liaw  they  ahonid  let  them  atoae  to  deal  with  him.' 
nW  maUen  had  continued  thus  about  no  hour,  the  Scoteb 
ID  the  barriera  with  hli  miutar'i  bono  in  hb  kandi 


hokl  mg 
th*k|^_ 
Royil^B 

sip 


ngnago, 


r,  pray  come  awi 
1  Ibr  the  irmy  is  mnrehed  ol 


of  ut!ht.'    The  knight  heard  hii  re 

Ctaree  terrible  itnikes  about  iiim  to  clear  the  wayi 

armed  a)  he  was,  he  leaped  back  again  oi 
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to  tfce  FrBDchmeii,  Mid,  'Adieu,  fin!  I  tlunk  Toa  for  mj 
fivqnioii.'  And,  with  tliAt,  he  rode  after  liis  man  opon  the 
tfnc  towards  the  aimy.**  —  Jotkma  Barmes,  p.  60L 


NoTB  U4,  p.  142.  —  The  irom  wtisldmnmg  ki^ 

"Lb  muMie  est  nn  biton  grot  oomme  le  brae,  ayant  a  Tun 
da  tea  bouts  vne  forte  courroie  pour  tenir  I'arme  et  Temp^cher 
da  ^iaaer,  et  h  Tantre  trois  chalnons  de  fer,  auxqueU  peiKi  un 
boolet  pennt  hnit  liTres.  II  d*t  a  pas  d'bomroe  acgonrd^hiu 
anpaUe  de  manier  one  telle  arme.**  —  Lt  Gmmd. 

The  anna  of  the  Medici  lamily  **  are  romanticany  referred 
lo  ATerardo  de  Medici,  a  commander  under  Charlemagne,  who, 
kg  hia  valor  in  destroying  the  gigantic  plunderer  MngeUo,  by 
whom  the  snnronnding  oonntry  was  laid  waste,  was  honored 
with  the  priTilege  of  bearing  for  his  ann9  fix  paUt,  or  balU,  as 
cfauracteristic  of  the  iron  balls  that  hung  from  the  mace  of 
his  ileree  antagonist,  the  impre«*iou  of  which  remained  on  his 
shield.*' ~A«rotf. 

Scudery  enumerutes  the  mnce  umnug  the  instruments  of 
war,  in  a  pas<iage  whose  conoluiing  line  may  vie  with  any 
bathos  of  Sir  Richard  Blackm'pre:  — 

'*  La  eonAucment  fnp|»eiit  de  ttmtes  parts 

Plenraa,  ptqoM.  e»pAeax.  mawe*.  flerbc*  et  dardv, 

y-*"**^*f  et  JftTelotn,  Mbrrs  et  marteauz  d'anueit, 

Daascrrasflu  iiutntmenu  dn  goerrieres  aUnnc*.'* 

Alzric 


KoTB  125,  p.  144.  —  Thtrt  teas  a  portal  in  the  EntjUtit  foi% 

Which  opfrud  on  the  valL 

••Vitrurius  obwrvM,  in  treating  upon  fortifio>l  walU,  that, 
near  the  tower*,  the  wuIN  ^houM  \te  cut  within^ iilo  the  hreaiith 
of  the  tower:  and  that  the  wav^  broke  in  thi<«  nianner  shuuld 

• 

oolr  be  ioiued  and  c<intinuc<l  hv  be:tm<  lai«i  uii<in  the  two 
ntremitie*,  without  being  ni:i<]**  fa^t  with  iron;  that,  in  caM 
the  enemr  shonld  make  himself  master  of  anv  part  of  the 
wall,  the  besieged  might  remove  tliis  wiK>len  britlgo,  :in<i  there- 
by preretit  hi«  pa-c-Hcigu  to  the  other  parts  of  the  wall  and  into 
the  towers.**  —  BfUin, 


S94 


sotrrnET's  poeus. 


The  proBiiution  recommended  bj  VitruTJo*  bad  not  beaa 
atnerred  in  the  cantnuclion  of  tbe  Enf^lih  wbIU.  On  auJl 
lido  of  every  loirer,  K  unuU  door  opened  npoa  Ibe  uM:  luid 
the  gnnisou  of  odb  tawer  are  lepreaeated  lii  Uie  (lueiii  u  tl;.ag 
bylliiiiwiij'rromono.lijihflllBrlhmQaelvM  in  the  otiiot.  Wllk 
the  PQterprlaLiig  tjAiil  uhI  the  dxIbiLtWe  nraui  of  ohiinilix3 
It  evoQti  vrlll  DoC  b«  DiUDd  l«  exccod  prabablUtM^ 


HoTE  12S,  p.  llG. — Nut  mrtroierd  &1I  Jutlims  parn 

Tbe  maebioohdion :  ■  projection  over  the  gate^tfM 
town  oc  cmUb,  DOntrived  for  lecHug  fnll  great  wiigfati,  * 
water,  &e.,  od  ths  beads  uf  iaj  mmiiUiHt  who  mighi  h 
Gksa  Id  the  gate.     "  Mn«heoo1l>re,  or  mMheooaluv," 
Coke, "  1»  to  nuiko  a  wnriiko  davlee  orer  a  gati 
(■ge  like  to  «  grate,  througli  which  ecaliling  wat 
or  olTeruire  Ihiugn  may  he  cut  DpoQ  tbe  amjlantt." 


NqTK  137,  p.  118.— 

I  have  met  with  one  instnnce  in  tliif!l<->b  falalorjr,  b 
OUB,  of  Uirawlnjl  tbo  tpoor  aner  the  mauoot  of  tl 
It  is  ia  Stowe'i  cbronlcle.     "  IMS.   The  SDtb  of  Jaim 
Blialleiige  wa>  doae  Id  SndtbSeld.  w 
the  one,  Sir  Pbilip  de  Beuwte  of  Arragan,  a  knight  i  i 
other,  an  Mqiiire  of  the  king'i  hotuie,  called  John  An< 
Aiile^,    The»,  oommlng  to  the  Seldo,  tooke  tbtdr  U 
thsre  wu  tha  knighi'i  sonne  nmdc  knight  h;  the  k! 
brought  ngiiin  to  lii>  fiiChar'a  tenl.     Thea  Ihe  hentkl*  M 
oalltd  them  by  name  to  dne  their  baitnl;  wiil  w 
both,  all  armed,  with  their  weaponi:  the  kni|^t  n 
(Wonl  dniwii,  and  the  eiqtilre  with  Uu  Rpeare. 
out  hit  rpcare  agaiiiM  tbe  knighli  but  the  knight,  aToi 
wltli  hli  EWnrd,  oaet  It  tu  Ih*  pnnnd.    llien 
hii  axe,  and  went  ngolncl  the  knight  rodijen 
■tnike  mnujr  atrokea.  hard  and  aore,  upon  hii 
bii  hand,  and  made  liim  looie  and  let  fall  hU  w 
and  linut  up  hl9  liinbot  three  timet,  and  caught  h»  da(g 
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woold  bare  smitten  him  in  the  face  for  to  hare  slaine  him  in 
(he  field;  and  then  the  king  cried, '  Hool '  And  so  they  wen 
departed,  and  went  to  their  tents;  and  the  Icing  dubbed  John 
AmU»j  knight  for  his  raliant  tomey;  and  the  Knight  of  Arra- 
gOQ  offered  his  armes  at  Windsor." 


NoEB  U8,  p.  146.  — /U7  on  the  caneUi  of-a  meaner  num. 
The  oonelet  was  chiefly  worn  by  pikemen. 


Moim  1S9,  p.  150.  — ^  harbil  an  aduUereuI 

This  woman,  who  is  always  respectably  named  in  Trench 
Ustory,  had  her  ponishment  both  in  herself  and  in  her  child. 

'^Thls  fkir  Agnes  had  been  fiTe  years  in  the  Mrrice  of  the 
queen,  dnring  which  she  had  enjoyed  ail  the  pl«a«ureA  of  life, 
in  wearing  rich  clothes,  furre*l  rr>be9,  golden  chairs,  and  pre* 
cioos  stones;  and  it  was  commonly  reported  thAt  the  king  often 
Tisited  her,  and  maintaine*!  her  in  a  state  of  concnbinnsre;  f'lr 
the  people  are  more  incline>i  to  speak  iii  th.'ui  well  of  their 
laperiors. 

^  The  affection  the  kins^  showed  her  was  as  much  frtr  her 
gayety  of  temper,  pleasing  manner*,  sr.i  jurro^ofjle  conversa- 
tion, as  for  her  beaaty.  She  wia  §o  bean:.:*...  rhar.  ^he  van 
called  the  Fairest  of  the  Fair,  and  :he  Laily  a  B^..»nry,  m  7»... 
on  aecoant  of  her  persona!  ch.irm^,  as  'r.«ri!;*^  'he  icir.jf  had 
giren  her  f«>r  life  the  C«tle  of  B«ia*^  r.^t^ir  Piri*.  .Sn^j  -rn^ 
renr  charitable,  and  mni«t  i:r.t»rn;  in  h^r  i.nw.  wnw^r.  -f.*»  :;*tri- 
bnted  amons  «ach  churches  x*  TF*r*,  r-i:  .•'  :'.:,*..%  ».  ■;  *•; 
begzars-  It  i*  me  rh.i:  Ajr.***  .za>\  i  :.i::r  .•-••.  r  .i,  ..7*.;  .'ir 
t  «hoct  time,  which  *a«»  «.i.':  ■*•  i>  rh*»  <.:.-2'',  >  :  ji  .•■•*.*  v,  .i.-rt 
I*  the  proper  (ather;  nut -h^  «.-.  »  i.ri-.  *.i.'i-<*.;  ..rn**,.f  %a 
not  haTing  any  claim  *■■*  :r.  "^ne  ni;r.*  ."..>*•.:  1.1 />  c-iilM  .n 
beip;  for  the  macter  w^l*  Tir.i-ni-tiy  "ui.kai*,  •»*'. 

**  At  length  §he  w:w  wtz.**!  w.zii  i  -,r'v*.-^/-.»r. -,:ni.*.  i.-.'t  ri« 
s  long  time  ill;  diirrng  ■r*i;on,  "le  jtw  -■^t'-  v.».»-t*.  \r,,\ 
Mncereir  rpri«*nt«ti  of  h..»r  fir.«.  Sn«*  >*"^.  ■•in«*n'  .*-r-:.\  \i  tr- 
Magiilaiene.  wh«»  Lxaii  "^e^n  i  2r*ac  *ir.r.*»r   ti,  ■  •  1.  •  .v^-: 

God  ami  the  Virjin  M.uy  v*  im*  ul  .:<.»  i  ■.->•  ■'  irli/.-ir.    AiVr 


BOCTHET's   T0EK9- 


i,  >bB  eallAiI 


Mired  the  Men 


Ibr  her  bo^^^l 


pnywi,  in  which  ihe  bad  wrilten  vitb  her  own  hand  U 
venei  of  SI.  Demard  to  cepeut  them.  Shs  tliiu  miul«  inanj 
^fti  (which  wore  pot  down  in  writing,  thnl  liw  Bji«ful.jr» 
might  fulfil  tliem,  with  the  othor  nrtiolee  of  hor 
inoluding  ilidf  and  llie  pDj-menl  afhw  temuiti,  might  u 
to  Dftorl;  aiity  thoiuaiid  crowoi. 

"  Her  czecalon  wore  Jscqne*  Ccear,  councillor  bi 
of  the  wsrdrabe  to  tha  Hag;  Moalei  Bobart  PoictCTio,  f 
elaa;  and  Muter  Stephen  Chsvulier,  trewurer  V 
who  wu  to  lake  tha  tend  in  tlie  ftilfihnent  of  her  will,  ilwaU 
it  be  hii  greciout  plciuora. 

"The  fitlr  AgDBi,  perceiving  tbet  tha  ma  dailf  giwrlag 
wealter,  asid  to  the  Lorl  da  Im  TrimouUle,  the  Indj  0 
ElaneM^I]ai  of  Foilou,  and  o'le  of  tlie  liiiig'i  • 
GoolBer,  In  the  pretence  uf  dl  her  diiOfeb, 


"  She  then  requited  ilinl  her  confeuor  iroold  give  h«r  -■ 
InUon  from  ell  her  lios  ajid  wickadnen,  coufbrnieble  • 
Rbeolntlon  which  wu,  u  ahe  enid,  at  Loeheii  which  tba] 
bnor.  onhcr  ossDmnce,  complied  with.    After  Ihia,  aha  III 
>  loud  ihriek,  end  ckllod  ob  tlie  mere  j  of  God  %i 
of  tha  blesaed  Vvgla  Mary,  and  gave  up  the  ghoil  on  itaniMj 
the  ninth  dajr  of  Febnuir?,  in  the  jeu  HID.  about  tbt  o'ck>c]( 
lathe  afleraoan.    Her  body  wai  opened,  and  her  b«w1  InUcnd 
in  the  church  of  the  lald  abbey,  to  whiob  the  hod  b) 
Ubaiai  benefactreu;  and  her  bod;  wa*  eonTeyeil  «rllh  M 
honori  la  Lioehea,  where  it  wa>  Interrcil  in  tha  coliaglaleCl'' 
of  our  Lndir.  to  which  nlto  she  had  made  many  band* 
tuHona  and  tcverol  foiuidationa.    Uny  Uod  bnvc  mercf  eat 
tool,  and  adinil  it  into  piiradiw!" —  UimtlrtUI,  toI.  ix.  p.  PT. 

"  Ou  tlie  thirteenth  dayorJiiaa,tbe  Senetciul  of  Nonnandy, 
Conat  of  MiiuIeTrier,  and  toa  lo  the  late  Sir  Pierre  de  Bnm, 
hilled  at  the  battle  of  Montlahery,  went  to  tha  rtUagv  of 
Bomlera,  near  Doardim.  which  belonged  to  him,  Dx  the  «alu 
bf  hunting.  He  took  wllli  biro  bla  lady,  the  Fr!nce»  ChvlMia 
of  Fianee,  natuni  dnagbter  of  the  lata  King  Charle*  VIL 
K  Sorel.  After  tlia  ohaae,  when  Ibey  were  relumMI 
pitsaup  and  lodge,  Ihe  leitaaehal  retired  to  a  ajucl*- 


9 

,aliffaU 

o'clock 
InUani 

idsonj^^H 
ircyonS^" 


H 


jOax  of  arc.  TtVl 

tlie  lugbt:  bU  Uij  rettred  nbo  to  uinttwr 
moTed  b;  her  disorderly  pHsaivu*  (u  Ilw  liw- 
IMb4  nU),  the  ailed  lo  li«  >  genllemiu]  (rom  Polton,  nuxMd 
Pi*m  da  In  Vvgni,  who  wu  hend  buutsmiui  to  tha  MDoaebal, 
■nd  miulv  tdtn  lig  with  bar.  Tbii  ww  lold  la  the  toncMlml  by 
tbvmutar  or  bit  houieholil,  culleil  Fiem  I'ApoIlilcalni;  whui 
hi  Iniunlljr  anwe,  uod,  taking  bii  iirord,  brukn  upon  the  door 
of  iIm  obumber  whera  Ilia  lady  itid  tlio  hantiintin  "'ore  iu  bod. 
The  banbunan  itutod  Dp  In  hU  ahirl :  nod  tbe  KDnichal  gaT« 
bbn  Ant  «  lerera  blow  with  bit  twonl  on  tb«  lieiid,  wid  Ihtn 
thrut  It  tbrODgh  bii  body,  and  hilled  liim  on  Iho  fpot.  TkU 
dnna,  h«  waul  Into  so  ai^joliuitg  room  whors  bli  chUdt«n  Iny. 
■tid,  flnding  bli  irlfe  hid  ucdor  ibe  coverllit  oC  thetr  bail, 
ilngged  bar  thooca  by  tha  arm  along  tb«  ground,  and  ttmck 
bar  botireen  the  Bhonldan  with  hia  sword.  On  fan  raining 
haraelf  on  bar  knea«,  lio  ran  bl*  iword  through  Iior  bnoil  i  uid 
iba  lUl  down  dood.  B«  acnt  bar  body  for  inlennaul  in  lh» 
AUmj  of  CoolODi,  wbsra  bor  obuqulat  ware  iwrTnnnad  i  nnd 
'  tba  htuMBftn  to  ba  bnriad  in  tha  garden  of  the  louit 
hahod  bean  killed."  — JAnuireJeJ,  toI.  i<.  p.  2S3. 


h  lAoH  bU  lima. 


'Avioaaiv,  aXX  §  tnieSt  ijnwiv  fl  hrimj  fcvfatiu. 
Ktv  y/li>  Hi  yifof  iart  mii/otor  oide  irar'  ^uap 
Tia{i»nf»  (OidTm  tal  oiC^,  lAU  n  vintrufi, 

ISL.  p.  ua—limvatlkal  aabU  htart  a/Omgtatphrttt, 
Tba  bearl  of  Drvvo  wai,  by  bU  own  dylnn  will,  Inlruitad 
t>  t>auKlsi  to  bear  It  to  Jenualam.  Tlili  it  one  of  ilia  Hnaul 
iMnai  in  the  whole  aga  of  aUralroat  hlitory.  Donglw  an- 
•hiined  tha  bMrl  b  a  ttoldoo  «a*e,  and  won  II  round  bla  neck. 
Be  Unded  In  Spoia  on  hti  way,  inil  tioppad  lo  aaaltl  llif 
CHtiliana  ■geliut  Ihe  Moon,  prubnlily  duriiij[  tlia  liaita  ul 
UgMtraa.     Tbare.  In  Ihe  beat  at  aetion,  ba  took  tha  bead 


BOOTHEr  S   POEMe. 


And  1  •hall  RiUiiw,  at 


Hon  las,  pp.  lGS-». 


Qil»  W  palaLhla  noit  qui  BU 


I  pUlu  da  floln, 


The  night  aitar  a  bntllo  i«  oerUinly  more  p.grMablo  Ibui  Ibl 


KoTS  lag,  pp.  l&9-flD. 
Oaxing  aDh  lacli  a  loot  11  tAmi^  A*  fiar*d 
Tie  lhin$  Jit  nmght. 


Mon  184,  p,  les. 

"Noire  posleur."- 


PhyJ  uer 
Id  .Vui/nt:  ■ 


ti<nB  ISt,  p.  14L  —  TU  bariicM.  I 

"  Msxt  UiB  bnjte  wu  Uih  ilitoh,  lout,  Emlf,  or  ian«l,i|| 

nSy  where  it  ooald  lie  a  wet  one  un.i  prvtljr  il**^  J 
pWMge  over  It  WM  by  s  dnwbridge,  oaTemil  bj  on  kdnn 
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v«k  called  a  bnMem.  The  bubieam  was  flometimes  berood 
fta  (fitch  lliat  covered  the  drawbridge,  aod,  in  towns  and  large 
had  finaqoently  a  ditch  and  drawbridge  of  its  own.** 


Note  138,  p.  164.—  7%e  embaUUd  wall 

**  The  ootennost  walls  enclosing  towns  or  foiiifiiees  were 
eommonly  perpendicnlar,  or  had  a  rerj  small  external  tains. 
Thej  were  flanked  br  semidrcnlar,  polrgonal,  or  stioare 
towen,  commonlj  aboat  forty  or  fLttj  yards  distant  from  each 
other.  Within  were  steps  to  mount  the  terre-plein  of  the 
walls  or  rampart,  which  were  always  defended  by  an  embat- 
tled or  crenellated  parapet.'*  —  (rrose. 

The  ibitiflcations  of  the  middle  ages  differed  in  this  respect 
from  those  of  the  ancients.  When  the  besiegers  had  gained 
the  sommit  of  the  wall,  the  de:K:ent  on  tho  other  side  was 
safe  and  easy.  Bat  **  the  ancients  did  not  generally  support 
their  walls  on  the  inside  with  earth  in  the  manner  of  the  talus, 
or  slope,  which  made  the  attacks  more  dangerous ;  for,  though 
the  enemy  had  gained  some  footing  upon  them,  he  could  not 
assure  himself  of  taking  the  city.  It  was  necessary  to  get 
down,  and  to  make  use  of  some  of  the  ladders  by  which  he 
had  monnted;  and  that  descent  exposed  the  soldier  to  very 
great  danger."  —  Eollin, 


NoTB  137,  p.  164.  —  Behind  the  guar^an  pavaU  fenced, 

''The  parais,  or  pavache,  was  a  large  shield,  or  rather  a 
portable  mantelet,  capable  of  covering  a  man  from  head  to  foot, 
and  probably  of  sufficient  thickness  to  resist  the  missive  wea- 
pons then  in  use.  These  were,  in  sieges,  carried  by  servants, 
whose  business  it  was  to  cover  their  masters  with  them,  wliilst 
they,  with  their  bows  and  arrows,  shot  at  the  enemy  on  the 
ramparts.  As  this  must  have  been  a  service  of  danger,  it  was 
that,  perhaps,  which  made  the  office  of  scutifer  honorable. 
rhe  parais  was  rectangular  at  the  bottom,  but  rounded  off 
«boTe :  it  was  sometimes  supported  by  props.**  —  (rrose. 


lUUTUEVS   POEUS. 


liuiganel  li  a  Uim  comprehendiug  all  Um  in 


NoTK  139,  p.  181.—  rorbaHi. 

"  The  tortoise  wis  ■  mecblue  oompoted  or  yay  slnHig  whI 
toll d  timber- work.  The  beighlof  It  to  ila  liigbeat  beoni,  whjcb 
luit^ed  the  roof,  vriu  tvelie  feet:  lbs  baia  yraa  *qiuu«.  and 
Kucb  of  ili  froDti  Iwontj-flfo  ftet,  li  «u  covered  wiih  ■ 
kind  or  quUletl  imillnM  mode  of  n,w  hidei,  and  prepared  wllb 
differani  dmgi  to  proreut  ile  bmag  set  on  fire  bj  combtLetlblB. 
Thl>  heavy  muchine  hu  lapported  upon  roar  wheeU,  uT 
perbapB  upon  eight.  It  was  called  toittriM  trnrn  It*  Mnrin| 
•*  n  vuy  itroDf;  covering  and  deftoce  agilnit  the  eDOtnona 
weighn  thrown  down  on  il;  Ihote  under  It  bciUig  Mft  in  the 
game  manner  h  a  tonoits  under  hi*  ibel).  It  waa  lued  iMi 
to  ail  up  the  roue,  and  for  lapping.  It  ouy  not  be  improp«i 
to  add,  that  it  ie  believed  so  eaormous  a  weight  could  not  be 
moved  from  place  lo  place  on  wh»li,  and  that  It  wni  [nubed 
(brward  on  rollen.  UnJer  llieie  wheel*  or  rotlera,  iba  vaj 
was  hud  with  itrong  plaiilu  to  racllitate  Ita  motioa,  and  pnvwit 
lla  (Inking  Inlu  the  ground,  from  whence  <t  would  have  been 
Ter;  difficult  to  have  removed  it.  The  aneianta  hare  cdMeinad 
that  the  roof  had  a  thicker  coTcring  of  hide),  hunllta,  wawMd 
la:,,  tliau  Uie  tidei,  aa  it  wa>  expoud  la  mnch  greater  abocki 
from  the  weight*  thrown  npon  it  bj  the  beaieged.  It  bad  • 
door  bi  front,  which  wu  drawn  np  bj  a  chajn  a*  far  aa  wai 
neceuarx,  and  covered  the  soldien  at  work  in  filling  vp  tb« 
(base  with  fofclaet."  —  RoBin, 

Thii  1>  the  lorloise  of  the  ancienla;  but  Oat  oT  the  mlddla 
■gsa  dltTered  trom  It  in  nothing  maletiaL 


MotbUO,  p.  ISL  — JAw^lniH. 

ailegers,  having  carried  the  ba^le,  tirongbt  sp  ll 
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btanwt,  aiul  Iiml  it  for  Iha  paaugs  of  tbdr  monbls  tow 
Vhibt  llilf  «■■  (kring,  the  uchen,  atleniled  bj  fouuR  a 
<UT7liig  •tUclUi  (pav^sM],  itteiapted  with  thair  uratri 
drive  the  t^^legeO  (ran  iha  towtt*  and  nurpsilt,  Wing  rlH 
»1t««  ojvered  hy  tbttc  portitble  mnulelelB.  The  giirntun 
Ibtlr  part  ouajral,  hj  tbe  dlicbarge  of  iniichinM,  enaa  i 
long  bowi,  to  keep  tba  sneiiijr  at  >  lUstwice."  —  Grott. 


lU,  p.  ISi.  He  iott  an  nrftatiX  tiwM/,  — 

'  mi^xn  /w  til  tuft  dalnKlietiiMt 


hirtomallmeUiitiuidein  i 

or  the  Kcoiid  Latenia  council,  hc[d  in  UtBi  ■  ArMn 

DOrtirnnni    ct   Dsa   (xiiliUeDI   tialUilailaniBi    ndTinni 


Till)  vespnn  vu  ■g]iin  Intnxluced  into  on 
1  1)7  Richatd  I,  who  Wng  ilnin  niili  n  <|Darrpl  aliot 
Ihnn  one  at  thein,  M  tbs  uags  of  ilio  Cintlv  at  Clinlui  In 
Kenmuidf,  it  wu  imnniilerKl  u  *  Jutlgnicnt  fnun  IIinv«u 
loAleleil  upon  him  for  hit  lin|ii«t7-  OuillRnnis  lo  Breton, 
ralallng  Ili«  ilealli  of  (his  king,  pnts  the  roliowlag  Into  the 
BUmth  uf  Atmpoi ;  — 


n  uLlIi  Rl<jhu>luni  nsrla  parln, 

■igtnh  bcllbla  irrlniitiu  uium 

tiwUdll,  l|iM  >d1  rem  primllui  «i«iliiiu. 


^^^^^^Wma  Uia  trebnchal  they  dlschurgeil  many  >l< 

^^^^PiUng.   It  octnl  by  moniu  iit»  grout  weight  fii» 

'       mnn  inn  of  ■  l«v<r,  which,  being  let  fUl,  mlted 

Uw  Inng  Bnn  with  >  great  vcloellr. 


Ua,  p.  IM.  Who,  hutUng  ig  Iht  Iriburhtl, 

Chargid  ilt  hng  (Jiiiy  irid  dmlli 


hoMlIng  t»  hHuI  on* 
"iBAf  Uieigc  uf  EiU 


-1  II."— C 


n  iToi7  csrrlng,  *appa*ed  K 
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IfOTBllSiP  lee.—BeinAeffrtottOu/ta&trtdjiiarrtt^ 
QuoiTsIa,  or  «itniinux,  won  m  culled  from  tlii 


wlikh  wer*  iqiura  pynimiil*  of  if 

NOTS  Hi,  p.  1' 


1 


The  tartoisBs,  Sec,,  lutd  momblt  Eowsi*,  bnrliig  rsai 
wnlla,  tba  betisgm  under  llieio  ellhor  began  to  miac,  < 
tbem  Willi  tho  nun.    They  iIm  estoblitbed  bniurira  of 
tod  mangDnols  ou  tho  aounionaorp.    Tbeu  were  oppoMd  by 
IboM  of  tlie  oaeni/. 

Note  Ua,  p.  I«T.  ^| 

Or  Aar^itg  mih  luigt  Uohm  Ac  mardtmu  tSng.      ^H 

The  mauriuidiL.  ^| 


The  eipringftl  threw  large  dart*  colled  mudiella,  k 
winged  with  lirui  imtead  of  featlicn.  Pnoofiliu  Hj-i  Uwt, 
becsiue  fentber*  coold  oat  be  put  to  the  large  du^  iKwUiaqpd 
from  the  bidliU,  the  aocienli  osed  plecfli  of  wood  tix  iDChai 
thiok,  which  had  Ibe  ume  eOeoL 


Nont  lt7,  p.  1S9.^  A  poadtmiuiloat  from  font  huge  martiml. 
"  Le  lendemaiD  Tiodrent  deux  roaistrei  englngnean  an  I>ua 
ds  NormHidie,  qui  direni  que,  il  on  lenr  vouloit  liyrar  boyi  fll 
(WTrier?,  ilz  fenriaat  qoatn  eBchntUTaulx  et  bauds  qaeoomeiie- 
roit  ODX  iDun  da  chuiel,  el  Hroient  ti  htiak  q'li  tannontc- 
r^nt  Im  mors.  Le  duo  commnada  q'lz  le  leiuent,  <«  On 
prcndn  laui  let  Ehnrpenlien  da  pvft,  ei  pijivr  btrgenuuL  SI 
ninnt  fiiiu  ces  quatrc  uohaofliuilx  an  qualrei  pwiMi  ii<A| 
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Qitaut  Ox  eurent  passe  la  moitie  de  la  riviere,  ceulx  du  cbastel 
descllDquerent  qnatre  martinetz  qMz  avoient  faitz  nouvellement 
pour  remedicr  contre  lesditz  eschnuifaulx.  Ces  quutre  marti- 
netz gettoient  si  grosses  pierres  et  si  sou  vent  sur  ses  eschauf 
faulx  qMz  furent  bien  tost  froissez  tant  que  les  gensdannes  et 
oeulx  que  les  conduisoient  iie  se  peurent  dedans  g:imntir.  Si 
se  retirerent  arriere  le  plus  tost  quilz  peurent.  Et  ain^is  qMz 
fussent  ouitre  la  riviere  lung  des  eschauffaulx  fut  enfondre  an 
fons  de  leaue.**  —  Froissart,  L  ff.  82. 


Note  148,  p.  168.  —  A  moving  tower  the  men  of  Orleans  idieeL 

The  following  cxtnict  from  the  Histor>'  of  Edward  III.  by 
Joshua  Biumes  contains  a  full  account  of  these  moving  towers : 
**Now  the  Earl  of  Darby  had  layn  before  Reule  more  than 
nine  weeks,  in  which  time  he  had  made  two  vast  belfroys  or 
bastilles  of  massy  timber,  with  three  stages  or  floors;  each  of 
the  belfroys  running  on  four  huge  wheels,  bound  about  with 
thick  hoops  of  iron;  and  the  sides  and  other  parts  that  any 
ways  respected  the  town  were  covered  with  raw  hides,  thick 
laiil,  to  defend  the  engines  from  fire  and  shot.  In  everj'  one 
of  these  stagen  were  placed  an  hundred  archers,  and  between 
the  two  bastilles  there  were  two  hundred  men  with  picknxe> 
and  mattocks.  From  these  six  stages,  six  huntlred  archers  shot 
so  fiercely  all  together,  that  no  man  could  appear  at  his  defence 
without  a  sufficient  punishment;  so  that,  the  belfroys  being 
brought  upon  wheels  by  the  strength  of  men  over  a  part  of  the 
ditch,  which  was  pur{)Oseiy  made  plain  and  level  by  the  faggots 
and  earth  and  stones  cast  upon  them,  the  two  hundred  jjituieers 
plved  their  work  so  well  under  the  protection  of  these  engines 
that  they  made  a  considerable  breach  through  the  walls  of  the 
town." 


Note  149,  p.  168. 
Archers^  Oirouyh  the  ojunint/^  diot  their  sJinfts. 

^  The  archers  and  cross-bowmen  from  the  upper  stories 
In  the  movable  towel's  essayed  to  drive  away  the  garrison  from 
the  parapets,  and  on  a  proper  opportunity  to  let  fall  a  bridge, 


ouiaiii's  POK! 


NoTB  ISO,  p,  l«B.  —  Aiid  /im 


^tafeiioe.    1'bs  ohisf  wna  lo  brenk  np  iha  greond 

nu  Id  pua,  or,  bj'  uniisnidnlug  it,  to  orBrUirDfT 

wora  llkewlie  mivio  to  Mt  it  on  Bn  i  lo  prevent  irhicli,  it-i 

soTtnd  wiib  raw  bidos,  or  coWeJ  orw  wiUi  nlmn."  — 


NOTB  Ul,  p,  1*0. 


Tbera  brldgn  ore  JoMirlbeil  by  KolUn  In  tbe  Mcouut  of  ili> 
moTJng  (owera  whidi  lio  giio  Injiu  Vcgcllusi  "Tlic  nwiviiig 
lovrun  arc  muile  DTtta  HHemlilii^e  urineunis  uiU  «Irong  piAak*i 
not  unlike  a  honao.  To  •moni  thnn  a^lnst  (he  flrei  thrDwa 
by  ttao  besieged,  thef  nre  oarored  wiib  ntr  liides,  or  vOb 
pieoai  of  clolh  miiiln  of  lisir.  Tlicir  tieigbt  i>  in  pmponiun  tu 
IlielrbiM.  Thaj-  kth  soin^timei  tliirtjr  faal  K|nan,  and  Km*- 
timN  TotIj  01  flFtj.  Their  nre  higbar  than  the  yuM;  or  sitaa 
lower*,  of  tha  oily.  Tliey  an  mpportad  upon  nnranij  whaeh, 
according  to  roecliaiiic  pnnci|i1«,  b;  Ibe  mewu  of  wlileb  tha 
machine  li  eiullj  tnaila  lo  moTe,  bnw  greal  nctef  It  mav  b«. 
The  tiiwn  1*  <n  greal  rfangar,  If  thi>  tower  txa  ippmach  tha 
wall*;  fiTT  It  hM  (tnirs  From  one  ilorj  lo  imolher,  ami  inclnilM 
different  moiliodi  of  nttuck.  At  bottom  11  line  n  ram  lo  batlcr 
Ibe  wall,  and  ou  the  midiUe  >iory  ■  dmwbridfe,  niBda  ol  two 
bcanu  with  nilla  of  hiukol-work,  which  let*  Jnwn  eiuilj  Dpon 
the  wall  of*  city,  when  wllbin  Ibe  rourboflL  Tfaii  bi>l*i:fn 
put  npon  ihb  briilge,  to  make  Ib>m>elve>  miutar*  iif  lli>  wiB. 
Upon  tha  liigher  iMrita  an  aoldiera  anned  with  partlMni  kihI 
niuive  woaponi,  who  keep  «  parpetiial  dluharge  upon  the 
woi'ks.  Wb«n  attain  are  in  iht>  potmre,  a  place  Midom  heLI 
out  long.  For  wtiit  con  Ibe^  hope  wbo  hato  nothing  to  mm- 
Sde  in  but  lli«  height  of  llieir  rampart*,  whan  they  u 
luililenly  iip|>e«'  wliicli  (■mnrnnnd  IhemV  " 


Son  1B3,  p.  us.—  0»-iiuiit. 

"And  litre,  witli  Imra  bospukcn  to  rooiM  a  gnuul  (able, 

fi  dignlllad  tiir  our  beii  pocu,  wbilo  Biutiu  au  >  nortala 

rilr*l  4a7,  solsmaly  kept  on  that  shore  wbere  he  flrst  luidcil, 

■  Willi  ih*  [wople  in  graiU  joUitj  uid  mirlh,  a  rnw  of  llioao 

•,  Invoking  in  Nniong  ihem,  bspmon  Che  tudilen  uiiother 

IhnD  M  •noh  a  muting  TU  upeotcd.     Itui,  it 

)  \>J  nunf  luukdt  oTerooine,  Goerangag  Ihe  bugcit,  in 

ihl  tml*«  eubtte, »  reaarred  aiJTs,  Hut  with  him  Curiamu, 

a  datlnd  nolhlng  more,  might  try  hii  itrcngth ;  whom  in 

«  llw  g^int  cMchiiig  aloft,  wiih  a  Itrrlblc  hug  broks 

Mof  htoribit   NeTartliclcH,  Corinoai  onntgod,  benvfng  him 

ff^  main  Ian*,  anil  on  hi*  ibouidmi  biMring  lllm  tu  lh<  Tiext 

*"  %  noki  a^MB  Jkn  jWAnji  aii  tkattttt^  inlo  Ue  mo.  Mid  luft 

n  tli«  olUT,  «Dll<id  BTer  ilni-o  Luigoimivog,  which  l> 

Wmj,  tbs  (iaat'i  )np."  —  MUian't  fStiorf/  0/  t^ngtaml 

L.TIit  txpnolon  iriile  EUhKB  ii  bikeii  tnmi  tha  mune  work 

Y  ICItMit  irlwre  ha  rglutot  Ihn  diulh  ol*  Murln-ltu.     "  WsU 

"  «  nwh  a  bmuilal  prnolty  wiu  bit  end;  lor,  limrtiig  of  a 

lf«  mooter  IhiU  from  the  Irftb  Ssa  Inrtwtod  th«  coul,  aud  la 

Hw  ptido  of  hii  mmigth  riwliahly  lUtcmpiliig  to  'uC  miiily 

niar  »ig»lii»l  ■  brute  Tulnai*,  wlion  hit  wenpim«  wan"  nil 

(n  vnin,  by  thM  horrible  month  lie  wm  oalnhod  op  and  d»- 


SoTB  IM.  p.  IT«.  —  "Thitua /tn 
t'^'Th*  bnmwUa  nr^joiiilng  to  tha  hiidgr  »-> 


i 
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harlnit  vi>\]  enrnnraged  li!«  man  to  dfR^ncI  IhenuelTM  I 

"  Tli«  nkiriniitli  begina  at  Dine  of  tli«  dock  In  Uia  roumlnf, 
urj  the  laddisn  an  pluntn).  A  »tvmi  oT  Ki>|^l>h  iutvw«  IkUi 
npgu  our  man  witu  auoU  viotwioe  •>  they  rM'jili"!.  '  How 
nowI'  snilta  Iba  Virgin,  ■  hnre  we  begun  m  weJI  la  audaoUlI 
Lm  III  clinrge !  they  ara  nur  oini,  teailig  Uod  b  no  our  aide ! ' 
So,  every  one,  raooreriiig  lila  CiniiSB,  Hnekt  about  tha  Vlfnin. 
Tbv  English  double  tlie  ■lorm  upon  Ilia  thickut  of  Ih*  Inofi. 
Iht  Virgin,  flgUtUig  la  the  fbramml  ranks  iiti<l  eacouni^iut  bar 
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uothhig  nninuil,  takes  the  arrow  !d  o: 
Id  th«  iilher.  >  Thii  la  a  liiTiir,'  ujs  a 
oauQot  tocapB  Ihs  hand  ot  Ooo.'  " 


»lll>  al 
I  luirul,  and  bar  ai 


NoTC  1st,  p.  ]TG.—  Glaciilai.  ^^H 

I  cnn  Diak*  nolhing  Kngli'h  of  thia  nanni.    UtmatniMnH^^ 
Mm  Claeodu  and  Claieudai.    DDnioI  laTi  ilia  prinelpul  ItaS 
an  of  ibe  EnglLth  wore  Suffolk,  'I'albol,  Scalu,  KuioIfTc,  -al 
ua  DoinmJ  aiacldaii  on  Clacidaa,  donl  le  indrita  auppliianl  » 
In  unli>ance,  I'uTolt  fdt  parvenir  aax  premltrea  chargea  d* 


KUTB  ISe,  p.  ITS.  —  attUnf  Iht  mmtr  dmH 
On  oatcring  the  outer  gate,  the  nost  port  that 
lUcir  WHS  lliu  outer  bnlllum  or  b:Ulej,  3v|Rmted  rrum 
bulllum  by  B  aCroug  embattled  wkU  niid  Uiwered  gato. 


NOTK  IGT,  p.  IIS. 
Tht  aiifiHa  ihoieertil  Iheir  AttlM  of  Squill  JIra,   \ 
When  Ihn  Blaok  ?riDiHi  attacked  tb?  Cntln  of  R 
■'  tlierc  wna  ilaln  llord  by  him  an  Engliab  eaiiuiro,  li 
Denianli  whemtt  the  princ«  vai  ao  dUplMued,  ihHl  h«  V 
hli  mual  autemn  onlh,  ami  ivrara  hy  liia  fulhur'*  anul,  avtja 
leave  tha  lirgo  tjll  he  had  tlie  caatle,  nud  all  within,] 
nienry,    'I'heii  the  ajenult  wna  renoveiJ  mnch  hotter  th 
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!  priiiee  **w  tbsn  wtu  no  likoliliooil  of  praroiling 
a  way.  Wfaamfure.  [itnontiv  bg  guve  nnliir  (n  ruJi*  cotlaia 
|||tna>,  wbanwilb  ths.r  omI  combuiUble  UUiITir,  ciilUinAd 
"  trililflra.  iiiio  Uio  liuo  ooiirt.  su  fnst,  aad 

■  bngc  On.  Wlionapan  llio  exceiiive  hoU  iirevuilciJ  to, 
r  Uie  nwf  uf  u  ifreiil  townr,  which  wna 
nd  «ith  R'll,  itnil  ui  be^n  to  ipmul  iiver  nil  iIik  uutla. 
:i  tbBW  raliuil  caplidu)  wlUun  hw  iLiil 


."^Jathua  Burned' 


abmlaltly  u 
o/tUaA. 


>JOTC  les,  p.  ISl.  —  r&«  ori/taini 

IT  would  l>e  given.    Il  Is  >iud  to  biiTi  txien  of  re<l  (Uk, 

id  lod  boalaa  wltli  very  bnwd  and  Tolr  llUea  urgutit,  and 

idatWBt  vllh  gold  and  vcrmllian. 

^  VbiUp  it  uid  by  iuidb  hNi'iriUHi  to  bnva  er«Dt«il  the  ori- 

WBtOtany,  wbvra  Edwud  In  ratuninilim]  up  liitbunilng 

— Iba  EnglL'h  ti^nl  for  no  qanrtnT. 

■  origUuUI; luod  oiilyiairiinaitnluillliciiilklcli:  far  |i 

id  tntiiner.  uid  believed  to  huva  been  teiil  Oom  Ilea 


S  IM,  p.  1»I.  —  Th4  Immr,  At  tridfft,  mi  aU  Hi  mvHUvJt*, 
Bank  viA  a  miyhig  crotA. 

rt  »wy  bot.     Our  mon,  enuUy  anEoump'il  by  Iha  Virgin, 

[  lo  thu  liastlori,  uil  fonie  ■  |ioliit  tlicnnf;  ilien 

M  rain  M  Tiolonlly,  u  tlm  Engllili,  being  nmnxed, 

a  thalr  daboeat:  Kime  un  iloin  upon  tlie  pl.iuc;  •aiim 

slvts  dowD  beAdlong,  aud  dy  ii>  tliv  lowur  ujain 

•  MUl*.     tn  Uie  Mild,  Uib  bnva  UIiuMia  almiulniii  ihii 
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walgbt  of  this  RiulU'lutlfl,  stnlu  Into  the  wat( 
ory,  cnrrying  rUl  tlii«  moltitnde  with  it." — D< 

ThitRiTcuauluicehnsbcennuigiillledlntoaiiiinwt*.  1 
French,  tor  [he  most  purt,  ilruw  the  insllraljor 
St.  Micluel  priiivi|ni]]y  Cmm  H  purpose  tluit  Chariaa  t 
muke  [C  after  the  ippnrlilon  of  the  nrohingel  upon  C 
Bridge,  u  tli6  talQlnry  angel  of  Fmnce  uaUtlng  A 
Eugllsh  In  1428."  —  Stldati  Tilltt of  Hamar. 

Thd  eKpreutuns  are  (omewlmt  curiooi  in  the  pKlcnllj 
(Mre  dt  Montiear  St.  MieSail  Arcko»ge.    Looi*  XI.  t 
It "  li  U  gloirs  el  louonge  de  Dlou  noalre  crtateor  to 
eC  r^vi-renee  de  la  glntiniae  Vitrge  Horis,  k  rhooni 
r«DO«  de  St.  Uiohnel,  premier  cheralier,  qui,  par  la  quenl 
Disk,  battuiU  contre  ranaien  cnemjr  de  rboi 
la  flc  tre*luchec  do  oici," 


"  Le)  illolw  biutile*  el  rortrenes  furent  pTeit4)aienl  VMS  • 
demollet  jusques  en  terra,  alGa  qns  Dalln  gem  de  ^err*  di 
qnelconquo  payi  qulli  aoient  ue  b1  peiuHUI  plui  loget.~- 
JCnufnfat,  U.  t.  48. 

NOTB  181,  p.  18*.  —  Siltnci  iUclf  UKM  A-ea^fA 
»  Dn  U7,  que  1«  bHoln  on  1>  |»ur  Adt 
tt  iM  ■In  tfiUa  lu  pourcni  ndbir 


NoTS  lez.  p,  ISI.         7Ae  proud  prttnle,  tkal  U 

Who,  litMkUKg  far  At  dmrdt'i  ai-3tl» 
Bade  ™r  Fiftk  tS  '  '      ' 

"  Bat  the  fint  icn-lble  blow  in  EiifElnnd,  given  n 
■11  ordan,  wm  Id  the  Lnf  I'urlinment,  lu 
whnilj  WtcullOze,  kept  in  tlie  iweinh  year  of  Kii^  B 
Poar'U,  irheratn  the  noblet  and  ci 
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■  Iha  king  that  tbe  inmponJ  possetslons  or  abliiits,  prion,  Siib., 

'  nil]'  tptnt  wiUliii  lliB  rcfllm,  would  tufEse  to  find  and  nut- 

rit,  \fillQ  kiiigbtf,  G,200  esquiret,  100  hwpimla,  nara 

n  Ibere  were.    Bat  Ihu  nrntioa  wm  maul'd  with  tbe  kJug'a 

.0  duh'd  it,  penoniillf  jnterposiug  lilnuelT,  cun- 

ImniulBr  which  the  jsuloiis  clergy  luid  conpeivad 

n,— tliit,  oomiDg  lo  the  crown,  be  rronld  be  n  grout 

ly  to  the  ebunib.    Bat  though  Ueiiry  I'liuitiigenet,  Duke 

I  no  friend  to  the  dcrgio,  parctuuiue  in  iiigrn- 

I*  Umttf  with  the  i>eo|ilet  yet  the  >iuae  Uaiiry,  King  »[ 

'lad,  hi*  iiitereit  being  oltemd,  to  ttrengtben  bltn  with  the 

cr  of  the  cleigyi  liroved  n  patron,  yea  a, 

iid  tbcm.    However,  we  loay  uj  thnl  nuw 

g  ie  lild  U}  tlie  ruut  ur  tho  tree  of  olibeyi;  end  Ihii 

■ikak*  Ibr  Uis  present,  tiiuiigh  it  nan  w  for  (ram  ht^rting  tho 

f,  that  It  Ktne  pierced  the  bark  thereof,  yet  bare  uttctapti 

IbH^  mUIcrt  *n  JmjiaHiuit,  m  [lUttlug  into  peojiluV  heaJ<  u 

'  MiMUty  «r  the  iirojerl  fiinnnrly  uonwlTSil  dtagelber  liii|»*- 

"  Saw  yaan  after,  namely,  lu  the  Miuind  yaur  iif  King 
'  a  l^iflh,  utilher  ihrvwd  Ihnul  wiu  inmle  at  bngliili 
tMfei  but  It  wu  flnely  wid  elsverly  put  mIiIb  by  Uiut  tklirul 
bne«r  Ilenry  CblcheiJy,  Arahbishop  of  Caiitorbury,  for 
tr  bill  ngainiit  itbb«yi,  in  full  parlieineiit  wbi  ruviTcii, 
B  tiie  BTobbli'luiii  iDiiiiJei]  King  Henry  of  liia  unJoublod 
o  the  fkir  end  fluurisbing  kitigilum  of  France.  Heroat, 
U  king,  oho  wu  a  spark  in  hliiuelr.  wu  enSemeJ  to  that 
n  by  tliie  prelate'*  pArtaaiian;  and  hi*  nntlve  eoumga 
IB  fiatmly  on  the  pniject,  enpecially  when  olnpt  on  with  oon- 
MandetUHmragniiieiiirnnii  aciiurohtoan  inthelawfulneii 
An  uuilonakliig  vl  thoie  vait  dlmomltnis,  tint  the 
McoTetuUBnvu  might  iproiul,  uiil  higheet  ainbitlon  reuch 
wllbin  the  bounil*  therwiT.  IF,  to  ptontota  lliii  jinjact, 
Wlbbeyi  adnuieed  not  only  Inrge  and  llbenl,  hot  vb»i  and 
if  moiioy,  It  ]•  DO  wonder  If  thoy  wore  curi- 
id  Id  have  their  luiil*  pared  ekw*  to  tlie  iiuick  tlwroliy  to 
•  tkair  finican.  (Jvur  gatt  King  Hwaij  Into  fnacv,  wltli 
■ny  nuuttal  iplnti  unending  hioti  aa  that  pulling  tiie  king 
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npoii  llieir  li«Hds;  luid  moniutorin  totWrlng  at  Ou 
(tbaiik  a  politick  nrchbltbop)  reli^ieil  do  iUb  lina  i 
tliough  IJi><  pniveil  rutliur  a  raiiricve  Uiiui  a  panlon  u 
thsm."  —  fuU-r't  ChMTih  Hilars,  b.  vi.  p.  30a. 


mlt,  ui 

bnnglit  upoii  Clirittcadom  by  his  ui\|iiit  aiabmon,  oho  u 

the  kingdom  of  t'miice  «g;iun>i  all  UHiiner  of  riekt,  aw 

tnry  tu  ilie  will  of  Godi  whcnfon,  in  hi*  faqljr  nanw,  fe 

tliranteiied  tiim  with  ■  Mven  and  tudden  puniibroMt  U  k 

doilued  not  ttoca  hii  enlerpriie.    Kciiry  la 

allli«r  u>  iin  liUe  whinnov,  or  a  suggestion  nf  the  ihuipUnlti 

NiiU  wiis  bnt  [be  more  eontiniied  in  hl>  doslfpi.    Bat  thft  III 

soon  follo<red  Uic  thieateniiig;  Tor,  wldun  foms  ft 

nftar,  liu  wu  smitlen  in  tba  ftutdamant  wllb  «  abanga  ■ 

Ineumbte  di 


The  ijjinu  p/  fif  aw&tri  ™>/  tttir  Aoiti  ^ 

famUhi-iI  al  Jiuaa  lur  in  At  tluali  of  a^ 


HwiBiballi  Hcrt  Muu,  MpUijUD  8,>|ib*d<; 

Tcnoitn  IMi,  pncl^oun  ttnli»  lanpl 
rmlU  ThapidKl,  cl  UUu.  <t.Ui«  ftimo." 

«>fr<nu>Mi  luni,  «k.ai    ' 

OODtcious  of  hnrlDg  Iinilalml  tlMws  llna)  bat  tM 
sf  Ili«  upiKirtunitir  ii(  qnoliiif^  bo  fii 
ttn.v,  an  uulliar  to  wliom  I  on-o  some  obtigiitlo(4^>1 
*  merit*  docerve.     Way  hi 
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•eif  bat  imitated  \  alerins  FIikciu  in  tlu»  pasm^  though  he 
has  greathr  surpassed  him: — 

Kobe  eavl,  tandcn  ad  merits  fpectarola  pngiup 
Eaittit:  mbubI  aagtmnnt  nUmina  moqiu.*^ 


KotB  165,  pp.  1&&-^  Sor  av^i  araiii 

Mam  mmastisied  ^pfiimt  imftmal  pmiyirt 
To  dart  Ae  ccm^icL 

**To  some,**  sajs  Speed,  **it  may  appear  more  honorable 
to  our  natioo,  that  they  were  not  to  be  expelled  by  a  human 
power,  but  by  a  divine,  extraordinarily  revealing  it^lf.** 


Mora  166,  p.  186.  —  By  their  numbers  nor  m<uie  hoU  in  f%arn 

**  N«c  paTidom  marmar :  consexisu  aodacia  crerit, 
TaoUqu«  tarba  meto  poeiuuram  aolTit  ab  oomni.-' 

Mafft  Smp.  LmcamL 


Note  167,  p.  186.  — Joy  ran  through  aU  the  troops 

In  RjkTncr'ft  **  Fcedera"  are  two  proclamations :  owe.  **  Contra 
capitaneos  et  soldorios  terglversuntes,  incantntionibu<  Puella 
terrificatos;*'  the  other.  "  De  fugitivis  ab  exercitu  quos  terri- 
cnlamenta  Puellse  exanimaverunt,  arestaudis." 


Note  168,  p.  167.  —  The  iocial  botcL 

Ronsard  remarks, — 

'*  Kieu  n'est  mvilleur  pour  I'bomnie  soalager 
.\prte  le  mal.  que  Ic  boire  et  m&nger." 


Frametado 


Note  169,  p.  191.  —  A  catqtuttl. 
A  lighter  kind  of  helmet. 


Note  170.  p.  191.  —  Hung  from  her  ntck  the  thitUL 

The  shield  was  often  worn  thus.    "  Among  the  Frenchmen, 
Uiere  was  a  young  lusty  enquire  of  Ga^scoignc,  inmicd  William 
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Koim  178,  p.  204.  —  A  6raib«  a  nOeii 

**  81m  atsn^  diook  bar  dswy  locks,  ftnd  link* 
A  milinrhnlj  anile.'*  QmrnrUa. 


NOTB  174,  p.  20&  rJben  on  (fte  A^roJc/ 

A  robt  rick'Jmrrtd  ami  broiJered  he  besUMPtd. 

When  the  mrmies  of  England  and  France  lay  in  the  plain 
between  Vironfosse  and  Flemengaere,  1339,  Edward  sent  to 
demand  a  day  of  battle  of  the  French  king.  "  An  herald  of 
the  I>ake  of  Gueldres,  being  well  skilled  in  the  French  tongue, 
was  sent  on  this  errand.  He  rode  forth  till  he  came  to  the 
French  host,  where,  being  admitted  before  the  king  and  his 
oonncil,  he  spake  aloud  these  words :  *  Sir,  the  King  of  England 
is  here  hard  by  in  the  fields,  and  desires  to  fight  you  poAver 
against  power;  and,  if  you  please  to  appoint  hiin  a  day,  he  will 
not  fail  to  meet  yon  upon  the  word  of  a  king/  This  mes^ge 
being  thus  delivered,  King  Philip  yielded  either  to  give  or 
take  battle  two  days  after,  and,  in  token  of  his  acceptance  of 
the  news,  richly  rewarded  the  herald  with  furred  gowns,  and 
other  gifts  bestowed  on  him,  as  well  by  himself  as  others,  the 
princes  and  lords  of  his  host;  and  so  dismissed  hiui  again."  — 
Bamet, 


NoTX  176,  p.  206.  And  at  the  third  long  mund 

They  ranged  them  in  thtir  rank*. 

**  Every  man  was  warned  to  rise  from  sleep  at  the  first 
sound  of  the  trumpet;  at  the  second,  to  unn  without  delay; 
and,  at  the  third,  to  take  hon^e  in  his  duo  place  under  the 
colors."  —  Bai-nes. 


Note  176,  p.  206.  —  To  thrive  Otevi. 

Religious  ceremonies  seem  to  have  preceded  all  settled  en- 
gagements at  this  period.  On  the  nip^ht  before  the  battle  of 
Cressy,  "  King  Edward  made  a  supper  in  his  royal  pavilion  foi 
all  his  chief  barons,  lords,  and  captains;  at  which  he  appeared 
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wonctornil  cheirful  an\\  ploiuimt,  to  Uia  Eraiil  sncminigenu 
or  Ilia  jwople.     But,  wlieii  tlie<;  won>  nil  diJmui 
(eranl  quurian,  tlia  king  Umiielf  ntlreil  iubi  hit  jfiiraM  tf 
I017.  uiil  oune  beroro  Ui«  nltar.  unil  tliore  pnwIraiaJ  tiin 
tc  Almigbt/  Ood,  and  itevonUy  prnycd,  '  tluiE  of  Hit  inSi 
gomlnsM  He  woul'l  vouchiofa  lo  look  down  an  the  Jnttieo  q 
hi*  oniue,  nnd  ramembar  hit  unfeignsil  siKlaavun  r 
olletnent,  olchaugb  thej'  bad  itll  been  renderad  TnutraM  bjr  M 
anamles ;  Ihal,  if  he  ahould  1m  brought  to  ■  ImiUIa  Ibu  a«xl  dl ' 
it  would  plaunfl  Uim  nf  Hla  gmit  miirCf  to  gnat  li 
tory,  B«  hli  tnut  wm  oaiy  in  Him,  and  in  tlia  rinht  <rliieb  B 
hod  glToa  him.'    Uoirg  dui  onaad  wUh  fUth,  nboat  mid 
ba  luifl  himieir  npon  it  pullet  or  nmltra*  to  take  a  little  re 
bnt  he  row  Hgnin  bedmea,  and  haurd  man,  vrlth  hla  as: 
yoniig  ptinCD,  und  rcadv«d  abwlutiaii,  and  the  bodr  nnd  bj 
of  hia  Itedocmet  j  aa  did  llie  piinca  kUo,  wad  aiott  of  tba  la 
null  nllier4  wlio  wen  to  dispoaed." —  Banui. 

Thus  aim  iMbn*  the  tiattla  of  Aginoourt,  >'  aftar  prtjtta  u 
■applicaiiona  of  Iba  king,  hla  pnaala  and  pwidB,  daao  ■' 
Kreat  demtlitn,  the  King  of  England  in  Uia  luutulng  rajM 
act  fljrth  Ilia  limta  in  »iniy.'"  —  SUxee. 


No™  171,  p.  a«.  —  Tht  Aidil  of  diffrntj. 
Tbs  rooadal.    A  aliietd  too  veak  for  aervica,  which  w 
bornu  babre  ihe  geoentl  ufAn  ami;. 


Sam  UB,  p.  SOT.  Thai,  In  imdimMttKtd  ilrtngA 

Elranif,  tiuy  ndgkl  ocd  Ua  AaUfa. 

The  condtiat  of  the  F.ngllih,  on  tb«  mamine  of  die  fa 
of  Cresty,  is  futlowad  lu  Ibo  text.  "  All  Ihhip  bdni  ihwil 
urdared,  erery  lord  and  oapbilii  uiidnt  hii  nun  Inuiner  n 
peniiun.  and  the  rank*  ihily  lettlcd,  Ihe  va)aruu<  youag  kiti^  J 
■nounled  on  a  laity  while  bobby,  and,  w'  ' 
hia  liun<1,  nnle  beiiraen  hi*  Iwii  manliBla  rnnn  nnk  to  milE|i,fl 
and  fram  one  battalia  unto  anotlier,  eshnrtioK  and  eneonn^ 
every  mtin  thai  day  to  doAoiJ  uid  mutiiiain  hii  right  a 
honor;  and  ibia  ba  did  with  ta  chearftil  h 
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III  nich  'Kttit  and  obligjng  words,  tlint  even  Iho  moat  fniiil- 
d  of  tha  artay  vera  tufflclentlj  nsmred  tliercby.  By 
R  tiiDO  th«  Kngllih  were  iliua  prepnreil,  it  win  nine  o'olook 
'II  Uie  kliiK  commnmied  tUem  nil  to  Uiko 

liitnrtNiiiee  ihtry  nil  rstmirad  to  llioir  cnlurs  ngnin,  nnd 
a  lahl  thenuelTca  in  tbsic  order  upon  ihn  dr;  iiiiil  witm 
h  Ibsir  bowi  nnd  lislmeu  tiy  thair  nide,  to  Iw  marc 
•tti  mhI  vigimus  upon  tlie  Hpproiiitli  uf  llie  aiieni)'."  — 

Ftbe  Enfileb,  b«(bre  the  battle  of  Ai^nconrt,  "  Tell  piostrnte 
IS  gmund,  and  committed  lliemtBlrei  to  Gud.  Every  at 
a  tnoke  in  lib  ii-outli  r  Utile  plv<!«  of  eorlli,  in  remem- 
nil  and  mnde  of  enrtL,  lU  nJao  <n 
tfnbruice  of  llie  lioly  ci 


nlbriffht. 

a  wo*  long,  ending  In  two  poinl*,  (he  buinei 

.   "  Un  »elgn*iir  n'*toit  banneret, ct  ne  pouvoil  poner  In 

reqaorr^,  i|U»  lora  qn'll  pouvult  eutrotenlr  ^teeddpens 

f,  Btrtaln  nombre  de  cbeTnliont  et  d'ecuyen,  aveo  leor  enite 

B  gnerre:  jusquci-lu  son  ^londnrd  avoit  deux  queue*  oo 

1,  el  qiuuul  il  ilevenoit  plu*  pulunni,  son  eoUToraln  cod- 

nfme  le*  furious  de  »n  iSteudiird,  pnur  le  reiidn 

^nrt^."  —  TVtaan. 

An  Ineidont  belbre  the  bnttle  of  Najara  exempliflae  Ihli. 
**  Ai  th*  two  nrmiet  np|in>uclied  naar  together,  tlie  pnrice  went 
fiT»r  ■  lllUn  hlU,  in  the  desfending  whereof  lio  in*  plainly  hla 
«  tnnrchintc  townrd  him:  wherelbre,  when  the  wbola 
it  mountnlD,  lie  comtnnnded  thnl  there 
■bey  *1]<ruld  make  nn  halt,  nnd  «n  ftl  themHive*  (br  fight.  AI 
lit,  the  Lord  Jubn  Cluindoa  bmuglit  Ids  enalgn  folded 
Op,  anil  oHbrcd  It  to  the  prince,  uying, '  Sir,  here  it  my  ^lidon. 
I  tequeit  your  higlinou  to  dliplnf  il  abroad,  and  to  give  me 
IMTa  lo  ndte  It  tliis  dny  nn  my  liniiner;  fi>r,  I  thanli  Oml  lUid 
II  higitiiera,  I  hnve  Innde  itnd  poMeiuluns  •iifflclent  to  innin' 
b.lt  Wllllel.'     Then  the  prinee  look  (he  pennon,  end,  hnring 
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he  uiil   Kiitg  Don  Pxlro.  fur  (lis  gnuiMr  himur,  boldlng  it    I 

li«lwMii  tbeir  bnndi,  di>pln}'«d  it  nbroiu!,  —  ii  iMing  Or,  )j^ 

thftrp  pll*  Gnlei.    An<l  tlicn  ihs  prinM  agllvvml  it  nnto  <ktS 

Ijori  Clmndoi  agkin,  uiving,  'SlrJohii,  Iwliulil.  bi 

(lannBr.    Q(y|  tend  yoo  mucli  joy  UDil  honor  wjili 

Ihoi  b«<Dg  made  i  kni^t  bnniieret,  tb«  Loril  Chflnil 

U  tlu  hculof  bla  men,  nniliniil. '  il«re,g«nil«ncii. behold  a 

banner  ind  youn!     Tuke  luid  k«(p  it,  tu  your  hanor  H 

mEoel'     AdiI  ■□  tliny  look  II  wIlJi  n  ehout,  ndiI 

(CTHoe  of  God  and  St  Gaor^  Ihoy  wonid  defend  fl 

of  [li»lr  powan.    But  the  banner  remained  in  the  luuHtii  etM 

K>[luit  Eogllib  esquire  named  WlUliioi  Alloatrr,  wI<o 

ni:  that  daj,  uicl  iici|ullted  lilmaelf  In  tli«  wrvioe  rijslil 

lily."  —  fiiwiMt. 


NOTS  IBD,  p.  S09.  —  Viilama. 

Tblt  title  fliquontly  occurs  in  the  French  Climiik 
wnt  pecntinr  la  Krinvei  "  llie  TvlHma  nr  riu'duniiiiiii  I 
the  bliliop.lu  U*  IcitipotnK  M  ili«  T)e«cDmo9  or  vice 
dently  w  the  enria  In  hii  judlclnlJ."  —  Piier  Qpffyn. 


Sot*  ISI,  p.  309.  —  Aiul  tiUm  tutieaU  lo  fAc  mU-da|r  mm  I 
GliUtriag. 

Jothon  Bunet  irenu  to  hir«  been  ^ndy  linpreuod  w 
tlie  tptoDdOT  of  inch  n  •peatucle.  "  It  wu  n  gloiioiu  mad  m 
libing  eight,  no  ilnubt,"  uys  he,  "  to  behold  theM  I 
MandinK  Uia*  regukrlj  embstlleJ  Jn  the  Held;  tl> 
luid  itnndnrd)  waving  in  the  wind;  llielr  proud  bm- 
and  kinp,  Ionia,  knighti,  and  otqulro  richly  um 
thlnlng  In  tlieir  euraoate  or  Mlln  and  embtoldeay." 

Thus  aim  Ht  Pniolien, "  (liere  yoa  night  hsta  beheld  •  i 
bomtirui  dght,  of  fair  honieu,  uF  ibining  (leel,  ftHUheml « 
at  glittering  lielniBli,  and  the  rkh  embroidery  oT  illken  « 
coab  or  irrns,  together  with  golden  ulniiditrda,  baniion,  a 
pennoui,  Rlurtoutly  moving  In  llie  kIt." 
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And  at  NaJstk,  **  the  sun  being  nov  ri«eiu  it  vas  a  rarishiog 
■iglit  to  N*1k>M  the  aniiie»,  and  the  sxm  reflecting  fh>m  their 
bn^t  :^teel  and  »hining  armor.  For,  in  tho«e  daT»,  the  caraby 
vere  geueraUj  armed  in  mail  or  polished  steel  at  all  points; 
and,  be:»ide»  that,  the  nobiiitr  vore  orer  their  armor  rich  sur- 
coats  of  silk  and  satm  embroiderr,  whereon  was  cnri'uislT 
■ticht,  or  beaten,  the  arms  of  their  house,  whether  in  cokn*  or 
metaL** 


Note  182,  p.  i09.— fcr  im4  to  brutal  itrenptk  theff  dttmed  U  rigki 

T*t  tnut  tktir  country's  wrtaL 

**  Xos  ance»tre$,  et  m^ttammcnt  da  temps  de  la  guerre  dea 
Anglois,  en  combats  solcmiiels  et  joum^cs  a^sigiii^^s,  sc  met- 
toient  la  pluspart  du  temps  tons  k  pied;  pour  ne  so  tier k  autre 
ch'r»e  qu*k  leur  force  propre  et  vigueur  de  Icur  ct»uniije  et  de 
leur  membres,  de  cho?e  si  chere  que  riioiineur  ct  la  vie."  — 
Muniaigne^  liv.  i.  c.  48. 

In  the  battle  of  Patay,  Mon«trelet  says, "  le?  Fnin^ois  moult 
de  pre*  mircnt  pic<i  k  tcrre,  et  desceiulirent  la  plus  gmiid  par- 
tie  de  leur  chevaulx." 

In  •*  Kl  Cavallero  Detcrminado,"  an  allegorical  romance 
tnin«l:itcd  from  the  French  of  Olivier  de  la  Marche  bv  Her- 
nando  tie  Acuna,  Barcelona,  1565,  this  custom  is  referre*!  to  by 
Understanding,  when  giving  the  knight  directions  for  his  com- 
bat witli  Atropos :  — 

**  En  08  to  es  mi  p&recer 

Qtie  rn  carallo  do  to  flea ; 
Por  lo  qua!  iiaa  Jc  eutender 

Quv  (1«  liinti^uno  confies 
Tu  h  iiio-na  v  biuu  bazer/' 


Nt>TK  183,  p.  200.  —  Thtir  javtlins  shortened  to  a  tcUltly  Un*,lh, 

Thus  at  Poictiers,  "  the  three  battails  being  all  ready  nui;;ed 
in  tljo  field,  and  every  l<»nl  in  his  due  place  under  his  own 
banner,  command  was  given  that  all  men  shouM  put  off  their 
spurs,  and  cut  their  spears  to  five  foot  length,  as  movt  commo- 
dious for  such  who  had  left  their  horses."  —  Uurnts. 


NOTK  ia«,  p.  309,  - 


I,  Irmiuhlr4  if  ^HH  Cltit,    I 


"  Amop^  Die  lilolt  i>r  AlliiUkI  ^aat  nf  tbo  Borvef  Ii 
Mnt  hotn«  mnong  olher  Impliie*  of  llifl  wnm  kinil  lo  ll 
tionnry  MucDum,  ii  tb«  piil  «f  llumdtr,  Taiu.  Tba  mtln 
DMit  to  iHilloTe,  ihiit,  wlieii  Tun  wu  flying  atiranri,  Omtif 
yini  pirniK^nl  by  rho  flnptilnsor  W»  n'Siip."  —  WiVft 
UMurj  AUriTiruM  fii  Hit  SaitM-Sta  libimk.  p.  1U». 

"  At  lilt;,  pnnnniitor}'  nf  Mnlen,  on  Uin  mliu  of  Ills  Tu 
of  Apollo,  then)  U  h  chnpel  bnili  to  Uic  linnor  of  Mietiu)  H 
HmhBDgid.    Ilsre  wa  noiilU  not  bat  litii^h  M  tht  taettdi  n 
MItlon  of  lUo  MUom,  «)io  Mf,  when  the  wind  bL 
IiIam,  tliHt  it  U  oeualaiitd  t>;r  the  rlalant  mMIon  of  Hid 
wingi,  becuiiug,  fonooUi,  he  <s  pnliilnl  with  wing*.    / 
Ihnt  rcruoti,  when  tlicy  Mil  by  Hlobiwl,  Uicy  pnijr  lo  lil 
be  maj  hobi  bU  wilifit  ■till."  —  Oamnj/arltii, 


NoralBt,  p.  311  — DrvAt  IKe  laiut /nvtatikJ/nm  Ui/rvi 

In  B  combat  fougla  in  Smillillolrl,  niJ,  ImiwDtm  Um  L 
Scaltt  mill  ILa  RiiitHnl  nr  Iturgnyim, "  din  Lnnl  Snu 
bsi]  nu  hl>  almfrun  a  Vini;,  (hnrp  pUtcofilPKlei  Mnil.a 
eUnmplons  oonpcd  loftolhor,  the  anm*  bone  thnut  bii  | 
InU  tliD  nontrlllt  of  the  hutunl't  Iione,  m  ibM,  Ibr 
he  mountC'l  no  high  that  in  fell  un  tlie  nue  aiiM  with  Mt  a 
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yarn,  "  llio  siiti  beiup  now  risen,  it  wm  a  ravi*liiiig 
a  li"lii>l<l  the  umlL'ii,  ilhJ  the  idq  reflecting  from  (heir 
bnghl  /iMel  niitl  ttiining  iiraior.  For,  In  those  dn^i,  the  oftvolrjr 
were  KCuemlly  nrmsd  iii  mnEI  or  polished  ateel  at  nil  polntai 
•nil,  beside*  thnl,  the  noliUIly  wore  orer  their  armor  rich  eur- 
Ktml*  iif  silk  Slid  Mtiii  embroidery,  whereon  was  cnriinsly 
■Uobt.  or  beulBn,  ttie  nnna  of  their  house,  tvhrtber  In  color  or 


"  Koe  iuice4tra«f  et  nolnmmeaC  da  tempA  de  tu  gaerre  Jes 
An^oli,  en  opmliiits  >n1umnalB  ot  joumjes  DS»ig]ii?es,  fd  meU 
toteot  la  pluipirt  du  temp!  loiufc  pled  j  pour  ne  te  Her  h  nntre 
cbiBO  igo'k  leur  (broe  piopre  el  vigueur  de  Icur  coDnige  et  da 
lour  meinlires,  de  chose  si  ohire  qua  I'lioiineur  et  lu  »le."  — 
ihnlaignt,  l)v.  i.  c,  IB. 

In  the  battle  of  Putny,  Monalrelet  siiyi, "  les  Knin^oi*  moult 
da  |im  mireiil  plcil  k  teire,  et  dcscenitireiil  la  plus  grand  pnr- 
tia  d«  Icar  clieviLulx." 

In  "  El  CnvBllero  DeterminBdo,"  sd  allogorigal  romniie* 
bau'litnl  froin  the  French  of  Olivier  de  In  Mnrche  tir  Her- 
tnUiUn  de  Acuiin,  Burcelonii,  l&SS,  this  cuatom  ii  rcferreii  to  by 
Un>1erTtnndlng,  when  glvmg  tlie  itiiiglit  direatlotia  Tor  his  com- 


fi.  SOU.  —  Thar  jnvrlini  thorlcncd  lo  a  lpic%  Icw./lA. 

Thus  al  I'lHcllore. "  the  three  buttnila  being  all  ready  miiged 

ill  iKa  Held,  Hnd  every  lord  in  hit  dne  place  niider  liU  own 

banner,  comnund  Iran  given  tliHt  all  men  slioutd  put  olT  their 

:tit  their  f  peon  to  Ave  Toot  lonslh,  a!  moat  coromo- 

II  for  *m;b  who  hnd  left  their  honei."  —  Bnnta, 


NntK  IBt.  p.  21)9.  —  lli-atn ti/tr  ilaitt*/. 


Thm  llnHMlEEr  ■IB.  uij  m 

ni  Ui/o  i^  Ssmtit,  IrCMtafM  »f  .twi  CMtt.  J 

■■  Amnni;  the  Idol*  of  Aitiitnki  [one  of  Iha  nnrrey  bland 
unt  liDino  lunnng  olhor  miphlei  of  Utd  Hime 
tionnry  Mnsvurii,  it  tba  gn<1  Of  tbundar,  Tn) 
naed  tc  twllcve,  thnt,  when  Ttun  wb*  Syiiif;  ubmrnli  tl 
wnupmiucoaliythc  a>p|)1nft  of  hi>  wingi."  — IfUKiiM'*  Jl 
•inmrj  Ajt(erpri«»  tn  fill*  a 

"  Al  thci  iirniiinjirorir  of  IfnJwi,  on  lh<  ruitM  of  lh«  TMB|iri 
of  Apallo,  ihati  It  ■  ohnpel  bolU  U  the  honor  of  UlobMl  U 
KTchonsel.  Here  w«  cnnlil  not  bul  toQ^i  Mt  di  ~ 
lUKon  nf  Ihe  ■nilnra,  «ho  ay,  whim  tli«  triml  I 
plmea,  thM  it  tt  ocauioixKl  by  tha  Tloleiit  tnoHon  of  H 
wing*,  haiiiiate,  Ibnooth,  ho  li  pDliiicil  with  urinp;*.  And  A 
Ihut  reiuoii,  when  they  mil  by  Miclmot,  tlicy  pny  la 
he  tn»y  hoid  hi*  wingi  Hill/'  —  fl. 


Hots  IBS,  p.  311  —  Oi- trJiA  M(  (nnr<  jn«<rKiW/rMi  IU»/V 

lu  n  combu  foughl  In  Siuitlinelil,  ItST,  Iwlvrwa  I 
Scaln  and  [lio  Rfltturd  nf  IturEoyiiv,  "  the  L"rd  Saali 
hMl(nih1aohBfttHiBlonf[,ih>rf>plkBafil«U;  bih!,ik 
eluuTipioiH  coiqMd  logetlior,  lh<  tntn*  luina  ihriM  hi*  p 
bito  the  niMtrllb  nf  tlia  biutitn]'i  bona,  %o  timl,  Ibr  rvry  pi 
he  iDouiiteil  en  high  Tlut  li«  Tell  on  the  one  lide  with  hli  n 


CkilllDg  Sutninn  — 

^^  Qrvit  unay  of  dse 
Qlm  lb«llwtm>ar  tnlUni 


hsreaUadeil  to,  it  mi  Mtoiri:  — 


"  TIm  bun'i  Iml  la  bud  brlnf  t, 
mill  (ulinih  ^y  uul  nniBnrjr  ■ 

Qui  «Cli  In  eaBTlTla. 


■•  B*  (Iftdito  lonlis  b 


"  When  Honiy  tl.  hid  hli  cMmI  md  orowned  u  Tf 
liim  iu  Iho  kingdom,  upon  the  Any  ot  coroiuilion,  Klug  U 
Iliefiitber,8er(edh1«>uii  at  tb«  talila  m  tewcr.lrrtnglng  nptt 
bnre't  betid,  with  tmmpfla  before  it,  nocarding  to  Iha  IE 
wberenpon  (nccordlng  to  the  old  ida^,  — 


lh<  jxmng  mnn,  ooaceirltig  a  pHil*  fn  hit  faoirt,  b 
■Canden-b/  with  rt  more  itntDtr  ooaiiienmiM  tbsn  ha  hkd  b 
wont.    The  Arehlilibnp  of  York,  who  ant  bf  bim,  I 
hli  bahBTlour,  turned  onto  him,  nnd  >n!t),  ■  Be  Bind,  n 
tun :  then  U  not  uoUior  prince  in  tha  o-orld  tint  IvOh  •aoh  It 
•ewer  st  hU  talile.'    To  thia,  ibc  new  king  uuwered  i 
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«dlMUinfnlly,thiu:  ■  Why  dml  thou  niiirTcl  at  Umtr  My 
r,  in  doing  It,  thlnketh  it  not  more  lluvn  bmomelli  himi 
■,  Mug  borne  of  prii)c«iy  blood  only  on  iho  mother'!  iid«, 
no,  that  am  a  king  born,  having  toth  il  king  to  my 
ir,  and  a  queen  to  my  mother."  Thu»  iho  ycu!ig  mnn,  of 
■  %tH  md  poTTerse  nature,  vru  puffed  up  in  pride  by  bli 
i«inly  doings. 

"  Bnt  the  khig  bla  Tatber,  hearing  hii  talk,  wu  very  Mrrow- 

d  Is  tiia  mind,  sad  eiUd  lo  Ihe  urabliltliop  softly  in  lil>  eur, 

Pb  repenleth  me,  it  repentech  me,  my  lord,  tlint  1  huve  thus 

e  boy.'    For  hs  gueued  hereby  what  a  ona  ho 

i  pcOTe  aflenTBrd,  Ihnt  ihewod  hlmieir  10  diaobedient 

lit  fbrvrard  already."  —  Balinthid. 

p.  31S.  nUM  limit 

Art  not  liie  ymri,  m  iHp/iJr  In  At  fiighu 
Tofif  4t  imifiiOTipeiT.  iiv  oCk  Itc  fouvar'  iiafpit, 

Uii  nanJulirainn  feiytrt  nljt  yepaiait. 
Ataxfi^  Jtip  ^  Tovro,  /ari  npOfiifptat  ireaAvra 

KjIoSiu  !Tii6a9i  I'fui'  ui'ipa  itaXiuXripm/, 
'IM17  Ict^Jk  ijoiTo  mipij,  iroHun-  rf  fivaav, 
OupHi  inoirvrCmn'  iUki/wv  cv  xawp. 


I  lOO,  p.  IIA.  —  Bk  ffon  tkt  n-iUt-boiB  AEi  /atM/<i  caugU. 
In  tfie  oombnt  belweon  Pliinoai  and  Phousra,  Boninrd 

"  De  la  main  Isun  vDVtclM  troovirml 

Bin  olgulia  qui  da  I'an^  ptndayanl." 

On  thli  pauoge,  the  commonlntor  obgervei,  "  L'nutti*ur 

imw  on  dans  ehaTalirin  k  la  mode  de  no*  geiiiliirniiit  Fnm- 

lak,  la  lance  en  In  midn,  la  ooulelnue  ou  Irt  mace  k  I'orgun,  el 

f*tftt  an  eoiU." 

Thiia  Dannareiti  inyi  of  the  troopi  of  Cloiie,— 


82?  eoTiTHEy'i  poems 

And  whm  Ctnvlii,  on  foot  nnd  wilhout  n  wEa)>Dn,  bam  U 
■iiriekt  of  a  wDman,  lie  leoa  l)i>  borse  — 

Lope  de  Vsgn  ipenks  of  tba  ewonl  lioiiig  curied  in  On 
nme  maimer,  when  he  desuribei  Don  Juan  de  Agulla  u  — 


"  DHsudo  r1  ivo  il*  U  u 


NUT«lBJ,p,21S.—  r*«n»rrfu/' raa.il. 
"Taibol'i  (wurd,"  «Rj-s  Cnniclen,  "  wiu  f»uiiil  Id  1 
of  Dordon,  luid  wld  by  a  pnuiuit  la  ui  luruurEr  of  tlounWal 
wilb  (hu  IHMiiptiou,  -^ 

'Snin  TiDmU,  H.  IIII.  0.  XLin. 

But  pimloa  [be  Lutiii;  fur  It  wiw  uot  hit,  bat  liil 
oliaplaln'e.    *>  A  tword  wtlli  bud  Ijilln  npon  it,  but  good  il 
iritbin  il,*'  wjs  Fatler. 

Il  WHS  uot  iincunitnon  to  benr  n  motto  upon  tl 
Lo|ie  de  Vetm  d«>crlbe«  Uial  o(  Agiillar  u*  lieming,  lutiid  | 
gold,  •  ior»e  o(  the  Putlciu.    "It  wm,"  ho  MJ*, — 


Not*  tSS,  p.  317.  — r<iM<W/(,  aUJItret  aitdhaugUfmU  « 
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of  him:  ''Hit  it  nol  unknown  that  cnieUe  and  vengibte  he 
hath  byn  erv,  and  lor  the  most  part  with  oate  pite  and  mercj. 
I  can  no  more,  bat  vade  el  corripc  turn ;  for  truly  he  cannot 
bfyng  about  his  matiers  in  this  word  [woiid],  fur  the  word  is 
not  lor  him.  I  suppose  it  wolnot  chauiige  vett  be  likelenes; 
but  i  beseche  you,  sir,  help  not  to  amend  hym  onely,  but  every 
other  man,  yf  ye  kno  any  mo  mysse  disposed.** 

The  order  id  the  garter  was  taken  Anom  FastoUTe  for  his 
oondoct  at  Patay.  He  snfSered  a  more  material  k»s  in  the 
money  he  expended  in  the  service  of  the  state.  In  145&, 
X4,08S.  l&t.  TdL  were  doe  to  him  for  costs  and  charges  during 
his  senriees  hi  Fraaoe,  **  whereof  the  sayd  Fastolfle  hath  had 
Doather  payemeot  nor  assignation.**    So  he  coropl&iiis. 


KOTX  194,  p.  Ul.  —  Baitlt-itxe, 

In  a  battle  between  the  Bargundians  luid  Dauphinois,  near 
Abbeville  (1421),  Monstrelet  e«pecially  notice*  the  conduct  of 
John  Villain,  who  had  that  dny  licen  inade  a  knight.  He  was  a 
nobleman  frun  Flander?,  verj-  t:ill,  and  of  great  b<>lily  strength, 
and  was  mounted  on  a  good  horse,  holding  a  battle-^xe  in  both 
hands.  Thus  he  pushed  into  the  thickest  part  of  the  battle, 
and,  throwing  the  bridle  on  \\\<  hone's  neck,  g:ive  5ucb  blows 
on  all  sides  with  his  battle-axe,  that  whoever  ua<  struck  was 
instantly  unhorsed,  and  wounded  past  recoverA*.  In  thi*  way 
he  met  Poton  de  Xaintniille<>,  who,  after  the  battle  was  over, 
declared  the  wonders  he  did,  and  tliat  he  got  out  of  his  re:icb 
as  last  as  he  could.  —  Vol.  v.  p.  2Ui. 


Note  ly5,  p.  219. 

The  buckler^  now  sjMnUrtd  triUi  many  a  strvkt. 

"L'^u  de«  chevaliers  ^tait  oniinairement  un  Injuclier  de 
fonne  k  peu  pre*  trianjrulaire,  hirge  par  le  haut  jK'Ur  couvrir 
'e  corp*  et  «e  tennlnant  en  jniinte  jmr  le  ba*.  atin  <l'etre  rnoin* 
lorrd.  On  les  fai^ait  de  boi*  «ju'i)n  recouvrai:  ;iv..h:  An  cuir 
)>ouilh,  avec  des  nerlV  ou  anrrv*-  nutieres  dure*,  niai^  jamai*  du 
*«r  ou  il'acier.     Seuleiuent  il  ctait  i>enni*,  jM-ur  ie^  cu-^  echer 
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d'ttre  coupii  Irop  sla^msnt  par  Isi  ep^et,  d'y  ni< 
cercle  d'or,  d'nrgent,  ou  da  far,  qui  lu  eutourit."  —  L 


Son  IM,  p.  220. 
Threao'erihe  iiibig3Uer*d  ddtf  Jiii  bloEonrit  coaL 
This  Tuct  i*  mentioned  in  AndcBwi'i  "  Hiiloij  o(  Euglui 
]  bavB  inersly  veniflid  the  origiual  espreeBlons.    " ' 
of  Tnibot  sought  out  hii  body  luuoug  tim  iluln : 
lord!  and  i»  it  you?     I  pmj  God  pnrdon  you  nil  your  a 
doings !    1  have  been  your  officer  of  vmt  fi>rty  yeitn  ru 

cffice.'    Thui  •dying,  n-ilh  Iho  loun  gushing  fratn  hli  cyot,  Ii 
threw  hi)  coat-of-aruu  OTor  Ibe  corpao;  Ibu  {itrjbniiiii 
of  t!ia  ancient  righu  of  lepuiture." 


"  The  FnmchniBn  wonderfolly  reTerenua  this  Oyle.  un 
the  ooranatioa  of  their  Icings,  f^tch  it  from  the  church  w 
it  i>  kapt,  with  grsnt  aolemnlCy.    ■  For  il  !i  brongbl,'  toAA    \ 
Sleidm  In  hli  CommentarioB, 'by  the  priur,  dttlngo 
amtiling  pallVvy,  and  altended  by  hl>  monkeaj  tha  a: 
of  tho  town  (Rheinu),  and  rach  blthopa  ni  ure  prm 
to  tha  churcli-door  to  meet  it,  and  tuTtng  fbr  It  with  the  5)1 
•oiDB  gage;  and  the  king,  when  il  li  by  Ilia  archbUhop brougk 
to  ilie  nltnr,  bowing  hlnualf  before  it  with  great  n 
~-  PtUr  lltylgn. 


THX 


V^ISION    OF  THE   MAID   OF   ORLEANS. 


In  the  first  edition  of  Joan  of  Arc,  this  Vision  formed  the 
ninth  book;  allegorical  machinery  having  been  introduced 
throng^out  the  poem  as  originally  written.  All  that  remained 
of  inch  machinery  was  expunged  in  the  second  edition ;  and 
the  Vision  was  then  struck  out,  as  no  longer  according  with 
the  general  design. 


THE     FIRST     BOOK. 

Orleans  was  hushed  in  sleep.     Stretched  on  her 

couch, 
The  delegated  Maiden  lay :  with  toil 
Exliausted,  and  sore  anguish,  soon  she  closed 
Her  heavy  eyelids ;  not  reposing  then, 
For  busy  phantasy  in  other  scenes 
Awakened :  whether  that  superior  powers. 
By  wise  permission,  prompt  the  midnight  dream. 
Instructing  best  the  passive  faculty  ;  ^ 
Or  that  the  soul,  escaped  its  fleshly  clog, 
Flies  free,  and  soars  amid  the  invisible  world. 
And  all  things  are  tliat  seem.^ 

Along  a  moor, 
Barren  and  wide  and  drear  and  desolate. 
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She  roniii'^d,  it  wanderer  through  the  cheerless  ii 
Far  through  the  silence  of  iho  unbroken  pl&ini 
The  biltem's  boom  was  huard :  hoarse,  heavy,  d 
It  made  acL-oi-dnni  music  to  the  sceue. 
Black  clouds,  driveu  fast  beroro  the  stormy  wind,  | 
Swept  shadowing:  ttirough  tUeir  broken  fold*  tl 


Simggluil  M  times  with  Iransitoiy  my, 

And  made  the  uioviug  darkness  visible. 

And  now  arrived  beside  a  fenny  lake 

She  slunds,  amid  who^u  atagnutc  waters,  hoaru 

The  long  reeiU  rustled  to  the  gnJe  of  night. 

A  time-worn  liark  receives  the  9Iai<i,  impelled 

Bv  powers  unseen:  then  did  the  moon  displaj' 

M^ere  through  llie  craKy  vessel's  yawning  side 

The  muddy  waters  ooxed.     A  Woman  guides, 

And  spreads  the  siul  before  the  wind,  which  n 

As  melancholy  mournful  to  her  ear 

Aj4  ever  by  a  dunguoned  wretch  was  heard 

Howling  at  evening  round  his  prison  towers. 

Wan  was  the  pilot's  counienani.'<r,  her  eyea 

Hollow,  and  her  sunk  cheeks  were  furrowed  def 

Channelled  by  teari ;  a  tew  gray  locks  hung  dow] 

Beneath  her  hood  ;  and  through  the  3[aiden'a  veiu4 

Chill  crept  the  blood,  when,  as  the  ni^l 

Li  fling  her  tattered  mantle,  coiled  around 
She  saw  a  serpent  gnawing  at  her  heart. 

The  plumelesa  bats,  with  short,  shrill  note,  flit  bja 


viaiOir  u7  Tus  lun»  or  orleuts. 

Old  Uie  uight-raven's  scream  cume  iitfuUy, 

u  the  hollow  blasl.     Eager  the  Maid 
lulted  to  Llit>  ahore,  and  now  upaa  the  bank 
>ii|il,  juj'fiil  to  escape,  yet  trembling  still 
B>Jb  recolivclion. 

There,  a  mouldering  pile 
n-tehed  its  wide  ruins,  o'ei-  the  plaiu  below 
Kitting  h  gloomy  sliaili:,  save  where  tbe  raooa 
Mie  through  its  fretted  windows;  tlie  dark  yew, 
KWttbering  witli  age,  branched  tliure  ila  naked  r'ools ; 
A  there  the  melanuhuly  cyprci.ss  mured 
;«  bend ;  the  earth  was  heaved  witli  muuy  a  mound, 
I  And  here  and  there  a  half-demolished  tumb. 

And  now.  amid  the  ruin's  darkest  shade, 
'riie  Virgin's  eye  beheld  where  pale-bliie  Dames 
Eow  wavering;.  uowJuHt  gteaming  from  the  earth, 
_And  wow  in  darkiieas  drowned.     An  agod  man 
u  near,  sealed  on  what  tn  long-iiast  days 

me  sculptured  monunieul,  now  fallen 
And  half  obscured  by  moss,  and  gaihei'ed  Ikeaps 
Of  wiihurod  ycw-ltttvea  and  earth<moulderiiig  bones. 
His  eye  was  large  und  rayless,  and  fixi>d  full 
rUpgn  tbe  Maid;  ihe  lumb-ftres  ou  his  fiice 
~  Md  a  blae  light ;  hi^  lace  was  of  ilio  hue 
f  doRlh;  his  limlig  were  maatled  in  a  sliroud. 
so,  with  a  deep,  beart-terrifying  voice, 
laimcd  llie  spectre :  "  Welcome  lu  tUe«e  realms, 
B  rvgions  of  iJwpair,  O  thou  wlio'e  =leps 
row  balb  guided  tu  ni;  <ud  abodes  I 


328 


SOUTHET*S   POEMS. 


Welcome  to  my  drear  empire,  U>  t4iiB  gloom 
Eternal,  to  tUk  everlasting  night. 
Where  never  morning  darts  the  ealivening  ray, 
Where  never  shines  Ihe  sun,  but  nil  is  dark, — 
Dark  as  the  bosom  of  their  gloomy  king." 


So  saying,  he  aroiit:,  and,  drawing  on, 
Ucr  to  the  abbey's  inner  ruin  led. 
Resisting  not  his  guidance.     Through  the  roof 
Once  fretted  and  emblazed,  but  broken  now 
In  pari,  elsewhere  ail  open  to  the  sky. 
The  moonbeams  entered,  checkered  hero*  and  h 
With  unimpeded  light.     The  ivy  twined 
Round  the  dismantli'd  columns ;  imaged  forms 
Of  suntg  and  warlike  chiefs,  mos$-va:ikered  now  \ 
And  mutilate,  lay  strewn  along  the  ground, 
With  cruinliled  fragments,  crucifixes  liiUen, 
And  rusted  trophies.     Meantime,  overliead 
Roared  the  loud  blast,  and  from  the  tower  th 
Screamed  as  the  tempest  shook  her  secret  nest- 
He,  silent,  led  her  on,  and  oflen  paused. 
And  pointed,  tliat  her  eye  might  contemplate 
At  leisure  the  drear  scene. 

He  dragged  her  on 
Through  a  low  iron  door,  down  broken  siturs : 
Then  a  cold  horror  through  the  Mniden's  frame 
Crept;  for  she  stood  amid  a  vault,  and  saw. 
By  the  sepulchral  lamp's  dim,  glaring  light, 
'i'lie  fragments  of  the  dead, 

"  Look  here  I "  he  ctiei 
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^Damsel,  look  here  I  s 


Y  this  house  of  death ; 


I  survey  tl 

t,  8IMI1  to  iacreasu 
These  trophies  of  morlnlity  I  for  lience 
Is  no  relurn.     Gase  liere ;  behold  lliis  skull. 
These  eyeless  sockets,  and  these  unHeshed  Jiiwa, 
Thai  with  their  ghastly  grinning  seem  to  mock 
Thy  perishable  duu-m.'i;  for  thus  thy  ctieek 
Huft  moulder.  Child  of  grief!  shrinks  not  thy  soul, 
Viewing  tbeije  liorrors?  trembles  not  iliy  heart 
At  the  dread  thought  tlial  here  its  life's-blood  soon 
Shall  stagnate,  and  the  finely  fibred  frame, 
Now  worm  in  life  and  feelings,  mingle  soon 
Willi  the  cold  clod  f  —  thing  horrible  to  iliink, 
Yot  in  thought  only ;  for  reality 
Is  none  of  suffering  here ;  here  flll  is  [lence ; 
No  nerve  will  throb  lo  anguish  in  (he  grave. 
Dreadful  it  is  lo  ibink  of  losing  Ufe ; 
Bui,  having  lo«t,  knowledge  of  loss  is  not, 
Therefore  no  ill.     Oh  I  wherefore,  then,  delay 
Tl)  end  all  ills  at  once  ? " 

So  ^piike  Despair. 
The  raulted  roof  echoed  hia  hollow  voice, 
And  all  again  was  silence.     Quick  licr  heart 
Pauled.     Ho  placed  a  dagger  in  her  hand. 
And  tried  again,  "  Oh !  wlierefore,  then,  delay  ? 


One  blow,  and  ri 


tfore 


ir ! "     On  tlie  fiend 


k  HGOwled  ibe  Vii^ln  with  indiguiii: 
I  threw  the  dnggcr  down.     He 


eyo. 


e  murderons  steel,  and  di-ew  the  ftlaid 
c  downward  viiult. 
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The  diURji  eiu-lli  ] 
A  dim  sound  ah  l.liey  parsed:  the  is 
Wa^  cold,  aiid  heavy  with  unwholesome  dews. 
"  Behold,"  the  fitiid  cxcUiuied,  "  how  loallu 
The  flushly  rumuiuit  of  luorLolily 
MuuldcTi  to  uluy  I "     Then,  fixing  his  broad  eyef 
Full  on  her  luce,  he  poinli^d  where  u  curjise 
Lay  liviil :  she  hehuld  with  horrent  look 
The  sptxtiiclc  (thhorred  hy  living  nuiu. 

"  Look  here ! "  Despcur  pursued ;  '*  this  lontlito 
mass 
Was  ODco  OS  lovely  and  as  full  of  life, 
As,  Dain»e1t  ihou  art  now  ;  those  deep-sunk  eyei 
Oiiee  beamed  the  mild  light  of  iiitelligenc« ; 
Ajid  where  tJiou  seest  Uie  pampered  Uesh-worm  U 
Once  ihe  white  bosom  henved.    Mhe  fondly  ihui^ 
That  ut  the  hallowed  uIiht  scion  the  priest 
Stiould  bluss  her  coming  union,  and  the  torch 
Its  joj'fu!  lustre  o'er  the  hull  of  joy 
Cftst  on  her  nuptial  evening.     Earth  to  eartli 
Thai  prie^  consigned  her;  for  her  lovia'  went,  • 
By  glory  lured,  Ui  war,  and  perished  there ; 
Nor  she  eadnrud  to  live.     Iln  I  Inilc^  thy  c 
Dost  thou  then.  Maiden,  trenihle  at  tlie  lalo? 
Look  here !  behold  the  youthful  pnmmour, 
The  telf-devoteil  hero  I  " 

Fearfully 
The  M.iid  luok<<d  down,  and  saw  the  wcU-kooi 
Of  Theodore.     Tn  tl.oiighls  un 
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OoBmlsed  with  horror,  o'er  her  &ce  she  clasped 
Her  ookU  damp  hands.    **  Shrink  not ! "  the  phantom 

cried; 
^  Gaze  on ! "  and  unrelentingly  he  grasped 
Her  qaivering  arm :  '^  this  lifeless,  mouldering  chiy, 
As  well  thoo  know'st,  was  warm  with  all  the  glow 
Of  youth  and  love ;  this  is  the  hand  that  clefl 
Proud  Salisbui^s  crest,  now  motionless  in  death, 
Unahle  to  protect  the  ravaged  frame 
From  the  foul  offspring  of  mortality 
That  feed  on  heroes.   Though  long  years  were  thine, 
Yet  nevermore  would  life  re-animate 
This  slaughtered  youth ;  slaughtered  for  thee !  for 

thou 
Didst  lead  him  to  the  battle  from  his  home, 
Where  else  he  had  survived  to  good  old  age : 
In  thy  defence  he  died.     Strike,  then !  degtroy 
Remorse  with  life ! " 

The  Maid  stood  motioiilcsj*, 
And,  wistless  what  she  did,  with  trembling  hand 
Received  the  dagger.     Stiirting  tlicn,  she  cried, 
"Avaunt,  Despair!     Eternal  Wisdom  deals 
Or  peace  to  man,  or  misery,  for  his  good 
Alike  designed ;  and  shall  the  creature  cry, 
*  Why  luist  thou  done  this  ?  *  and  with  impious  pride 
Destroy  the  life  God  gave  ?  " 

The  fiend  rejoined ; 
^  And  thou  dost  deem  it  impious  to  destroy 
The  life  God  gave?     What,  Maiden,  is  the  lot 
Assigned  to  mortal  man  ?  bom  but  U)  drag, 


3S2  socTHEv's  roK»». 

Througli  life's  long  pilgrimage,  ttie  wearying 
Of  being;  care'Corrode^  at  tlie  lieart; 
Asaailed  by  all  the  ouuerous  irnin  of  ills 
That  flesh  inherits ;  till  at  length  worn  out, 
Thia  is  his  consummation !     Think  again  I 
What,  Mtuden,  canst  thou  hope  from  kngtli« 

life 
But  lengthened  sorrow?     If  protracted  long. 
Till  OD  the  bed  of  death  thy  feeble  limb^ 
Stretch  out  their  languid  length, — oh,  ihink  H 

thoughla, 
What  agonizing  feelings,  in  that  hour, 
Assail  the  sinking  heart!     Slow  beats  the  pul 
Dim  grows  the  eje,  and  clammy  drops  bedew 
The  shuddering  frawe  :  then  in  its  mightiest  fore 
Mightiest  in  impotence,  the  love  of  life 
Seizes  the  throbbing  heart ;  the  faltering  lips 
Pour  out  the  impious  prayer  that  fain  would  chan^ 
The  Unchiingeable's  decree ;  surrounding  friends 
Sob  round  the  sufferer,  wet  his  cheek  with  tean,      _ 
And  all  he  loved  in  life  imbitters  death. 


"  Such,  Maiden,  are  the  pangs  ttial  wail  the  b 
Of  easiest  dissolution  ;  yet  weak  ii 
Resolves,  in  timid  piety,  lo  live; 
And,  veiling  Fear  In  Superstition'! 
He  calls  her  Resignation  1 

"  Coward  wretch  I 
Fond  coward,  thus  lo  make  his  ren 
Agikinst  his  reason  I     Insect  as  ha 
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Tkb  span  of  ^kmot^  tins  bemg  of  *  dar^ 
"Wkose  vkole  rTyaimnr  die  next  cloQd  huit  bl*^ 
Bderefr  iiiiBsdf  tbe  cire  of  beaLrenhr  powders ; 
Tbat  God  regards  mm.  misenble  xnim: 
And.  preadiiiip  tiins  of  power  and  proTidenoe, 
Will  cneh  the  repdle  thai  xnaT  cross  lus  paxhl 

**  Pool  thit  thoa  art !  the  Being  thai  permits 
Ezisteoee,  gires  to  man  the  worthless  boon*  — 
A  goodlj  gA  to  those  who,  fortune-blest, 
Bask  in  the  sunshine  of  prosperitr ; 
And  sQch  do  weD  to  keep  it.     But  to  one 
Sick  ai  the  heart  with  misery,  and  sore 
With  manr  a  hard,  unmerited  affliction. 
It  is  a  hair  that  chains  to  wretchedness 
The  slave  who  dares  not  burst  it. 

^Thinkest  thoo, 
The  parent,  if  his  child  should,  unrecallod» 
Return  and  fall  upon  his  neck,  and  cry, 
'  Oh !  the  wide  world  is  comfortless,  and  full 
Of  fleeting  jojs  and  heart-consuming  cares ; 
I  can  be  only  happr  in  my  home 
With  thee,  my  friend,  my  father ! '  —  tliinkest  thou 
That  he  would  thrust  him  as  an  outcast  forth? 
Oh !  he  would  clasp  the  truant  to  his  lieart. 
And  love  the  trespass." 

Whilst  he  spake,  his  eye 
Dwelt  on  the  Maiden's  cheek,  and  read  her  soul 
Struggling  within.     In  trembling  doubt  she  stood, 
Even  as  a  wretch,  whose  famished  entrails  crave 
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Supplj',  before  liin 
In  greedy  horror. 


sees  tbe  poisoned  food 
Vet,  not  silent  long, 


"  KIo(]uent  tempter,  cense ! "  the  Mwden  cried  j 

"What  though  affliction  lie  my  portion  here, 

Tliink'st  thou  I  do  not  feel  high  thoughts  of  joy,  I 

Of  Ilea rt-i'nnohling  joy,  when  I  look  ha^rk 

tJ|»on  a  life  of  duty  well  performed, 

Then  lifi  mine  eyes  to  heaven,  and  ihc-rc  in  fuitlifl 

Know  my  reward?     I  grant,  were  this  lifi-  nit; 

Was  there  no  morning  to  the  tomb's  long  night]  J 

If  man  did  mingle  with  tbe  senscto^s  clod, 

Himaelf  as  senseless, — then  werl  thon  indeed 

A  wise  and  friendly  comforter.     But,  fiend  1 

There  ii  a  morning  to  tbe  tomb's  long  ulglit, 

A  dawn  of  glory,  a  reward  in  heaven, 

He  elwll  not  gain  who  never  merited. 

If  (hou  diddl  know  tlie  worth  of  one  good  diiid 

In  life's  hi^t  hour,  iliuu  wouldst  not  bid  me  lusa 

The  precious  privilege,  while  life  endures, 

To  do  tny  Father's  will.     A  miglily  task 

Is  mini?,  —  a  glorious  cull.     France  looks  (o  me 

For  b.-r  delivtrmice." 

"  Jtlniden,  thou  hast  doiw  ■ 
Thy  mission  hem,"  ihe  unbaffled  Itend  replied: 
"The  foea  ani  fled  from  OrlcHns:  thoii,  pe4x:lu 
Exnliing  in  ihc  pride  of  victory, 
Korgeltesi  him  who  pcriihcd.     Yet,  albeit 
Thy  hardened  heart  forget  Ihe  gallant  youth* 
Thai  hour  allotted  canst  thou  not  fsc&po. 
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"nuu  dreadfbl  lioiir.  when  coDtuinelT  and  shame 

Shmll  Sf^oom  in  thj  dungeon.     Wretched  Maid ! 

Desdoed  to  dnin  the  cap  of  bitteme>$ 

Eyen  to  its  drejr>.  EnirUnd*s  inhuman  oh:es 

Shall  scoff  thj  sorrows^  blacken  thr  purv  fume, 

Wk-wantoo  it  with  lewd  barharitv. 

And  force  sudi  burning  blushes  to  the  cheek 

Of  Tirgin  modesty,  that  thou  shalt  wish 

Tlie  earth  might  cover  thee.    In  that  last  hour. 

When  thy  braised  breast  shall  heave  beneath  the 

That  link  thee  to  the  stake,  a  spectacle 
For  the  brute  multitude^  and  thou  ?:hah  hear 
Mockery  more  painful  than  the  circling  tlanies 
Which  then  consume  thee,  wilt  thou  not  in  vain 
Then  wish  mv  friendiv  aid?  —  then  wish  thine  ear 
Had  drank  my  words  of  comfort  ?  —  that  thy  hand 
Had  grasped  the  dagger,  and  in  death  preserved 
Insulted  modesty?" 

Her  fflowinj'  cheek 
Blushed  crimson ;  her  wide  eve  on  vacancy 
Was  fixed;  her  breath  short  panted.    The  cold  fiend, 
Grasping  her  hand,  exclaimed,  **Too  timid  Maid, 
So  long  i^pugnant  to  the  healing  aid 
My  friendship  proffers,  now  shall  thou  behold 
The  aUotted  length  of  life." 

lie  stamped  the  earth; 
Ajid,  dragging  a  huge  coffin  as  his  car 
Two  ghouls  came  on,  of  form  more  fearful-foul 
Than  ever  palsied  in  her  wildest  dream 
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Hag-ridden  Superstition.    Then  Despair 
Seized  on  tha  Maid,  whose  curdling  blood  ^tood  Mitt 
And  placed  her  in  llie  seat;  and  on  ihcj  passed 
Atlown  the  deep  descent.     A  meteor  light 
Shot  fVom  tliQ  demotis,  a«  they  dragged  along 
The  unwelcome  land,  and  marked  their  brethren  ftast 
On  carcasaea. 

Below,  the  ranlt  dilates 
Sis  ample  bulk,    "  Look  heii> ! "  Despair  addre 
The  shuddering  Virgin ;  "  sec  the  dome  of  Death t^ 
It  Mfas  a  Bpaciou^  cavern,  hewn  amid 
The  entruiU  of  the  earth,  as  though  to  form 
A  grave  for  all  mankind :  no  eye  could  reach 
Its  dislimt  bounds.     There,  throned  in  durkne 

dwell 
The  unseen  power  of  Death. 

Here  slopped  the  gfaoalli 
Reaching  the  de^tmed  spot.  The  fiend  stepped  O 
And,  from  the  coffin  a?  he  led  the  AlaJd, 
Exclaimed,  "  Where  mortal  never  slood  before, 
Thou  Blandest :  look  around  thi?  boundless  Tftulti  A 
Otnen'e  the  dole  that  Nature  deals  to  mar 
And  leani  to  know  ihy  friend." 

She  answered  n 
Obienrtng  where  the  Fates  their  several  u 
Plied  ecaieless.   "  Uark  how  long  the  shortest  * 
Allowed  to  man  1 "  he  crie<l  j  "  observe  liow  soon. 
Twined  round  yon  never-resting  wheel,  Ihe^  chnngaal 
Tlicir  snowy  hue,  darkening  through  many  >  bT 
"nil  Atnipos  relentless  shuts  the  shcBrs." 
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Or  a§  die  tyries?  HIt  cc*  ibe  raiku 

Was  nener  one  beraod  ibe  lialc  spm 

Of  iahmer  aacuBsed:  iev  iIkxy  wei« 

Bat  figiuir  dn^&d :  iskcmre  of  deep  crun^on  bxM^ 

Or  deqKT  sible  dr^L*    Two  gesm  >t<x^ 

SdDy  as  the  «^  c£  bein^  tjis  dnws  fi^nb, 

Sprinklmg  their  powerfdl  dz\>p?^     From  eb<Mi  uni 

The  one  imsfttriiig  dashed  ibe  biuer  dn>p< 

Of  woe;  and.  as  be  dashed,  bis  dark-brown  brow 

Rebuked  to  a  bard  smiir.     Tbe  milder  form 

Sbed  lea*^  prt'fiisely  ibere  bis  lesser  s;ore  ; 

Sometimes  wiib  teai^  iacre^tsinix  tbe  scant  boon, 

GnnpassioDaiiDg  miui ;  and  bappv  be 

Who  on  bis  thread  those  precious  tears  receive 

If  it  be  bs^piness  to  bave  tbe  pulse 

That  throbs  witb  pitr.  and,  in  sucb  a  world 

Of  wretchedness,  the  generous  heart  tliat  aobea 

Witb  anguish  at  the  sight  of  human  woe. 

To  her  the  fiend,  well  hoping  now  success : 
"Tliis  is  thy  thread  :  observe  how  short  the  span  ; 
And  little  doth  the  evil  genius  spare 
His  bitter  tincture  there/*     The  Maiden  saw 
Calmlj.      '*  Now   gaze  I  "    the    tempter-fiend   ex- 
claimed, 
And  placed  again  the  poniard  iu  her  hand  ; 
For  Superstition,  with  a  burning  torch, 
Approached  tbe  loom.    ''This,  Damsel,  is  thy  fatel 
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tow  strike  iho  dagger  bcmiel 

TliL-  MaiU  replied, 
prevent  or  change  the  will  of  Heaven, 

1 1  fitrivc  uot :  lei  tLat  will  be  done  I  " 


The  liour  draws  on 
Strike  now,  and  be 


Iinpioi 
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She  spoke  ;  oiid  lo  I  celeslJol  rndinnce  beamed 
Amid  the  air,  such  odora  walking  now 
As  erst  cnme  blended  with  the  urening  gale 
Prom  Edcn'd  b{>wers  of  bliss.     An  angel  form 
Stood  by  the  Maid  i  hia  wings,  ethereal  white, 
Floslicd  like  the  diamond  in  the  noontide  sun, 
Dtuxling  lier  luoiioi  ej-e :  all  else  appeared 
Her  Theodore. 

Amaxed  she  saw:  iho  fiend 
Was  fled ;  anil  on  her  car  the  well-known  voica 
Sounded,  though  now  more  musienll}'  sweet 
Than  ever  yet  hod  thrilled  her  soul  tuiuned. 
When  eloquent  affection  fondly  cold 
The  day-dreama  of  delight 

"DelovfdIkUdI 
Lol  1  am  with  Ihoe,  still  thy  Theodore! 
llcorts,  in  the  holy  baitds  of  lore  combined, 
Death  haa  no  iiower  lo  sever.     Thou  art  mtnel 
A  Ultle  while,  and  thou  ahalt  dwell  wtlli  me 
In  scenes  where  sorrow  is  noL     Clieerily 


T-SIO»    or  THE   MaJX»    OF    0]£Li:^J&.        SSS* 


Xnaa  tkatk  -Bas:  van.  msc  'tsma^  mee  xr-  ike 
SoQ^  TMiwigi  r  tKu  one  luunfiil :  ior  litt: 
lb  IRC  lii£;  lizreBiicHci  of  gifrmirr. 


*'  F»viired  of  Htan^'sx. !  u*  tint  t  rr^'ei:  ic-  view 
T^i9K  sBcr«  T*m"nii^     Tnt  iKition:  of  ih-  upt-s? 

Jftosi  livvY  xiisir  Tent^"^ :  and.  wiifirt 
1*  TuoHsd  deeiA.  ibt  remed j  i*  ionr 
Pfuiuiub.  BOG  punfiiL^ 

Tnn*  ibt  spin:  ?i)akfi. 
Aiic  i*fc  lilt  AYi/'L  ajonr  i*  nar-fv-  iin:r.. 

Of  r'taTirJT'r  ai-viii,  aiiL  liit  jt^nirijeuf  £  breaih 
Pnrrokiiir  firt.  u"*:  ii-sa'-d  :  adq  ucv  ibf^j  reach 
A  viit-fcXTiaDdf  d  der*.  vLtrreu  al  L^:»niid. 

VtiTt-  bcniinr.     A:  iliv  u-j-ikvln^  "r»fli:wi  >:i»d 
Tiit  mearre  iorm  of  C";;.rr  :  itTiL  a>  Ijv  "i-kw 

Ht  loliei  a*ji  u»ilei.  -.•:"  :c«ll  do  eni  i-;-  know. 
Bin  enijtif*  loll  a^i  nerer-eDilni:  w»>e. 

Ad  a^^sd  maa  wt-ni  round  the  ::.:Vr:n"d  raalu 
Urrrm^  Li*  w.>rkmeLi  \o  iheir  <.v;i>tie>>  :A^k. 
Wui:*:  were  Liii  lo^-ks.  af  i>  ihv  winirv  >:jow 
On  Loar  Piinliiamou's  head.     A  ir^tidt  n  ^utT 
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Hid  steps  supported  :  powerlbl  uUUtnan, 
Which  whoso  iiaola  shall  nuver  feci  itgaiii 
The  tear  of  pily  or  the  ihrob  of  love. 
Touched  but  by  ihls,  the  massy  gnics  give  "ayi 
Tlte  Liuilre^  iremblcs  and  the  guaiiled  wall, 
Guanled  in  viiiu,  suhmii^.     Uim  huaihoos  erst 
Hiid  dt;i£uii,  au>l  buwud  the  sujipUaat  knee 
To  Plutua.     Nor  ure  how  liia  TOtaries  lew, 
Even  Uiuugb  QUI-  blcs^ml  Saviour  hatU  liuuiolf 
Told  us  ibat  eiisiur  through  the  needle'*  eya 
8hidl  the  huge  cnmcl  piL-s  *  than  the  rich  taua 
Enter  tlie  gules  of  heuvcn.     '*  Ye  cannut  serve 
Your  God,  and  worahip  Muminnn." 

■'Mis^ioucd  Al^d!^ 
Ho  spake  the  eptrit,  "know  tliat  these,  whose  h 
Bound  each  whim  furuacu  y\y  tlie  uuueusiug  toil,  I 
Were  Uammeu'»  slaves  on  eitrtb :  tliej-  did  ii 
To  wring  from  poverty  tlie  Uurd-eiirucd  mi 
They  robbed  tht;  orphan's  piuuntie ;  ibey  a 
Wool**  Hsiciug  eye  unmoved  t  and  thorulbre  tbese^^ 
Konged  round  the  furnace,  stiU  must  [lersevore 
In  Muntmon's  service,  suoruhcd  by  tbe^e  fierce  fira^ 
Nor  suldoro  by  the  overbculing  ore 
Cnught ;  yet  roloining  still,  to  punishment 
Convened  here,  their  oW  bcaetling  sin, 
Often  uupalicntly,  to  (juencb  their  thirst 
UnqiieachHblo,  liu'ge  draughts  of  molten  gold* 
Tbcy  drinlc  insaliole,  still  with  pain  renewed. 
Pain  i«  destroy." 

So  saying,  her  he  led 
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Forth  from  the  dreadful  cuvem  to  a  cell 
Brilluuit  with  gem-bora  li^t.     The  ni^ed  walk 
Part  gleamed  with  gold,  and  part  with  silver  ore 
In  milder  radiance  shone.     The  carbuncle 
There  itA  strong  lustre,  like  the  flamy  sun, 
Shot  forth  irradiate ;  irom  the  earth  beneaih. 
And  &om  the  roof,  there  streamed  a  diamond  li^it ; 
Rabies  and  amethvst£  their  crlowb  commixed 
With  the  gaj  topaz ;  and  the  softer  ra y 
Shot  from  the  sappliire,  and  the  cmeraldV  hue. 
And  bright  pjropas. 

There,  on  golden  neatA, 
A  numerou>^  suUea,  melancholy  iruio 
Sat  silenL     ~  Maiden  !  thesic.*'  said  Theodore, 
*•  Are  they  who  let  the  love  of  wealiL  ab>orb 
All  other  paAsioub ;  in  ibeir  souls  thai  \  ice 
Struck  deeply  rooted,  like  the  j»oi?oij-iree 
That  with  its  shade  s^^iread^  barreiiue??  around. 
These,  Maid  !   were  men  by  no  i^t^^»ciuu^  crime 
Blackened,  no  fraud,  nor  ruthau  violence,  — 
Men  of  fair  dealing,  and  respectable 
On  earth;  but  sucb  as  only  lor  tbvm^flve? 
Heaped  up  their  treasures,  deeming  all  tbt-ir  wcjilih 
Their  own,  and  given  to  tberu,  by  partial  Heaven, 
To  bles«  tbem  oiilv.     Tbvrefure  here  tbw  >it. 
Possessed  of  gold  enough,  and  by  uu  pain 
Tormented,  save  the  knowledge  of  tbe  bli>> 
They  lost,  and  vain  ri} ►en lance.     Here  tbey  dwell, 
Liiathing  the:<>e  u^ele^*  treasurer,  till  tbe  bour 
^>f  general  restitution." 
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Tliencc  tliey  passed. 
And  now  anivcd  at  sacli  a  goi^coiis  dome 
As  oven  tbe  pomp  of  Easlorn  opulence 
Could  never  oqual:  Wiuidcrcd  (lirougU  its  balls 
A  niinicrous  Irain;  bouk;  with  the  red-4Woln  ey* 
Of  riot,  and  intcniperanco-bloaiod  cbcok  i 
Some  pale  and  iici-vcIuas,  and  wiili  feeble  step, 
And  eyes  lauk-lustre. 

"  Maiden  I "  »atd  lier  guid^'fl 
"  These  are  ilie  wretched  slaves  uf  Appetite, 
Cursed  willi  their  wish  eujoj'ed.     The  epicure 
Here  painjierj  lui  foul  frame,  till  tlie  palled  iteuiia  i 
LoalUea  ul  the  tiimi^uct:  llie  voluptuous  here 
Plutigu  ill  Like  tuinjitiug  torrent  of  delight. 
And  sink  in  miiiery.     AJ)  tJicy  wished  on  coitb 
Possessing  here,  whom  have  ihey  to  m:cu50 
But  their  own  folly  tor  the  lot  tliey  diMa  ? 
Yei|  for  that  ihesfs  injured  tlicinselves  nlon^ 
Thej  to  the  house  of  Penitence  may  liie, 
And,  by  a  long  and  painful  regimen, 
To  weary  Nature  her  exlinustcd  powers 
Restore,  till  tltey  shall  learn  to  form  ike  wiab 
Of  wiadom,  and  Almighty  Goodness  graols 
That  pfiee  to  him  who  seeks  it." 

WbiU  he  spe 
The  board  is  spread.  With  Uuaiedpouucb,  and  ejr^ 
Kat-swolu,  aud  legs  whose  muu^iruus  siza  d 
The  human  furui  divine,  thoir  mierer, 
Iliglit  Gluttony,  set  forth  the  smoking  fc!U4t> 
And  by  liii  side  vanic  on  a  brother  form. 
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With  fier;  dieek  of  purple  hue,  and  red 

And  scurfy-white,  mixed  motley ;  hU  gross  bulk, 

Liks  mme  huge  hogshead  i'hapeaed,  a^  applied. 

Him  had  antiquity  with  mystic  rites 

Adored ;  to  him  the  sons  of  Greece,  aud  thine, 

Imperial  Rome,  od  many  an  allar  jtoured 

The  victim  blood,  with  godlike  titles  graced, 

Baechos,  or  Dionusus ;  son  of  Jove, 

Deemed  falsely,  for  from  Folly'D  idiot  form 

He  sprung,  what  time  Madness,  with  furioux  hand, 

Seized  on  the  laughing  female.     At  one  birth 

She  brought  th^  brethren,  menial  here  below. 

Though  sovereigns  u|}on  earth,  wljcre  oil  they  hold 

High  revels.     'Slid  the  monaslui'y'^  gloom. 

Thy  palace,  Gluttony ;  ond  oft  to  iljec 

The  sacrifice  is  spread,  wlien  tlie  grave  voice 

Episcopal  proclaims  approaching  day 

Of  visitation ;  or  churcli wardens  meet 

To  save  the  wrelche<l  many  from  the  gripe 

CM"  poverty  ;  or  'mid  ihy  nmpio  halls 

Of  London,  mighty  mayor !  ricli  aldermen, 

Of  coming  fea^t  hold  converse. 

Oilier  where,  — 
For,  though  allied  in  niiture  a^i  in  blooil. 
They  hold  divided  sway,  —  liis  brothur  lifia 
Ilis  s[>ongy  si'<'|iire.     In  the  noble  domes 
Uf  princes  ami  .•l:i[c- wearied  iiilriisleri', 
Maddening  lie  reigns ;  ami,  ulien  ilie  iiH'righied  mind 
Casts  o'er  a  long  cnroi.T  of  guilt  and  blood 
Its  eye  reluctant,  thi^n  lli:^  aid  U  nought 
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To  lull  l.ho  worm  of  cunwieacs  to  reposo. 
He,  too,  ihe  hulls  of  country  squires  fro(iuuat»|J 
But  chicSy  love^  the  leiU'Ded  gluom  tbnt  shadea 
TUy  oir^priiig,  Rhe(Iycin&,  and  \by  wulU, 
Granta!     Nigiiil^  Ubalioos  ihei'o  to  him 
Profuie  are  poured,  till,  from  the  diizjr  brain, 
Triangles,  ciruki,  parallelogram -, 
Uooda,  lon4e«,  dialc>eLs,  and  demigodi, 
And  logic  and  theologj',  arc  swept 
Bjr  the  red  deluge. 

Uomolested  thoro 
Ue  reveUi  till  (he  general  feast  comes  round,  { 
The  sacrifice  sepieiinial.  when  the  »oas 
Of  England  meet,  v'lth  watchful  care  lo  choo^vj 
Their  ddegjiles,  —  wiio,  iudaiieiidt^iil  men, 
tjiibribiiig  and  uubribed,  and  chosen  to  guard 
Their  rights  iiad  irhorter^  from  the  eaentauhing  ff 
Of  greedjr  power :  thou  tUl  ihe  jugful  land 
Join  in  hh)  sourilices,  eo  Inspired 
To  make  the  imporlaut  choice 

The  obaerving  1 
Addressed  her  guide :  "  Thmte,  Theodore,  thou  ai 
Are  men,  who,  pampering  their  foul  appt^titoi, 
I:\jured  ihum^elve^  alone.  But  where  are  ihiq 
Ttie  worst  of  vilhiins.  viper-like,  wlio  coil 
Around  deluded  womun.  so  lo  sting 
The  heart  that  luves  tliem?" 

"Them,"  the  siririt  r 
"  A  long  and  dreiuirul  punishment  awaits; 
For  nlien,  tlie  prey  of  wont  and  infamy. 
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Lacnr«r  and  lower  siE  tiit  Tiroin  ^uik%. 

£ven  lo  the  dej uii  of  aiumit.  no;  uut  lewc  Tcom. 

Que  im^iiuiu*  imprcscaiiin^  irazL  iit:r  Ljtr 

Is  tiie  jfcillmt*d  nmid.  liiai:  ui»&r  110:  jii'jiiL 
Befbrt  ^M:  liirtuie  of  «luaii'.H^  I'miinitc-iuiigued 

The  Loiii«e  uf  Pfmnmiet^     Credmirr 
SiMid  K  liifr  pub.  esreiidiiiir  iter  t:u£r€i  Lciaq 

A  IcKik  tiivi  yngnuntia  iirenuaurt  ar:«tiiii : 

I>i»ci|Aiizir{:  -turtiiT. 

Htir^  111*-;  tiiiierfL  in. 
4Tid  now  arrived  iriitjrt-  k-  il  riu::^  in^ii'.-.-cL 

Spake  liiH!  ccimjKir^t^G  ^evt^;^  iiisi:  hij:  vr 
No  ttii«rrv  iIlJJ^ui-^-  u>-  vt^iki:  ;v::i'Jt:^^j'.--*.. — 
£iesia}vtrd  i&iid  cujoLi.     Ltji.irt  u-:  ii.v  tij-  i;.i  it 

m 

WiiicL  biuii  iLt  wurii?  •:»:'  ::*•  :  Liiii.  a.-  riir  r-.ad. 
SoxiieiiiXie?  liTeifcT  vciLJ-  :ri.i.j:  j  \":  L- :  i.ijt*t.-.i:. 
Tiiou^L  iit^a^  tiii-'^   1-.'^  ':»t:uijf-  -i.  lir:  ^^r  iLt  vi^lie. 
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Vet  suuU  expression  etcaling  fVoin  (be  eye, 

A»  though,  lliat  oiil^  nuked,  all  tbe  rert 

Were  one  close-fitting  mask.     A  teoffing  fiend-J 

For  fie:iJ  Iw  wus,  though  wisely  serving  liere— 

Mocked  nt  his  patients,  and  did  otitia  elrew 

Aahes  npon  ibeni,  and  then  bid  tliem  my 

Their  prayers  aloud,  and  tlien  be  louder  lau^tedU 

For  tlieae  were  hyfiocrites,  on  earth  revered 

As  holy  ones,  wtio  did  in  public  tell 

Their  beads,  and  make  long  prayers,  nnd  ci 


And  eall  themselves  most  miserable 

That  so  tliey  might  be  deemed  most  pious  sunts{ 

And  go  all  fiJtli,  and  never  let  a  smile 

Bend  their  stem  muscles ;  gloomy,  t^ullcD  me 

Barren  of  all  alTeciion  ;  and  all  ihi» 

To  please  their  God,  foriioolli !  Aiul  therefore 

Grinned  at  his  patients,  making  llicni  repeat 

Their  solemn  farce,  with  keenett  raillery 

Tormenting;  but  if,  eaj-nesl  in  their  prayer, 

Tliey  poured  the  silent  sorrows  of  the  soul 

To  Heaven,  then  did  tliey  not  regard  his  mockt, 

Which  then  rame  painleiu ;  and  Homility 

Then  rescued  ihem.  and  led  to  Penitence, 

That  Bho  might  lead  to  (leaven. 

From  thence  they 
Wliere,  in  the  next  ward,  a  most  wretched 
Groaned  underneath  Ihe  bitter  tyranny 
Of  a  fieree  demon.     FTis  coawe  hair  wns 
Pule.gniy  his  eyes,  and  bloodshot ;  and  hi*  Ikee' 


intai 

i 
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In  ecsoKHT.    TTfJl  vtsat^  sn-  war  aronnd. 
Phmging  hk  da^er  'm  ziie  iisan^  a:  ^am^ 
€lr  probing  witJL  &  jncafaatC  iiin:*t  liteir  h^^&i;^ 
Or  placing  eool^  of  fire  wiiiiiL  :b«ir  woiiuib' : 
Oc  seizinr  some  wixiuL  hi^  Tnunirr  imksi.. 
He  &»d  4bem  an  a  suikf^  unci  litsL  drew  ba:^ 
Aad  langbftfi  lo  fietr  tbem  wrhiifi. 

Xber  led  tbemiiei}Te&    Qert  s:rt  Uity^  wicked  men 

Wlio  loved  to  exercise  tiieir  rrrani  T»C'wer 

On  speechless  bnner:  bad  iiusijuiiL-  uDattrrr:- 

A  lon^  pii*^piiion  ii*!re  :  Uiir  iraSi'tiiri- 

In  bomsD  flesL  Lert.  lac  Sin-  disc':;»l:i»pd. 

Till  br  iheir  snffvriiii:  iber  bkre  faaiilit*£  al: 

Tbe  miseries  ibeT  inf  icued.  all  ibe  ma5v< 

Of  wretcbednesi-  cauM^d  br  ibe  wajv  ih*^  waffed. 

Tbe  TiQa^es  tbej  bumi.  the  widows  jefi 

In  wanL  ibe  fJare  or  led  ic»  suicide. 

Or  mnrdered  bj  the  fcmL  infec;<»d  air 

Of  bi*  clo^  don^eon.  or.  more-  >ai  i^ian  ail. 

His  virtne  lo^u  bis  \err  >c»nl  eii>laTei 

And  driren  br  woe  to  wicki^dne>>. 

"  Thof  <^-  next, 
Wbom  tbon  bebolde?t  in  this  drearv  iv>om. 
With  sullen  eves  of  hatred  and  of  fear 
Each  on  the  other  scowling.  —  the>e  have  K^t-n 
False   friends.      Tonnented   bv    their   own    dark 
tbonghtSy 
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Here  thpy  dwell  j  in  the  hoUovr  of  their  hearts 
There  ia  a  worm  that  feeds ;  and  ihough  ihou  sees! 
That  skilful  leech  who  willingly  would  heal 
The  ill  they  suffer,  judging  of  all  else 
By  their  own  evil  conscience,  they  suspect 
The  aid  he  vainly  proffers,  lengthening  thus 
By  vico  its  punishmenL" 

■'  IJut  who  arc  thes*^^ 
The  Maid  exclaimed,  "  that,  robed  in  Bowing  It 
Aod  miircd,  or  in  scarlet,  and  in  caps 
Like  cardinals,  I  see  in  every  ward, 
Performing  menial  service  at  the  beck 
Of  all  who  bid  them?" 

Theodore  replied, 
"  These  men  are  they  who  in  ihu  name  of  Ckc 
Have  heaped  up  wealth,  and,  arrogating  powoTf  ■ 
Have  made  kings  kiss  llieir  feet,yct  called  then 
The  servants  of  tlie  tervaiits  of  the  Lord. 
They  dwelt  in  palaces,  in  purple  clothed. 
And  in  line  linen ;  thereltire  are  ihey  here; 
And,  though  they  would  not  minister  on  earlh,  1 
Here,  penanced,  they  perforce  must  miniater. 
Did  not  the  Holy  One  of  Nazareth 
Tell  them  his  kingdom  is  not  of  the  world?" 

So  saying,  on  they  pasacd,  and  novr  arrived  \ 
Where  such  a  hideous  ghastly  group  abode. 
That  the  Miud  gained  with  half-averting  eyp, 
And  shuddered :  eaeh  one  was  a  loathly  ompM^ 
The  worm  was  feeding  on  bin  putrid  prey ; 


r«t  hud  d^T- Bfe  ■ 


An  thopc*  d»  K^  sM.    •?« 


Hri 


Who  Mw  Acs  dv**,d 
Sa  IB  a«a^  Mid  pM^er  Im«  n  nnd» 
Dabtg ;  Md  ihB  iiliii  I ,  fcrfrf  lw*r  m^ 
At  ibcB  tbe^wtnflf  nil,tbe«  bar  itiJa 
La%  ae  Ok  c^  watts  tibty  loft  «  oKlk 

Tet  anpK  nctilpd  br  aB  «te  lk« 

IWgifi  of  Mo^  ite  gift  4inM  «!'  Honvnl' 

And  oaw  they  ri^elKiJ  m  hap:  sad  naes^  (At  ] 
If  KIT  it  aronM,  sod  r«t  vkk  vrvrv  bliKt 
A*  w  iu  niia  sbook.     Tbrav.  porter  fti, 
nrimnnii  fir  iTiir  lifi  i«il  T^ibkcpL 
Fak.  bultoii-*i<Fi^  Mdiicit*,  iligptew  wretch, 
Inlv  hr  pnMuwd,  nr,  suning,  wiMIr  Blinded, 
\    .    :-  ■'  :<  fobrir.  loaering  from  iulttsr, 
r  <i  iu  (ail;  ami  m.r>Ap(vtani  stijl, 

r.x'  1  ,u  iIm^  >lKa>]  of  ilangirr  siill  ilelutiMl. 
Tlicv  ealeirti  llii^re  d  fMrp-  anil  luftr  duiiHV 
O'er  wtiiMe  bl>i!k  muiUe  lidea  n  iliin.  divar  lig 
Straggled  with  dat^itcM  rn>in  thi^  un&t^jURnt  Im 
EmJiniiwd  arnuud.  die  murdertfrs  of  munkind, 
I,  I  lie  gmU,  tlie  g1(irii)u&,  the  luigust. 
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Eacb  bearing  on  his  brow  a  crown  of  fire, 
Sat  slern  and  silenl.     Nimroil,  he  waa  tJiere, 
First  king,  tlie  mighfy  hunter ;  and  tlint  chief 
Who  did  belie  his  raolhur"?  fame,  tliat  so 
fTe  might  be  called  young  Amnion.     In  this  a 
CtB^ar  was  crowned,  the  great  lil>ertici(le ; 
And  he  who  to  llie  dealb  of  Cicero 
Consented,  though  the  eoui^ly  minion's  lyre 
Hath  hymned  hla  praisie,  though  Maro  sung  to  h 
And,  when  death  levelled  to  original  clay 
The  royal  body,  impious  Flallery 
Fell  at  hia  feet,  and  worshipped  the  new  god. 
Titus  was  hei-e,'  the  conqueror  of  the  Jew«, 
He  the  delight  of  human  kind  misnamed; 
Cssars  and  soldans,  emperors  and  kings, 
All  who  for  glory  fought,  here  Uiey  were  all. 
Here  in  the  Hall  of  Glory,  reaping  iiow 
The  meed  they  merited. 

A^  gazing  ronnd, 
The  Virgin  marked  the  miserable  train, 
A  deep  and  hollow  voice  from  one  went  forth ; 
"  Thon  who  art  come  to  view  our  punishment. 
Maiden  of  Orleans!  hither  turn  thine  eyet 
For  1  am  he  whose  bloody  victories 
Thy  power  hath  rendered  vain.     Lo!  I  am  here, 
The  hero-eonqucTOi"  of  Agincourt, 
Henry  of  England !     Wretched  that  I  am  1 
t  might  have  reigned  in  happiness  and  peace, 
My  coffers  full,  my  subjects  undisturbed, 
And  Plenty  and  Prosperity  had  loved 
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■To  dwell  uniongsL  them  ;  but  in  evil  liour, 
«ing  ihe  rualtn  of  France  by  faction  torn, 
I  thouglit  in  pride  uf  lietirt  that  it  would  fall 

9'An  easy  prey.     I  persecuted  those 

T  Who  taught  new  doctrines,  though  they  laught  the 
truth; 

And  when  I  beard  of  tliousands  by  the  sword 
Cut  off,  or  blasted  by  tbe  pestilence, 
I  calmly  counted  up  my  proper  gains, 
And  sent  new  hei-ds  to  slaughter.     Temperatfi 
Myself,  no  blood  that  mutinied,  no  vice 
Tainting  my  private  life,  I  sent  abroad 
Murder  and  Rape;  and  therefore  am  I  doomed, 
Like  these  imperial  sufferers,  crowned  with  fire, 
Here  to  remain,  till  man's  awakened  eye 
Shall  see  the  genuine  blackness  of  our  deeds; 
And,  warned  by  them,  till  the  whole  human  race, 
Equalling  in  bliss  the  aggregate  we  caused 
Of  wretchedness,  shall  form  one  brotherhood, 
Owe  universal  family  of  love," 


THE    THIRD     BOOK. 

TiiE  Maiden,  miu^ing  on  the  warrior's  woi'ds, 
Turned  from  the  Hall  of  Glory.   Now  they  reached 
A  cavern,  at  whoie  mouth  a  genius  stood, 
In  franl  a  beardlo^  youth,  whose  smiling  eye 
Bennicil  proini;<e  ;  bin,  behind,  withered  and  old, 
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Aud  uU  unlovoly.     Uodemeath  li»  feet 

Records  obliieniU  lay,  and  kur«U  sear. 

He  held  nu  hmii'-glaas;  and.  aa  ihe  ^uii  fall, 

Su  pitM  the  lircH  of  muD.     By  him  lliey  passed   I 

Along  tlic  ditrksomv  cave,  aud  readied  h  Bin-am.  I 

Still  rolling  uiiwur<I  its  perpetuid  cuuivn 

Noiseless  and  untlisturlwd.     Hi-rv  llii-y  afL-eiul 

A  bark  unpilatvd,  that  down  ibe  streatn. 

Borne  bv  the  c-uircnt,  rushed,  whi^h  circling  •< 

Returning  to  il^clf,  an  i«land  formed: 

Nor  had  ihe  Stuiden's  foobtleps  ever  rrochod 

The  insulated  coaiit,  ot«mally 

Wrapped  luund  in  endleiis  whirl ;  but  Theodore  1 

Di-uve  wllli  H  Kpiril'ii  will  (he  obeilieat  bark. 

They  Innd :  :i  mighty  fiiliric  meets  iheir  eyes,  * 
Scon  by  its  gem-born  light.     Of  mhunont 
The  pile  waa  framed,  for  ever  to  abide 
I''irra  in  eiernnl  streiigtli.     Uefnre  the  gate 
Stood  eager  l!l:[pcelation,  as  to  caleh 
The  half-heai-d  murmm-s  i^iuing  from  within, 
Her  moutli  tialf-upeneil,  and  her  head  flretebed  fiirtl 
On  the  other  side  lUere  stood  aa  aged  crime, 
Listeriiag  io  every  breaiU  of  air:  she  knew 
Vugue  su[>iKi$iU»n.4  tuid  uneerliun  ilreiims 
Of  wluil  was  soon  to  eomu ;  for  she  would  HUU 
'ITie  lilllc  glow-womi'ii  »?lf-eniitti.-d  Pglit, 
Aral  arg*ic  ihrnec  of  kingdoms  tivnrtltrown. 
Ami  desolaiml  nations;  ever  II I  led 
With  undetermined  terror,  a^  dtv  heard 


•■  Hen,  ttibai  !■  fteifan,  4««ftt  Fwatkr. 

Par,  TfoBd  ibf  Biolkr  df  Tune,  ebetaal  autt 
If  thou  wuaUtf  read  tlw  book  df  Gue^ 

Tbn  DamwJ  fiir  M  nooMflt  [Miiacil, 
TbRn  (o  ihc  tuisvl  «|>Bkc:  ■•  AU-fT«f*a<>3  II—  i  <^  1 
BfiiiignoBt  ui  wiUilioUing,  hiUt  daaial 
'I'o  nun  UuU  koowM^     I,  in  fiuih  a 
Kiiiiwin^  nv  hnmljr  Kuber  for  (be  bosl 
Oidaliit^ili  :U1  things  ia  toM  fiutk  rvoMin 
CjuleDled." 

"  Wdl  iukI  hueIv'  luwt  tboa  saMt," 

0  TboMlMv  Kplint :  "aihI  aaw,  O  Umi)  ! 

1  iberv  atniil  ilib  iKuimllest  uairMsu 

''One  wbiicn  tUy  ioni  n-nulil  visit?     Is  tlicro  pliwe 
Tfl  rannirrv  «War,  i>r  vmoninl  out  b^  tinpc, 
Whm^  liiou  woiiUst  nuir  bu  pnwont?     Form  ibe 
wit>b, 
d  I  MB  ffitb  lbe«  Iherc." 

Hii  ebbing  sfHMch 
Tot  wuiiiioti  ou  her  eiir.  luiil  lul  tlit-^  xUmmj,  k 

Swin  lu  thfl  suildf-u  ilioitgbi  tliat  guitkil  tliem, 
Wiiltiu  th»  UuIh  iiHlii<;<!  lluU  »lic  lovi^. 
?  lie  alpeps  1  Uio  ginHi  inuii  *]vr|i«  1 "  nnrtipl  tht  criedi 
I,  htuultng  oVt  h'^r  iintrlc'*  lowly  bed, 
T  aj<9  retraood  liii  fL-niui-cf.    "  Suo  rh)>  LeiiJ* 
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Wli'icti  nOTLT  inoni  nor  niglil  he  TmIh  Io  lull, 
It<;raemberiiig  mu,  his  child,  in  evtirj'  piii^et  I 
Oh  I  pcnci-fiil  be  thy  sleep,  thou  ilenr  old  roan ! 
Good  uiigcU  giiurd  tliy  rpst!  tind,  whtii  thine  b 
UcoiiiB,  «a  gaitlu  rnnyst  llioii  wake  lo  life 
As  when  ihroiigh  yondrr  Inilicc  tlie  next  i 
Shall  hid  thee  to  thy  morning  orinona  1 " 

"  Thy  voice  is  heard,"  the  angi>l-guida  rpjuioi 
"  He  neoa  iheo  !n  hig  dreams,  he  hear^  ihcv  bre 
Blessings  ;  a»d  happy  is  the  good  man's  rest. 
Thy  fami>  bus  reached  him,  fur  who  hath  not  h 
Thy  wondrous  ex|iloils?  and  his  aged  lieart 
Hath  felt  the  deepest  joy  tluit  ever  yet 
Made   his   gliul  blood  Hon   fusL      Sleep  oo,  i 

Claudo  I 
Peaceful,  pure  spirit!  be  thy  aojoiim  here, 
And  short  and  eoon  thy  piuj-^Age  to  that  wartd 
Where  friends  shall  part  no  moru  ! 

"  Does  thy  soul  0 
Ho  other  wish?  or  sleeps  poor  Madclon 
Forgoiieii  iu  her  grave?    Seest  thou  yon  star," 
The  spirit  punued,  regardless  that  hereye 
Ri^pruuched  him,  —  "  aet'st  ihou  that  evening  st 
Whose  lovely  light  so  often  we  Iwheld 
From  yonder  woodbine  porch?  llowlmve  w 
Inio  the  dai-k,  di.-<.-i>  sky,  till  the  hniHcd  fOul, 
Lost  in  the  inlinile,  returned,  and  felt 
The  burden  of  hiT  Uidily  Innd,  nnd  yeiirned 
For  freedom!     Miiid,  in  yonder  evening  star 
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I*ainful  and  short  as  mine?     But  blessed  tliey 
Wlif)  from  the  crimes  and  miseries  of  the  world 
Early  escape  ! " 

"  Nay,"  Theodore  replied, 
'*  She  hath  not  yet  fulfilled  her  mortal  work. 
Permitted  visitant  from  earth,  she  comes 
To  see  the  seat  of  rest ;  and  oftentimes 
In  sorrow  shall  her  soul  remember  tliis, 
And,  patient  of  its  transitory  woe, 
Partake  again  the  anticipated  joy." 

"  Soon  be  tliat  work  performed  I "  the  Maid  ex- 
claimed, 
"  O  Madelon  !  O  Theodore  !     My  soul, 
Spurning  the  cold  communion  of  the  world, 
Will  dwell  with  you.     But  I  shall  patiently. 
Yea,  even  with  joy,  endure  the  allotted  ills 
or  wliirh  the  nn'mory  in  this  better  state 
Shall  iKMgliten  bliss.     That  hour  of  agony, 
WIkmi,  Madelon,  I  frit  thy  dying  grasp. 
And  from  thy  forelwad  wi})ed  the  dews  of  death,— 
Tlio  very  anguish  of  that  hour  becomes 
A  iov  for  memory  now." 

"  O  earliest  friend  I 
I  too  remember,"  Madelon  replied, 
'*  That  hour,  thy  looks  of  watchful  agony, 
•  The  suppressed  grief  that  struggh'd  in  thine  eye 
Endearing  love's  last  kindness.     Thou  didst  know 
With  what  a  deep  and  earnest  hope  inten>e 
I  felt  the  hour  draw  on ;  but  who  can  sjK-ak 


The  prophet  fur  liis  promiBuU  [iitriuliac, 

Shnpt-it  from  the  pi-csent  bibs  iu  utmost  jojs. 

A  goodly  scciKN  fair  m  that  fiiiry-Iami 

Where  Arlhiir  lives,  by  minislcring  $|)iriU  born* 

From  Cameloi'a  bloody  banks;  or  as  ibo  gn»'«a  j 

Of  earliest  Eden,  where,  so  legend*  say. 

Enoch  abides;  and  h«  who,  rnpi  away 

Ity  fiery  eieeds  und  charioted  in  Ore, 

PasMcd  in  hU  mortal  form  the  eleraal  wayd : 

And  Jolui,  beloved  uf  Cliri^l,  ei^ujing  there 

The  beatiiic  rltion,  sometimes  seen, 

The  distant  tlnwning  uf  etenml  day, 

Till  all  things  be  fulfilled. 

"  Survey  Ihia  atxat. 
So  Theodore  adilrc's^ed  the  Mtud  of  Arc; 
"There  in  iio  evil  here,  no  wrclclicdncM : 
It  Id  the  heaven  of  those  who  nursed  on  earth 
Thtir  nature's  gentlest  feelings.     Yol  not  here 
Centring  their  joys,  but  with  a  ])aiiGnt  hope 
Waiting  the  allotted  hour,  when,  capable 
Of  loftier  callings,  to  a  better  stale 
Tliey  pass ;  and  hither  from  Uiut  betler  state 
Frequent  they  uome,  preserving  m  those  ties 
Whicli  tlu-uugh  tlie  inliuito  progress!  ven  ess 
Complete  our  jierfccl  bliss, 

"  Even  such,  so  bleit)iV 
Save  that  tlie  memory  of  no  sorrows  past 
Heigiilened  the  present  joy,  our  world  wiu  qm 
l»  lh«  Hrat  era  of  its  innocencp, 
Ei-e  miko  hiul  leitmt  to  bow  the  knee  (o  man. 
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Was  there  a  Toiit}i  whom  warm  afirciion  filled. 
He  spake  his  honest  heart :  the  earliest  fi-uits 
'His  toil  produeied,  the  sweetest  lowers  thru  der^ed 
The  sunnr  bank,  he  iraihered  for  the  msdd. 
'Sot  she  disdained  the  gift ;  for  Vice  not  ret 
Had  burst  the  dun;;eoDs  of  her  belL  and  reared 
Those  artificial  boundaries  that  divide 
Man  fitKn  his  species.     State  of  bles>ednoss ! 
Till  that  ill-omened  hour  when  Cain's  true  son 
Delved  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth  for  gold. 
Accursed  bane  of  virtue, — of  such  force 
As  poets  ff  ign  dwelt  in  the  Gorgon's  locks. 
Which  whoso  svaw,  ftrll  instant  the  life-bKxxl 
Cold  curdle  in  bis  veins,  the  creeping  flt'>h 
Grew  stiff  with  horror,  and  the  heart  forgiH 
To  beat.     Accursed  hour !  for  man  no  more 
To  Justice  paid  his  homage,  but  forsook 
Her  altars,  and  bowed  down  before  the  shrine 
Of  Wealth  and  Power,  the  idols  he  had  made. 
Tlien  Hell  enlarge<l  hei-self,  her  gates  liew  wide. 
Her  legion  fiends  rushed  foith.     Oupi-ession  came; 
Wliose  frown  is  desolation,  and  who<e  breath 
Blasts  like  the  pestilence;  and  Poverty, 
A  meagre  monster,  who  with  withering  touch 
Makes  barren  all  the  better  part  of  man, 
Mother  of  miseries.     Then  the  gotMlly  earth, 
Which  God  had  framed  for  happiness,  became 
One  theatre  of  woe ;  juul  all  that  (iod 
Had  given  to  bless  free  men,  these  tyrant  fiends 
His  bitterest  curses  made.     Yet  for  the  best 


860  sorTiiKT'a  pcikhs, 

iUi-c  nil  tiling  hcua  nppintiti-J  hy  llicr  All-u 
i'lir  by  <^|)(;ricii<!<;  tnuglit  shnll  tniin  lU  li-tigth 
J>a4i  ilown  bi^  Moloch -idols,  .Snni«on-likp, 
And  buret  liia  fctlcrs.     Tlinii  in  the  nbjs* 
Oppression  sbnll  be  chiiinedj  luiil  PovErtjr 
Die,  and,  with  her,  her  brood  or  mi»;ries; 
And  Virtnc"  and  Equnliijr  prcecnc 
The  reiga  of  Love;  smd  r-ni-tU  chHil  oticc  again  -I 
Be  paradise,  where  Wisdom  sluill  »«curo 
TliQ  state  of  blisi  which  Ignomnco  betrayed." 


"  Oil  age  of  hiipi)ine*9  I "  the  Itf  ud  e 
•■  Roll  fast  Iliy  curreal.  Time,  tQl  that  West  Sj 
Arrive !    And  linjipy  tbwi,  my  Theodore, 
Permitted  thus  to  see  the  awre<l  Jepfhw 
Of  wisdom  1 " 

"  Such,"  the  liledsed  spirit  rvpitej 
"  Itclorcd!  such  our  lot;  allowed  In  nuige 
The  vast  inHnily,  progrcaiiivc  slill 
In  knowledge  and  incrt-iuing  bk^saedncss, 
Tliis  <njr  united  portion.     Thou  lin*t  yet 
A  little  while  to  Hjjoum  »rawng*l  (ncn: 
I  will  lie  with  Ihcc ;  ihnre  »tiall  not  a  breese 
^^^nn(on  arounil  ihy  teinple«,  on  whose  wing 
I  will  not  hov<-r  nenr ;  nnd  at  lluK  hoar 
W'lii-n,  from  it*  fleility  sepulchre  lei  looae, 
lliy  ph(enix-»oiiI  shall  soar,  O  beM-bduved! 
I  will  \x!  wilh  thee  in  thine  aguniea, 
And  welcoiDe  thee  to  life  and  liappiuiMa, 
Gternil,  infinite  l)«;kliltidu  ! ' 


SGI 

He  spake,  antl  leil  her  near  a  straw-roofed  cot 
F  lore's  palftcc.     By  the  Virtues  circled  there, 
(.The  Immoi-tnl  liatened  lo  such  melodies 
[  As  aye,  nhen  one  good  deed  is  registered 
I  Above,  re-echo  in  the  halls  of  lienven. 
f  IiRlwr  WH§  there,  liis  crinp  locks  floating  loose ; 
Clear  was  his  che<?)(,  and  beaming  liis  full  eye. 
And  Hlroiig  his  arm    robust.     The  wooiUnympb 

Health 
Still  follow^  on  his  pnlh;  and,  where  be  irod, 
Fresh  flowers  and  fniits  arose.  And  there  was  Hope, 
Tlic general  friend;  and  Pity,  whose  mild  eye 
Wcpl  o*er  the  wiilowed  dove ;  and,  loveliest  form. 
Majestic  Chnslity,  whose  i^ober  smile 
Delights  and  awes  the  soul :  a  laurel  wrcalh 
Kestrained  her  tresses,  and  upon  her  breast 
Tlie  snowdrop  hung  il*  hcnd,'  that  seemed  to  grow 
Spontaneous,  cold  and  fnir.     Beside  the  maid 
Love  went  snbmiss,  witli  eye  more  dangerous 
Ttian  fancieil  basilisk  to  wound  whoe'er 
Too  bold  approached ;  yet  aiixious  would  he  read 
Her  every  rising  wish,  then  only  pleased 
When  pleading.   Hymning  hira,  the  song  was  raided 


"  Glory  to  Ihee,  who'ic  vivifying  power 
Pervades  all  Nulure's  universal  frame ! 
Glory  to  Ihee,  Creator  Love !  to  tliee, 
Parent  of  all  the  smiling  Charities, 
That  strew  Uio  thorny  pnlh  of  life  with  flowers  I 
Glory  to  thee,  Preserver!     To  thy  praise 


3fj2  soltiiky's  I'oKiis. 

TLt;  au-akeneil  wntHibn^ls  who  nil  the  day 

Their  living  meimly  ;  tuiii,  warbling  Torih 

To  thee  her  iwiliglil  song,  the  niglitingikle 

IloiiU  the  lone  Irttvcllci'  I'rotn  liia  way,  or  c1iiutD»| 

Tlie  listening  poet's  cur.    \Vliere  Lovo  slmll  d^igi 

To  fix  his  seat,  thera  blomelefa  L'leaaure  shed^ 

Her  roseate  dews ;  Content  will  sojourn  there ; 

And  Happiness  behold  Affection's  eye 

Gleam  with  ilic  motliiM-'s  smile.     Thrice  hnppy  f 

Who  feels  thy  holy  power!  he  shall  not  drag. 

Forlorn  and  fHcndlcss,  nloiig  lifn'a  long  jMtth 

To  ugii'fl  drear  abode ;  he  shail  not  waste 

The  bitter  evening  of  liis  days  unsoothed  j 

But  Hope  shall  cheer  his  hours  of  golitgde. 

And  V^ice  shall  vainly  strive  lo  wound  hiji  breaa^  J 

That  beard  that  talisman  i  aiid  when  he  tiieets 

The  eloquent  eye  of  Tenderness,  and  hcan 

The  boBom-thrilling  music  of  her  voice, 

Tho  joy  he  feels  shall  jturify  his  soul, 

And  imp  it  for  aulieipaled  henven." 
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Nil  icK  iet««*  «ai« ;  t&xK  rvcta  §eitc.Uii 

Com  oil  tcixT  fs.(£as.     Noe:  L.3  tcec;*:  rv  j«L.a9U 

HoniADOi  i>m&  JigrArer  cnsra  inLrr, 

Cob  proprii*  poafuat  p«7  »  dumrsitra»  utL 

N«  forte  luimaal  r&xjo  iiviaa  coir«:.**  5*^. 


XoTE  2,  p.  315.  —  .4nc/  all  £A«V.j  akk  :A»:  »i.KM. 

I  hare  met  with  a  >:;.gular  :ale  to  iliui'trate  tL.:*  >p:nluiJ 
Ibeorv  of  dreaio* :  — 

Gautnun,  King  of  the  Kraiiks  was  Utieral  to  tl'ie  poor:  and 
be  himself  ezpeheoced  the  wondenul  etreota  of  v:ivi:;c  libt^> 
mlitjr.  For  oiie  day,  a.s  he  was  hu:itir;g  in  a  k  iv>t,  he  w:u< 
separated  from  his  compa:::un5,  and  arrived  at  a  l.::Ie  <trva:ii 
of  water,  with  only  one  comrade  of  tried  and  aj'jMx-vc.l  liiiolity. 
Here  he  found  hiinself  oppressed  by  drv)wsiKe^>,  a:^i,  ivo!ining 
his  head  ujwm  the  &erva:it'»  lap,  wc:it  to  ^levp.  The  >orv:i:ii 
witneisAed  a  wunderlul  thin^r;  f.>r  ho  s^aw  a  li:ile  l»c.ist  creep 
out  of  the  moutli  of  hi*  slecp;ii^  m:ister»  aiul  p»  iinnu'diatcly 
to  the  streamlet,  which  it  %-:iinly  nltempled  to  ci>^>>.  1  he  5er- 
waiit  drew  his  sword,  and  laid  it  across  the  \\:itcr,  over  whuu 
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the  little  beast  ea.«i1y  passed,  nnd  crept  into  a  hole  of  a  mouo- 
tain  on  the  opposite  side;  from  whence  it  made  its  appearance 
again  in  an  hour,  and  returned  by  the  same  means  into  the 
king*s  mouth.  The  king  then  awakened,  and  told  his  compa- 
nion  that  he  had  dreamt  that  lie  wiu*  arrived  upon  the  bank  of 
nn  immense  river,  which  ho  had  crossed  by  a  bri<lge  of  iron, 
and  from  thence  came  to  a  mountain  in  which  a  g^eat  quantity 
of  gold  was  concealed.  When  the  king  had  concluded,  the 
serv.ant  related  what  he  had  beheld:  au<l  thev  both  went  to 
examine  the  mountain,  where,  upon  digging,  they  discovered 
on  immense  weight  of  gold. 

I  stumbled  upon  this  tiile  in  a  book  entitled,  **  Sphinx, 
Thcologicol'hilosophica.  Authore  Johaime  Ucidfeldio,  £o- 
clesiaste  Ebersbachiano.    1621.*' 

The  same  storv  is  in  Matthew  of  Westminster.  It  is  added 
that  Guntnim  applied  the  treasures  thus  found  to  pious  uses. 

For  the  truth  of  the  theory,  there  is  the  evidence  of  a 
monkish  miracle.  When  Thurcillus  was  about  to  follow  St. 
Julian,  and  visit  the  worM  df  souN,  his  guide  said  to  him,  "  Let 
thy  bo<ly  rest  in  the  bed;  for  tliy  spirit  only  is  al)Out  to  depart 
with  me;  and,  le>t  tlio  body  should  appear  dead,  1  will  send 
into  it  a  vital  l)reatli." 

The  body,  however,  by  a  stningo  sympathy,  wjls  iiflTected 
like  the  spirit;  fi>r,  when  the  foul  antl  letid  smoke  which  arose 
from  the  tithes  witlilu;id  on  earth  h.id  nearlv  snfr«)cateil  Thur- 
cillu>,  and  maile  him  c<»nj!;li  twice,  tho>e  who  were  near  his 
bodv  said  that  it  c«>iii;heil  twice  ab«.»ut  the  same  time. —  Mai- 
thetc  Paris. 


Note  3,  p.  1337.  —  Or  dceptr  tubh  ffytd. 

These  line-  str<>np:lv  resemble  a  pa*sai;e  in  the  "  Pharonni- 
da"  of  William  Clianiborlayiie,  a  p<iet  whf)  has  told  an  inte- 
restiiifj  >t«)ry  in  uncouth  rliynies,  antl  min^le.l  sublimit v  of 
thouiiht  an'l  beauty  «/f  exju'e-sion  with  the  quaintest  Ct)nceitjt 
ar.'l  most  awkward  invt.'r^ion>:  — 

"  Oil  n  nvk  mon*  hi;{h 
Tlinn  Nntun^'.H  coiniiion  »iirf.ir(',  t>\ic  beholdri 
Tli'?  uiau!<iun-hoa<^>  of  Fate,  \«hich  ihu.'*  unfolds 
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jilaead.  boUi 

it»  farm,  kms 
for  iu  iL-  wmider  itt. 
left    A  tow  tbert 
Timr  » 
ioiparCiiL:  Puts.,  dwtd..     I' tut  &st  At  ■■■ 
ttaf  kindeM  of  tfat  iMifiiuei. 
■nmctecml  caaeufcr  u-  cuL 
■0tKl»  of  lift,  aud  uf  UMSDu  fruxut-  tiM  wml 
larhfirtt  tt>  Bjub.     A.Uiin  ber  flic 
Srxladr  of  Hmk.  Uial  y  ir.  vrnut  flttiii  u  Be 

rd  vitb  ttifiir  f  oxii-Uuitf  ii..  wmMt  scmi^ 
power  bj  vhicL  awxi  n}it-  fur  mima^  grvmt. 


**  Sb'  nest  of  ol^orte  ww  thaa  pidri'iaf  tower 
Wbenr  thftX  livifc-fiiifnrvil  r-^-nii>L  luii:  -jmrtr''  no 
From  nortaJf*  uprrk*.  dn^w*  ::»  xk'-i'iu*  tLrewif 
Of  life  in  M^venL  itfu^ur :  tc  w«akri  tH^Of 
Of  m^  ffxuniluip  i<rai*,  wLlitfi  otutr^  .l 
Tbflir  infimrr  an  brukt :  htnmt  ttu»ci^  m  f-a 
Otkerr,  tut  furoriiti  vf  H'am,  /-:'*  r/.'»i'f 

Svmt  jmrftttc  i&  ufliClu-tu .  j'tfa'^j  cr-'t 

Fjraxi  iti  bd'^ru  tilt  etrs,':..  »:»_r:  iiiurr  v.-;^ 

Raeo  of  (W'm.in  :  *--l.:  nif-:'  '.'f  '.•:*-♦- 

3C&  thread  waf  iirj'.»l:j»  fret- lr.»ni      N«  it  :•  :;J» 

Fur.  pijri'.»ur  u  »»r  wiw  j  .fe-  lUkt  :  .j*'t  at-ji** 

'■»f  dreadful  AT-  .;»  -.  Vjt  :'v''-'.  ^*: 

or  I>«ath  aud  llarrmr   jl  tsa--  r»'ai  rt;.H-;.t 

Wltti  uuy  ouiLfA.  j'lu:.  frcuiL^.  l.:i.1  :.  -t  -^x  -irat 

'^f  jjai*-.  cT:ni  ^'i*-'.-    f    •^•-  :•  rr  ..r-    f  •%>  -.?_t 

To  tLi*.  t'jt-  ik«t  Mac*  t*^*  til   v;:»_j-_r  : »'-  * 

'.»f  111*-  viLL  ieuJ  mf-rta'  t>  Lit 

F«ar  «a»  tij-  -•**  if_.  ji  -:• '.  w  n  •       :  :i. 

AD  fue-^w  Kt-t  lL.iL' r  I  ;   j— rrj  C"   •;:.  ' 


tftril'UV-  i:  to  Ci-.irLii'r.-.:.;.-!*,  a  rr-e:  i.-aL.:;.  I  '.:u  .:.:*'. Ar^ 
lor  n»a:iv  houn  of  dei-gLt- 


:ic.^ 


soornsrs  roK« 


I?  tieul  iMlly  puiod,  iind  cr<i{it  1»U  >  ho 
(tie  nppiwila  uilc  \  frnin  wlivim  It  miula 

r,  ■nil  ralnrnad  by  tlia  nmt  lawiivt  InM  tl 
kioCi  iDoUIIi.  Th«  king  than  nwnkencd.  una  to 
Dion  Ibnl  he  biul  ilmainl  Uut  ba  wm  •rrind  upon  ttia  btnk  d 
r,  whicli  ha  luu!  r.rwaU  liy  n  brl'lp  of  It 
Bunw  lo  B  niHiiiTtdn  )n  which  o  jmt  qoant! 
«r  gold  wu  eaofooteit.  When  tlin  kinx  hod  conoltkdad,  tl 
MiTitiil  rcUtoil  wbsl  ba  hail  IxbuU;  uiil  tht;  both  n 
numiitajii,  whim,  apoii  iIlESlug,  thay  ilboi 
ralghl  if  fpild. 
1  rtUmUnl  i)|Hin  OUi  tall  In  ■  hook  cntltkO,  "Si 
'rhDala|ticA-l'bllini>plilc!i.  AutJian  Johaims  DBhlfaUlo,  I 
ttlmiiutfl  EiiinbaL-lilUMi.     ISll." 

Tho  ttiino  tiory  i>  In  U»lUi«v  <if  Waibnintlar.    [I  ti  ai 
tn  appllgJ  th«  traworea  tlim  funnil  la  ploui  n 
Fat  tlie  truth  ot  tlio  Uicory,  then  1«  tho  ovblaiio*  of  H 
niimkl^h  miranftL    Wlifln  T1iuit;11lu«  wm  about  U 
Jahati,  and  vtett  the  world  of  louli,  hit  gold*  Hid  to 
thj  boAy  ren  in  the  bed;  (or  0\y  iiilrlt  odIt  h  «boul  to  dapi 
with  mil;  will,  1««t  tliii  luiJj-  (hntibl  wpfnt  daiul,  I  rt" 
Into  ll  ■  vIibI  broalli." 

Th*  \iaif.  hatraVBT,  by  a  itrmngs  aTrnpsUi;,  wiw  i 
Ilka  tha  iplrll;  for,  when  the  foul  nnil  fetlil  imokawbli 
tttm  tha  ili]i*>  whi'lwi'l  on  aiinlt  Iid<I  nnrty  tnffmuiHl  Thvi 

onni^i  fwipii,  tbn»e  whii  wsn 
bodf  ibIiI  thnt  It  cougliod  twice  about  Iha  lame  tin 

Ktrraifp.  m.—Or  dupmailt  ifgtA 

ThcM  tlnei  itrangly  rewmhle  a  poweK*  lu  tba  " 

da"  of  Wllllaiu  Chmubiubyna, ■  |M«t  wli»  hu  ti>1 

raalhiK  nlnry  in  nnKmlll  riirniaa,  ami  nihi^vl  lUbUDtUf  ■ 

IhouBht  •»•'{  lianiily  o{  eipr»ulon  with  UiO  qualnUrt  oKiCi 
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nWr  wAfiti.  lauliil  HI 


111  (nrHlt,  Mil  llW  Bid  •WUl 


tala  it  to  Clinmlisrl 


soLxaRra  toemb. 


NOTES   TO   THE   VISION.  367 

9ente  the  place.  With  this  view,  he  ngoin  and  again  entreated 
the  tyrants  to  sorrender,  and  save  their  lives.  With  the  sarao 
Tiew  also,  after  carrying  the  second  wall,  the  siege  was  inter- 
mitted four  days:  to  rouse  their  fears,  prisoners^  to  the  numbtr 
of  fiet  kuMdred  or  more,  roere  crucified  daily  before  the  walU^  liR 
ipftre,  Josephus  says,  was  wanting  for  the  croues,  and  crosses 
/</*  the  captives,**  —  Churton*s  Bampton  Lectures. 

If  any  of  my  readers  should  inquire  why  Titus  Vespasian, 
the  delight  of  mankind,  is  placed  in  such  a  situation,  I  answer, 
for  this  instance  of  ^his  generous  clemency^  that  inseparable 
mUemhnt  on  true  heroism**  I 


NoTB  7,  p.  857.  ~-  Inhaled  the  cool  deHghL 

"In  the  cabinet  of  the  Alhambra,  where  the  queen  used  to 
dress,  and  say  her  prayers,  and  which  is  still  an  enchanting 
sight,  there  is  a  slab  of  marble  full  of  small  holes,  through 
which  perfumes  exhaled  that  were  kept  constantly  burning 
beneath.  The  doors  and  windows  are  disposed  so  as  to  afford 
the  most  agreeable  prospects,  and  to  throw  a  soft  yet  lively 
light  upon  the  eyes.  Fresh  currents  of  nir,  too,  are  admitted, 
io  as  to  renew  every  instant  the  delicious  coolness  of  this 
apartment.**  —  Sketch  of  the  History  of  the  Spanish  3foors,  pre- 
fixed  to  Fhrian's  Gonsaho  of  Cordova. 


NoTK  8,  p.  361.  —  The  snowdrop  hung  its  head, 

"The  grave  matron  does  not  perceive  how  time  has  impaii-ed 
her  charms,  but  decks  her  faded  bosom  with  the  same  snow. 
drop  that  seems  to  grow  on  the  breast  of  the  virgin."  —  /'.  H. 
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What  I  WAt,  Is  pnAMd  by.  —  Winua. 


VOL  II. 


H 


PUKFACE. 


The  earliest  pieces  in  these  ** Juvenile  nnd  Minor  Poems** 
were  written  before  the  writer  hnd  left  scliool.  Between  the 
date  of  the^  and  of  the  hitest,  there  is  nn  interval  of  six  nnd 
forty  years:  as  mucli  difference,  therefore,  mny  be  perceived 
in  them  as  in  the  different  stages  of  life  from  boyhood  to  old 
age. 

Soma.of  the  earliest  appeared  in  a  little  vo!nm(>,  published 
at  Bath  in  the  autumn  of  1794,  with  this  titlo:  "  Poems,  con- 
taining the  Retrospect,  &c.,  by  Robert  Lovi'll  and  Robert 
Southey,  1796;"  and  with  this  motto:  — 

'^Minuentur  atrse 
Carmine  cun     '  —  Horace. 

At  the  end  of  that  volume,  ".Joan  of  Arc"  was  annoutK-o.l  aa 
to  be  publi.Hhcd  by  subscription. 

Others  were  published  at  Bristol,  1797,  in  a  single  volume, 
with  this  motto  from  Akenside:  — 

^'Goddcwof  tlie  lyre! 

With  thee  comn 
Miotic  Truth ;  and,  where  Truth  deigns  to  coini*, 
IIU  dster  Liberty  will  uot  be  Ikr." 


4  SOUTIIET  9   rOKMS. 

A  tocoEid  volnine   followed  at   Bristol   in  1T99, 
uciiiid  edillou  oT  "Joiia  of  Are,"  lad  coiBmenGia 
"  Vitlon  or  the  Maid  of  Oriviiiu."     'Hie  motro  to  tliii  « 
(Kim  (he  Epllogoe  W  Sp«Dj«'i"Shepliet<ia'  Calondnrj"- 

Iii  Mie  Ihini  BdlDnn  or"Jona  af  An,"  the  "Vliiuii" 
priiilcd,  loprirttloly,  nt  the  etxtj  and  it»  plnce  wtu  *upi>U?<I,a 
the  Mooiid  odlliOQ  of  th«  "  Poami,"  by  mlioellaneoas  picM 

A  Hpunia  toliune,  entitled  "  Metrical  Tolei  ruid  <  ' 
Poem*,"  wu  puhll»lii<<l,  in  IMS,  with  till*  lUlrnrtSMitnMI 
"Tliete  poemi  were  publiibad  lotne  ytan  »ga  in  the  *  AiiaH 
AuHiolugT.'  [UH»toI,  tT«t,  1600.)  Th«7  have  now  bewi  |4 
vlMd  Bnd  printed  in  thl>  cnllecled  funu,  becRuiv 
pleiued  thou  renden  whom  the  enthor  vna  mmt  deilraut  ri 
ploiuiiie.  Let  tliembeoontiderBdu  the  deiultory  prodnc 
of  a  mnn  teilnlaaBly  emplnj'eil  upOD  betlvr  tlilngn." 

These  vnrions  pieces  were  rc-ommged  In  Ihreo  volii 
under  the  itile  of  "  Minor  Foemt,*'  In  I81G,  with  thli  moM 


■nd  tliejr  were  publiihed  n  tecond  time  in  llie  m 

isas. 

The  *■  iliilledi  and  Uetrice]   Titles "  cmilAinnd   In    I 
viiliimea  belong  to  a  dlflbrent  put  uf  thi»  outledkin  i 
other  oonteiili  are  comptlieil  hera;  uid  the  present  tqIuM 
oii'lM*,  nitli  verj-  few  exception!,  of  places  wrlttoi 
or  eiirlj*  mnnhowl.    One  of  these,  nrillen  in  mjr  twenllal 
yvnt,  not  Imving  been  published  nt  the  time,  would  never  lunf 
been  mitile  public  bj  my  own  net  bihI  ileeil ;  but,  a 
Tyier"  obtiiJneJ  ennilderakle  nolorielf  upon  its  siuropUtioa 
pnblioiition,  it  veemed  proper  that  a  ptoductloo,  wbiob  wilt  ti 
epeeiitlly  nollced  whenever  the  atitliar  tbali  be  delivered  a 
to  ihe  binara]ihen,  should  lie  luclorled  here.    Tliejr  who  H 
dsiire  (o  know  mure  thnn  ie  stnted  In  tlic  adrcrUsetuent  u 
prelUed  to  ll,  are  reftiTed  to  a  letter  idilrcued  to  Will 
Smith,  Ktq.,  M.P»  IBIT,  reprinte.1  in  tlie  tecuiid  i 
my  "  t^najt  Moral  and  roliEioel,"  1U3. 


le  nf  Ui 


JtlVRKILE    fOGUS. 
t  or  [he  ool1«atiaa 


t,  nnil  many  wliiab  war*  h 


IT  Utn 


mi^iukr  vrnra  compoMd  in  midJI 
ml  ciiuprlw  [widi  aac  exce|itiaii,  that  will  n 

iK«'[  el'iiwliare)  utl  tli«  o-liu,  wliieli,  us  poet- 

irriuan  npnn  nnliunitl  ocmitiuiu.    Of  ihauf, 

LViDpn  Tfiiimr'tinlo  "  nnd  Uio  "  Cnnninn  Anllcn  "  were 

lA  In  ijuiirtn  In  I8U,  and  tepriiiled  logBtbor 

n  mi. 

^  'flia''Juv«ille  iiiul  Miiutf  Ponms"  in  llji«  ooltaotioB  livar 

Alitamlil*  (Hnporllnn  to  Ihou  of  (Dbstantirv  lou)^: 

all  pan  oiily  iif  my  ymilliful  uffunioni  vtctt  spiiruJ 

■e  Bnta^lB-M  In  wlijoh,  from  tiina  to  tiini',  pilw  upaa 

_    a  kan  been  coDsumnl.    In  tniiklla  lira,  worlu  of  groaUr 

F'BtWnl,  or  of  >  illlTfarvQt  kinil,  left  roe  lltlla  klsure  hr  ooc*- 

RrtnnlpMtTT':  thaimpulnaceii3*i);  uiil.lntlariyithe  liia1iii«tln:i 

n  fait,  tliat  it  raqntmil  an  alTart  to  cnii  it  Ibrth. 

Ha  Williun  Uavaiiuil,  In  tli«  Prihea  to  "  Gqiu1>Ih)i1,"  "  Coik 

MT  to  nnauM  am]  cnndamn  nU  Uniae  luuily  Uigaxtliin>  iif 

_  it  wbich  wera  pobliahail  in  hli  yontht  a  aoninneei  diid 

B.Im,  not  |iRiuoDnc*il  out  of  melancholy  rigor,  but  from  a  oliovr- 

l)a  jnul  aalhority  of  aipertniita.     Fm- thai 

ma  of  the  trurlJ,  Enptrienca  (in  wIiwa  pnifltnhln 

ic  before  the  Soml  atnyed  km;,  bm  w«,  like  u'Riiton 

una  tlilcliar  lata,  ytl  tm  aoau  nra  cn11o<l  out  nl'  it 

d  borne  by  death),  hath  taught  ma  that  ibe  biikwd- 

pof  uiiripe  age  becoina  abortiva  and  ilaformaili  nnJ  thai 

K  high  tirMumpcion  lo  Bnlsllain  a  Mlioa  (  *Im  an  ii  posL'i 

and  roqulra  monarchical  tO!>|<ect]  with  lui^l; 

a  pwl  Diif^  iiiiltata  the  futnillnr  drnpiitrh  of 

It  111*  Fi'giuiii,  oiibood  bit  Mum,  oud,  nlUi  a 

ir  filghtii,  b<M)t  h«  hath  pn>Tl>l<»l  n  feail  fur  ■  JJrlnca.     !iucU 

■Hng  Dpini  Pogaaua  1  tuve  Inof  alnca  breburM."     Yel  'liia 

■luMtl*  thnn^lAil  poet  waa  lo  far  fVom  Making  lo  inpiTeai 

■  emla  coinpaaitiona  wliloh  bt  thua  condcinsed,  ilkU  he 

ai  •Xlimted  a  grant  dciira  to  aatr  oil  hi*  plecft  callfMoil  la 

M  *allun«l  anil,  conrurmalily  tn  hii  with,  thny  ircro  hi  vi>1- 

S,  aAer  hU  dsceau,  by  his  widow,  iiiii)  liin  friend  lli^n  mg- 


fi  aotiTHfcV  »  i'otua. 

Agrofling  with  [>»v«iiiuit  la  omileuiiiiag  Ilia  grcnter  |>art 
itkj  Jiirciillt  piea«t,  it  U  only  m  oriKlitiw  llmt  I  ca 
Uiem;  Ibr  )n  nil  Diiii  1  lnr«  wrllton,  trlMthar  lo  prase  « 
t1i»i9  hw  oarer  iHon  u  line  wUlcb,  Tor  any  compuiiclJou*  M 
■oil,  living  or  ityiiig,  I  ciiulJ  wliili  lo  blot. 

UnTcnnal  hml  not  clinn^il  Ilia  i>|ilii>oa  of  lii)  o' 
pmlueCIoiu  w  u  to  overlook  in  bii  age  ibo  derecu  whiabli 
lUil  cncB  daurly  jierucivtd:  but  be  knew  tlinl  piooes,  w1iiotl|| 
noiiU  InJMil  liiivo  liauti  gironuinptiious  to  repruluo 
Horo  of  thoir  merit,  migbt  yal  In  iltMined  worthy  of  prewnr 
tlon  OD  other  erouadii  tituX.  to  hli  funlly  and  Muiila 
thuae  vrbn  might  tnko  niiy  InloretC  111  Englitb  poetry  bereun 
they  would  puueu  p«culiur  vuluo,  in  chiir*oterl*liu  me 
of  oiiD  wlialiiid  held  no  tnooiiaidemlila  plkoa  In  tin  liten 
hii  own  tiinw.    F««liiig,  too,  thnt  li«  wu  not  likely  to  In 
Mil  by  postorily,  be  thought,  IhM,  aRor  ttu  apeciinen  w 
biwl  proJuoed  in  lit>"Ooiiilibarl,"or>i  great  uid  uluboml 
hU  tnrly  nclcmpU  would  bo  regarded  with  curloaliy  by  >i 
of  lili  auccBMon  m  tliauld,  like  hlni,  atudy  poetry  a> 
Ibr  lu  itn  nrt  li  niiMl  b«  studied  by  thote  who  would  exc«l  tii/M 
U,  ihougti  exoellenoB  iii  It  i>  not  ■ttolniibla  by  nrt  c 

Tlio  cjuut  ore  very  few  lu  wliich  any  thing  m 
iiihrra>l  rrum  juraiiile  poetry  lliuii  thiit  Iba  anplnii 
Imltnllva  MIfdi,  anil  tlie  power  or  lerai^ngi  for  which,  a*  fb 
moalc,  thoro  unit  be  b  cvrtuln  uniural  Rpiliuda. 
merely  becuuM  "tlicy  buve  btcked  iruliure,  oud  the  liKpWt 
aid  of  iKniki,"  •  thet  «i  mnny  (lOBtj,  who  Imre  been  " 
Kalure,"  have  "  wmnted   tlie  nooutiipllaUiDenl  ot  Tone,"  ■ 
brought  forth  no  fruit  oitor  their  kind.    Hon  of  the  lilgb^ 
culture,  uf  whina  poetlciil  temperament  no  doubt  ct 
bained,  luid  who  hml  "  token  to  the  height  the  n 
themieltea,"  hnre  yet  failtd  hi  their  mdenvor  to  beoomvpc 
for  want  of  that  accompli «h moat,    tt  ii  IVaque 
wlllionl  any  olbar  •jaolitlcatlOn,  or  any  catinclty  Ibf  impRn 
inenli  bat  then  the  innate  and  lncui«bla  defect  llinl 
■bortlta  ]■  at  anee  ippurent. 

The  atate  of  literetorv  Id  thli  klngdmn  during  ili 
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▼ean  has  protluced  the  same  effect  upon  poetry  that  acadetniea 
produce  upon  painting:  in  both  arts,  every  possible  assistance 
is  afforded  to  imitative  talents,  and  in  both  thoy  are  carried  as 
fiur  as  the  talent  of  imitation  can  reucli.  But  there  is  one  re- 
spect in  which  poetry  differs  widely  frum  the  sister  arts.  Its 
fiiirest  promise  frequently  proves  deceitfkil;  whereas,  both  in 
painting  and  music,  tlie  early  indications  of  genius  are  un- 
equivocaL  The  children  who  were  called  musical  prodigies 
have  become  great  musicians;  and  great  painters,  as  far  as 
their  history  is  known,  have  displayed  in  childhood  that  accu- 
racy of  eye,  and  dexterity  of  hand,  and  shaping  faculty,  which 
are  the  prime  requisites  for  their  calling.  But  it  is  often  found 
that  young  poets,  of  whom  great  expectations  were  formed, 
haYO  made  no  progress,  and  have  even  fallen  short  of  their  first 
performances.  It  may  be  said  that  this  is  because  men  apply 
themselves  to  :nusic  and  to  painting  as  their  professions,  but 
that  no  one  makes  poetry  the  business  of  his  life.  This,  how- 
ever, is  not  the  only  rciuson:  the  indications,  as  has  already 
been  observed,  are  fur  less  certain;  and  the  circumstances  of 
society  are  fju-  less  favorable  f(»r  the  moral  and  intellectual  cul- 
ture which  is  required  of  nil  the  higher  branches  of  poetry, — 
all,  indeed,  that  deserN'cs  the  name. 

My  advice,  as  to  publishing,  has  often  been  asked  by  young 
poets,  who  suppose  that  expenence  has  qualified  me  to  give  it, 
and  who  have  not  yet  leanit  how  seldom  advice  is  taken,  and 
how  little  therefore  it  is  worth.  As  a  general  rule,  it  may  be  said 
that  one,  who  is  not  deceived  in  the  estimate  which  he  has 
fonned  of  his  own  powers,  can  tieither  write  too  much  irj  his 
youth,  nor  publish  too  little.  It  cannot,  however,  be  needful  to 
caution  the  present  race  of  poetical  adventurers  ngjiiiist  hurry- 
ing with  their  pnxluctions  to  the  press,  for  there  arc  obstaclei* 
enough  in  the  way  of  publication.  Looking  back  ujmn  my  own 
career,  and  acknowledging  my  imprudence  in  this  respect,  I 
have,  nevertheless,  no  cause  to  wish  that  I  had  pursued  a  dit- 
forent  course.  In  this,  ha  in  other  circumstances  of  my  life,  I 
have  reason  to  be  thankful  to  that  merciful  Providence  which 
shaped  the  ends  that  I  had  roughly  hewn  for  myself. 

Kesitick,  Sept.  80,  1887 


TO  EDITH  SOUTHEY. 


With  way-worn  feet,  a  traveller  woe-begone, 

Life's  upward  road  I  journeyed  many  a  day. 

And,  framing  many  a  sad  yet  soothing  lay. 

Beguiled  the  solitary  hours  with  song. 

Lonely  my  heart,  and  rugged  was  the  way ; 

Yet  oflen  plucked  I,  as  I  passed  along, 

The  wild  and  simple  flowers  of  poesy ; 

And  sometimes,  unreflecting  as  a  child, 

Int wined  the  weeds  which  pleased  a  random  eye. 

Take  thou  the  wreath,  beloved  !  it  is  wild, 

And  rudely  garlanded ;  yet  scorn  not  thou 

The  humble  ofiering,  where  dark  rosemary  weaves 

Amid  gay  flowers  its  melancholy  leaves, 

And  myrtle  gathered  to  adorn  thy  bi-ow. 

Bristol,  1796. 


TO  MARlf  WOI^TONCRAFT. 

Tub  lily  cheek,  the  "purple  light  of  love," 
The  liquid  luEtre  of  the  melting  eye,  — ■ 
Mary !  of  these  the  poet  sung,  for  these 
Did  Woman  triumph :  luni  uol  thou  away 
CoDtein|ituou3  from  tlie  theme.     No  Maid  of  Are 
Had,  in  those  ages,  for  her  couulry's  uause 
Wielded  the  sword  of  freedom  ;  no  Huland 
Hud  borne  llie  jmlni  of  femitle  fortitude; 
No  Corde,  with  self-saeri Being  zeni, 
Had  glorilied  again  the  Avenger's  name, 
Aa  erst  when  Cak«ar  iH;ri,>;hed :  haply,  too, 
Some  strains  may  henee  lie  di-awti,  Ix'Kttiiig  me 
To  offer,  nor  unworiliy  tliy  rcgaril, 

Rom^ST  SouTiiKv. 
Bmstoi^  n»i. 


TOR 


TRIUMPH     OF    WOMAN. 


[The  subject  of  th!s  poem  is  taken  from  tbe  third  and  fourth 
chapters  of  the  First  Book  of  Esdras.] 
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THE  TttrUMPH  OF  WOMAN. 

Glad  ns  the  weary  Imvi-ller  tempesl-tOBfleil 

To  rencli  seuura  at  length  Ids  nalive  coast, 

WLo  wondering  bug  o'er  diKlunt  lands  hath  eped, 

I  Tbe  night-bla^t  wildly  bowling  round  lii^  bead; 

)  Known  all  the  woes  of  want,  and  fi^lt  Uii^  eloi-iu 
Ot'  the  blu&k  wiuter  pardi  bis  shivering  form  i 
The  journey  o'er,  and  every  peril  past, 
Beholds  hia  little  cotlage-hune  at  tost, 
Aod,  as  he  sees  afar  Ibc  smoke  eurl  slow, 
Vwi6  his  Ibll  eyes  wilh  tRWsport  overHow ; 
So  from   the   scene  where   Death   and   Miserj) 
reign, 

I  And  Vice  and  Folly  drench  with  blood  the  plain, 

f  Joyful  I  mm.  to  sing  how  Woman's  praise 
Availed  again  Jerusalem  to  raise, 
CUled  forth  the  sanction  of  the  despot's  nod, 
And  treed  the  nation  best  beloved  of  God. 


Darias  gires  tlie  feast ;  to  Persia's  court, 
Awed  by  his  will,  the  obedient  thron;;  resort : 
Attending  sati-aps  swell  llieir  prince's  pride, 
And  ranqiiiehed  moiiareha  grace  the  couquerot'a 

side. 
No  more  the  wnrrior  wears  the  garb  of  war, 
Qirda  on  the  sword,  or  mounts  the  scyilied  cart 
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No  more  Judea'a  Eons  dejected  go, 
And  hang  ttie  head)  mid  Leuvc  ihc  sigh  of  woe 
From  Persia's  rugged  hills  descend  the  tnun. 
From  whei-e  Orontc^  Toums  along  the  plain, 
From  where  Choas|ies  rolls  his  royal  wares, 
And  India  sends  her  sonsi  suhmissivc  elaves. 
Thy  daughter!!,  Itubylou,  for  this  high  feast 
Weave  tlie  looxe  robe,  and  painl  (he  flowery  rest; 
Willi  ruseale  wreathe  they  braid  Uie  glmsy  hur ; 
They  tinge  the  choek  which  Nature  fuiiued  no  fkitt 
Learn  the  noil  step,  ibe  £oul-»ubduing  glanra  j 
Melt  in  the  song,  and  swim  udown  the  dance. 
Einlted  oa  the  monarch's  golden  llu'one, 
In  royal  state  the  fair  Apame  shoue; 
Her  form  uf  majesty,  her  eyes  of  fire. 
Chill  wilh  respect,  or  kindle  witti  desire; 
The  admiring  multitude  her  chnrma  adore, 
And  own  her  worthy  of  the  nuik  &he  bore- 


Now  ou  his  couch  reclined  Darius  hijr. 
Tired  with  the  toilsome  pleasures  of  the  day; 
Without.  Judra's  watehflil  sons  awiut, 
To  guard  the  sleeping  idol  of  the  stale. 
Three  youths  were  these  of  Jiidah's  royal  race. 
Three  youths  whom  Nature  dowered  with  trw 

To  eApJi  the  form  of  symmetry  she  gave, 
And  haughty  genius  cursed  each  favorite  slave : 
Vhene  filled  the  cup.  around  iho  monnrdi  kept, 
Served  when  he  upake,  and  guarded  while  he  slept 
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Tet  oR,  for  Sdetn's  hallowed  towers  laid  low, 
I  Tbe  sigh  would  heave,  the  unbidden  t«ar  would 
flows 

Ajid,  when  the  dull  and  wearjing  round  of  power 
Allowed  Zorobabial  one  racaut  hour, 
He  loved  on  Uabyloii's  high  wall  to  roam, 
And  lingering  gaze  toward  hia  distant  lioine ; 
Or,  on  Euphrates'  willowj  banks  reclined, 
Hear  the  sad  harp  moan  fitful  to  tlie  wind. 

Afl  sow  the  perfumed  lamps  stream  wido  thwr 

■  Aud  social  converse  cheers  the  livelong  night, 
Tlina  spake  Zorobabel:  "Too  long  in  viun 
For  Zion  desolate  her  sons  complain  ; 
All  hopelessly  our  years  of  sorrow  flow, 

I  And  these  proud  heathen  mock  th«ir  capUvea'  woe. 

■"While  Cyrun  triumphed  here  in  victor  Blale, 

1 A  brighter  prospect  cheered  our  exiled  fate ; 

I'Our  sacred  walls  again  he  bade  us  raise, 
Lnd  to  Jehovah  rear  the  pile  of  praise. 

I'Quiekly  these  fond  hope«  faded  from  our  eyea, 
s  the  frail  sun  that  gilds  the  wintry  skies. 
And  spreads  a  moment's  nuiianre  o'er  the  plain. 
Soon  hid  by  clouds  which  dim  the  scene  again. 

"  Oppressed  by  Artaxerxes'  jealous  reign, 
We  vuuly  pleiuled  here,  and  wept  in  vain. 
How,  when  Darius,  cliici'  of  niild  command, 
Bids  joy  aud  pleasure  fill  tlie  festive  land. 
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Still  shatl  we  droop  the  heiul  in  sullen  grief, 
And,  Elcmly  silent,  shun  to  seek  relief? 
What  if,  amid  the  monart^h's  mirthful  throng. 
Oar  harpa  should  echo  to  the  cheerful  sODg  ?** 

"  Fair  b  the  occasion,"  ihns  the  out  replied : 
"Now,  then,  let  all  our  luiieful  skill  be  tried; 
AikI  while  the  courtiera  ciuafi*  the  smiling  bawl, 
And  wine's  strong  fumes  inspire  the  gladdened  1 

.oul. 
Where  all  around  ts  merriment,  be  mine 
To  strike  the  lute,  and  pr»ise  tlie  power  of  Wine." 

"And while,"  his  (Hend  rejoined, "in  stale  alone. 
Lord  of  the  oaiih,  Darius  filla  the  throne, 
Be  yours  the  mighty  power  of  Wine  to  sing : 
My  lute  shall  sound  the  praise  of  Persia's  king." 

To  them  Zorobabel :  "  On  themes  like  these, 
Seek  ye  the  monarch  of  mankind  to  please : 
To  Wine  superior,  or  to  Power's  strong  arms, 
Be  mine  to  sing  resistless  Woman's  Hiarms. 
To  him  victorious  in  the  rival  lays 
Shall  jusi  Darius  give  the  meed  of  praise ! 
A  purple  robe  his  honored  frame  shall  fold; 
The  beverage  sparkle  in  his  cup  of  gold  i 
A  golden  couch  support  his  bed  of  rest; 
The  chain  of  honor  grace  his  favored  breast; 
His  the  rich  turban ;  his  the  car's  army. 
On  Babylon's  high  wall  to  wheel  ita  way ; 
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And  for  hU  wisdom  seated  oa  the  ihiuhe, 

For  the  king's  cousin  ali&ll  the  bard  bu  known." 

Intent  tbej  »iedit&t«  the  future  Ut, 
And  watch  impatient  for  the  dawn  of  day. 
7^  mora  rose  clear;  andshrill  were  hcArd  the  6ute, 
□le  oornet,  sackbut,  dulcimer,  and  lule ; 
To  Bab/lou's  gay  Btreet«  the  throug  reisOTt, 
Swarm  ihrotigh  liie  gales,  tuid  fill  the  festive  court. 
High  on  hia  thnne,  Darius  towered  tii  pride ; 
"Die  fiur  Ajuune  graced  her  sovereign's  side. 
And  now  she  smiled ;  aud  now,  with  mimic  I'rown, 
Placed  on  Lit  brow  the  monarch's  lacred  urown, 
In  tnaapon  o'er  lier  faultless  form  he  bends, 
LoTW  O'ery  look,  and  every  act  commendj. 

And  now  Dariiis  bids  the  herald  call 
Jndea's  bards  to  grace  the  thronging  hall. 
Hushed  are  all  sounds,  the  altendiog  crowd  are 

And  then  the  Hebrew  gently  touched  the  lute:  — 

"  When  the  traveller  on  his  way, 
Who  has  toiled  the  liveloug  day, 
Feels  around  on  every  side 
The  chilly  mists  of  eventide, 
Fatigued  oud  faini,  his  weary  mind 
Becurs  to  all  he  leaves  behind  ; 
He  thinks  upon  tlio  well-trimmed  hearth. 
The  evening  hour  of  sociiil  iiiiriii, 
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And  her  who  ul  departing  day 
Weepa  for  her  husband  fur  avay. 
Oh,  givtj  to  him  the  flowing  bowl  I 
Bid  it  renovate  kU  soul  1 
Then  ithttll  sorrow  aink  to  sleep, 
And  luj  who  wept,  tu>  more  shall  weep; 
For  his  uaie-elouded  brow  shall  clear, 
And  bid  gbtd  «ye  will  sparkle  througti  the  tear. 

"  Wlien  the  poor  man,  beaii-oppre»sed, 
Betakes  him  to  his  evening  rest, 
And,  worn  witli  labor,  tliinks  in  sorruw 
On  the  hilKir  of  to-morrow ; 
When,  repining  at  his  lot, 
He  hies  him  to  his  joyless  cot, 
And  loathes  to  meet  his  cliiidren  there. 
The  rivals  for  his  scanty  fare,  — 
Oh,  give  to  him  the  flowing  bowll 
Bid  it  renovate  his  soull 
The  generous  juice  with  magic  power 
Shall  cheat  willi  happiness  the  hour, 
And  with  each  warm  aflcction  All 
The  heart  by  want  nod  wreichedneas  made  chill 


"  When,  at  the  dim  close  of  day, 
The  captive  loves  alone  to  stray 
Along  the  haunts  recluse  aad  rude 
Of  sorrow  and  of  solitude ; 
When  he  siis  with  mournful  eye 
To  mark  the  lingering  radiance  die, 
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Anil  tels  dislem|iered  Ittiic)'  roam 
Amid  the  ruios  ol'  his  hoine, — 
Oh,  give  lo  him  Ihe  flowing  bowl  1 
Bid  it  renovate  hia  aou] ! 
The  bowl  shiill  better  thoughts  bestow, 
And  lull  to  rest  his  wakeful  woe ; 
And  joy  shall  gild  the  evening  hour, 
i  make  the  captive  Fortune's  conqueror. 

"  When  the  wearying  cares  of  state 
Oppress  the  monarch  with  their  weight; 
When  from  his  pomp  retired  alone 
He  feeb  the  duties  of  the  throne, 
Feels  that  tli9  multitude  below 
Depend  on  iiini  for  weal  or  woe  i 
When  hi*  powt-rful  will  may  bless 

1  with  peai%  and  happiness, 

b  deaolaiing  breath, 

e  ruin  round,  and  woe  and  death, — 
^Te  lo  liiiu  the  (lowing  bowl  I 
Bid  h  humanize  Li«  soul  I 
He  shall  not  feel  the  empire's  wuight; 
He  shall  not  feel  the  cures  of  stiite : 
The  bowl  shall  each  dark  thought  beguile, 
)  And  nations  live  and  prosper  from  his  smile." 

Huahed  was  the  lute,  tlii;  Hebrew  censetl  the  song; 
Lgog  poals  of  plaudits  echoed  from  the  throng ; 
All  tongues  the  liberal  words  of  prniae  repnid ; 
On  e«ery  check  a  smile  upp lauding  played. 


The  rival  burd  upprouclieil :  Ue  slruck  ihe  BtttOA 
And  pourcil  the  loilier  song  U>  Perai&'s  king:  — 

"  Wliy  should  ibe  wt^ryiiig  uares  of  slate 

Oppress  the  manarcli  with  their  weight  F 

Alike  to  him  if  peace  elialL  bless 

The  multitude  witli  happiness ; 

Alike  to  him  if  frenzied  War 
Career  Iriutnpliunt  on  tlie  embaltletl  plain, 

And,  rnlliug  on  o'er  myriads  slain, 
With  gore  and  wounds  shall  clog  iiis  scythed  ( 

Whnt  though  the  lempt^t  rage?  no  sound 
Of  liie  deep  thunder  shakes  his  distant  throne; 
And  ihu  red  llash,  that  spreads  destruction  rouBd, 
Beflucla  a  glorious  splendor  on  the  crown. 

"  Where  is  the  man  who  with  ennobling  priite 

Begards  not  his  own  nature?  where  is  be 

Who  without  awe  can  see 

The  mysteries  of  the  human  mind,— 

The  mintaluie  of  Deity  ? 

For  man,  the  vernal  clouds,  dciieeniliug. 

Shower  down  tlieir  fertilizing  ruin ; 

For  man,  the  rijianed  harvest,  heudiiig:, 

Wiives  with  soft  murmur  o'er  the  plenteous  plai 

He  spreads  the  sail  to  catch  the  fnvoriug  gait, 

Or  sweeps  with  oars  Ibe  main : 
For  him  the  winds  of  heaven  subsenrient  hlowi 
Earth  teems  for  him  i  for  biu  tJie  wn 
Be  iliinks  and  wills  and  acta  a  deity  bel 
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"AVliere  U  the  king  who  wilh  elating  pride 
Sees  not  this  man,  tliis  godlike  maa,  bis  slave  f 
Mean  are  the  mighty  by  the  mouarcb'a  side; 

Alike  Uie  wise,  alike  the  brave, 

Wilh  timid  step  and  pale,  advance, 

And  tremble  at  the  royal  glance; 

Suspended  millions  watch  hid  breath, 
Whose  emjle  is  happine^,  whose  frown  U  death. 

"  Why  goes  the  peasant  from  that  Utile  col, 
Where  peace  and  lore  have  blest  his  bumble  life  ? 
Id  rain  his  wretched  wife 

Wilh  tears  bedews  her  husband's  face. 
And  clasps  him  in  a  long  and  last  embrace; 
In  vain  his  cliildrcu  round  his  bosom  creep. 

And  weep  to  see  their  mother  weep, 
Fettering  iheir  father  with  their  Utile  arms. 

What  are  to  him  the  war's  alai-ms? 

What  are  to  him  the  distant  foes  ? 

He  at  the  earliest  dawn  of  day 

To  daily  labor  went  his  way; 

And,  when  he  saw  the  sun  decUne, 

He  sate  in  peace  beneath  his  vine. 

The  king  commands,  the  peasant  goea ; 

From  all  he  loved  on  eaith  he  flies, 
d  for  his  monarch  toila  and  fights  and  bleeds 
and  dies. 


"  What  though  yon  city's  castlt?d  wall 
Cost  o'er  the  darkened  plain  ita  (^rt-sujd  shade  ? 


22  aoirrHE¥'B  POEHia, 

Wlmt  tliough  lier  prieaU  in  earnest  terror  calif 

Od  all  tlicir  host  of  gods  to  nid  ? 

Vain  ia  liie  bulwark,  vain  ihe  tower; 

In  vain  her  galiant  youth  es^Ktsc 

Thiiir  breasts,  a  bulwark,  to  the  foes ; 

In  vain  at  that  tremendone  hour. 
Clasped  ill  the  savage  soldier's  reeking  arms,  j 
Shrieks  to  deaf  Heaven  the  violated  maid: 
By  the  rude  hand  of  Bnin  scattered  round. 
Their  moas-grown  towers  shall  «pread  the  dea 

Low  shall  the  mouldering  palace  lie, 
Amid  the  princely  halls  the  grass  wave  higli.  ] 
And  ihrougli  the  «LaUered  roof  descend  the  i 
clement  sky. 

"  Gay  o'er  ihe  embattled  plain 
Uovea  yonder  warrior  train ; 
Their  banners  wanton  on  the  morning  gale; 
FuU  on  their  bucklers  beams  the  ming  rayi 
Their  glittering  helms  gire  glory  to  the  day;  I 
The  shout  of  war  rings  echoing  o'er  the  Tale:l 

Far  reached  as  the  aching  eye  can  strain 
The  splendid  horror  of  their  wide  amy. 
Ah  I  not  in  vaia  expectant,  o'er 
Their  glorious  pomp  the  vulturw  soar  1 
Amid  the  conqueror's  palace  high 
Shall  sound  the  song  of  victory : 
Long,  after  journeying  o'er  the  plaiili 
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The  Lraveller  sboll  with  startled  eyo 
!  their  whiip  bones  then  bltmcbed  b^  m&ny  a 

*■  Lord  of  the  earth !  we  will  not  raise 

The  temple  to  thy  bounded  praise ; 

For  thcc  no  victim  need  expire. 
^  For  thee  no  altai*  bUie  with  hallowed  fire ; 

The  burning  citj  Sanies  t'ur  thee ; 
LThine  ftlior  is  the  field  of  victory. 

Thy  sacred  mi^esly  to  bless, 

■  ICiui  a  self-odered  victim  fr«ely  flies ; 

■  To  thee  h«  sacrificea  bappine^ 
i  peace,  and  lore'a  endearing  ties; 

b  ihee  a  slave  he  lives,  for  thee  a  stave  he  dies." 

Uiuhed  was  the  lule,  the  Hebrew  ceased  to 

sing; 
0  Bhoui  burst  Ibrlh,  "  For  ever  live  the  king ! " 
Md  was  the  uproar,  as  when  liume's  decree 
[Kiouiiced  Aetuiia  once  agiiin  wils  tree ; 
mbled  Greece,  etirapt  in  fond  belief, 
i  the  false  boon,  and  ble^ed  the  treacfaeroua 
chief, 
h  breast  with  freedom's  holy  ardor  glows ; 
a  every  voiue  the  cry  of  rapture  rose ; 
Their  thundering  clamorii  read  the  »!<ioni»hcd  sky ; 
Aud  birds,  u'crpusaing,  bear  und  drop  and  die. 
Thus  oVr  the  Persian  dome  tlicir  plaudits  ring, 
And  tli«  high  hall  re-echoed,  "  Lire  the  king ! " 
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The  mules  bowLii  reverent  dovm  before  tUeir  k 
The  assembled  sutraps  euvied  and  ailored ; 
J07  sparkled  in  the  monarch's  couscious  ejes, 
And  his  pleased  pride  uli-ead/  doomed  the  priH 

Silent  liiej'  Gaw  Zorobabel  advance : 
He  to  Apame  turned  his  timid  glance  i 
With  downward  e^e  be  paused,  a  moment  mute, 
Theu  with  light  finger  tonched  the  soflor  lute. 
Apome  knew  the  Hebrew's  grateful  cause, 
And  bent  her  head,  and  aweetly  smiled  apptaiu 

"  Why  is  the  warrior'a  cheek  w  red? 
Wb/  downward  droops  his  mualng  head  J 
WI17  that  slow  Btep,  that  faint  advance. 
That  keen  yet  quick-retreating  glance? 
That  crested  head  in  war  lowered  high; 
No  bttckward  glance  disgraced  lliat  eye, 
No  Hushing  feur  tliat  check  o'et^pread, 
When  Alern  he  strode  o'er  heaps  of  dead. 
Strange  tumult  now  hia  bosoni  moves ; 
The  warrior  fears  because  he  loves. 


"Why  does  the  youth  delight  to  rove 
Auiid  the  dark  and  iouely  grove  ? 
Why  in  the  throng  where  all  are  gay, 
With  absent  eyes  from  gaycty  distraught, 
Sits  he  alone  in  silent  thought? 
mLho  sits,  for  far  away 

ioned  soal  deligbu  to  UiHf  t 
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fl  he  roTes,  as  if  he  fain  would  shun 
II  bunutn-k-inH,  bec&use  be  lovea  but  one- 

"  Yes,  King  of  Perata  I  lliou  art  bleel  i 
But  not  because  tlie  aparkliug  bowl 
fea  rupture  elevates  thy  wakened  soul; 
But  Qot  because  of  power  possessed; 
Kor  liiat  the  uatioos  dread  thy  nod, 
And  princes  reverence  tliee,  their  earthly  god. 

£Ten  on  a  monarch's  solitude 
I  Will  Care,  dark  visitant,  intrude : 
^6  bowl  brief  pleasure  caii  bestow  ; 
a  purple  cannot  shield  from  woe : 
But,  King  of  Persia!  thou  art  blest; 
r  Heaven,  who  reused  thee  thus  the  world  above, 
h  nuide  ibee  happy  in  Apame's  love. 

**  Ob  I  I  havQ  seen  him  fondly  trace 
'   The  heavenly  features  of  her  face, 
love  o'er  her  form  with  eager  eye, 
Lnd  sigh  tuid  gaze,  and  gaze  and  sigh. 
a !  from  his  brow  with  mimic  frown 
I  Apame  takes  tlie  sacred  crown  : 
'  Those  sparkling  eyes,  that  radinnt  face, 
Give  to  the  diadem  new  grace  ; 
And,  subject  to  a  Woman's  laws, 
Darius  sees,  and  smiles  applause." 

Qe  ceased,  and  silent  still  remained  the  tbroi^i 
While  rapt  attention  owned  the  power  of  song. 
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Thoii,  loud  as  when  the  ivinlry  wliiriwindB  h\ow^ 
From  everj'  voice  the  tliundering  plftudiu  flaw  -, 
Dai'ius  smiled,  Apaine's  sparkling  oyci 
Glanced  on  the  king,  and  Woman  won  Lhe  prizt 

Now  eileni  sale  the  czpecCant  crowd.     AloM 
The  victor  Hebrew  gazed  not  on  the  throne; 
With  deeper  liuts  his  cheek  diatemjiercd  glowg,^ 
With  stei«lier  stature  Itrflier  now  he  rose ; 
Heavenward  he  ga^ud,  reganUcas  of  the  throni 
And  poureJ  with  awful  voice  BubUmer  uoog:- 

"  Ancient  of  days  1  eternal  Truth  1  one  byi 
One  holier  Btrnin,  the  ban!  shall  raise  lo  ihceix 
Thee  powerful,  thee  benevolent,  thee  just! 
Friend !  Father!  All  in  all !  The  Vine's  rich  hin 
The  Monarch'!^  might,  and  Woman's  conquer 

charms,  — 

These  shall  we  praise  alone?     O  ye  who  stt 
Beneath  your  vine,  and  quaff  at  evening  hour 
The  heolUilul  bowl,  remember  Him  whose  d 
Whose  ruins,  whose  sun,  matured  the  growiog  U 
Creator  and  Preserver!     Ueverence  Him, 
0  thou  who  from  thy  throne  dLipensest  lite 
And  death  ;  for  He  bath  delegated  power, 
And  ihou  shikli  one  day  at  the  throne  of  God 
Render  tliy  strict  account.     And  yc  who  gan 
Enrupt  on  Beauty's  fascinating  form, 
Goie  on  with  love;  and,  loving  beauty,  l«am 
To  shun  abhorrent  all  the  mental  ey« 
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leholds  Jer<irmec1  and  foul :  for  so  ehall  Lova 

D  Ite  Source  of  goodaesB.     Gud  of  tnilh ! 

ll-just !  AH-mighty !  1  sliould  ill  deservo 
Cby  noblest  gif\,  tlie  giA  divine  of  aong, 
o  content  willi  ear-deep  nielodiea 

Q  please  all-prolitless,  I  did  not  pour 
Isvercr  strains,  —  of  Truth,  —  uienial  Truth. 

bchaoging  Justice,  universal  Love. 
Inch  elruins  nwukc  ilie  soul  to  loflieat  iboughts ; 
jncb  strnins  the  blessed  spirits  of  the  good 
hTafl)  grnteful  incense,  to  the  halls  of  heaven." 


I  The  dying  notes  atill  murmured  on  the  string, 
Tien  from  his  throne  arose  the  enraptured  king. 
Mut  to  speak  he  stood,  and  wuvod  his  baud  i 
knd  all  expectant  sate  the  obifdient  btind. 

J  Then,  just  and  generous,  thus  the  monarch  cries : 
I  Be  tldne,  Zorobabel,  the  well-earned  prize, 
e  purple  robe  of  state  ihy  form  shall  fold, 
e  beverage  sparkle  in  thy  cup  of  g;old ; 
e  golden  couch,  the  car,  and  honored  chiun, 
bqttite  the  merits  of  thy  favored  strain  ; 

I,  nused  supreme  the  ennobled  race  among, 
t  called  my  couain  for  the  victor  song, 
r  these  alone  the  victor  song  shall  ble3» : 
Ic  what  tbou  wilt,  and  wliat  ibou  wilt  poascos." 

"  t'ttHen  is  Jerusalem  I  "  the  Hebrew  cries, 
md  {tatriot  anguish  fills  his  streaming  eyes  j 
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"  Hurled  to  the  earth  by  Riiptni^'s  vengeful  rod,  M 
Polluted  lies  the  terajile  of  our  God  ; 

Far  in  a  foreign  liind  her  sons  remiun, 

H«ar  the  keen  taunt,  nnd  drag  the  galling  chain  fl 

In  fruiilesa  woe  ihey  wear  the  weary  years, 

And  steep  the  bread  of  bitterness  in  Ifiars. 

O  monarch!  greatest,  mildest,  best  of  men, 

Bestore  ns  to  those  ruined  walls  again  ; 

Allow  us  lo  rebuild  that  sacred  dome, 

To  live  in  liberty,  and  die  at  home." 

So  spake  Zorobabel.    Thus  Woman's  pruae 
Arailed  again  Jerusalem  to  rabe, 
Called  forth  the  sanction  of  the  despot's  nod. 
And  freed  the  nation  best  beloved  of  Giod. 


WAT      TYLER; 

A  DRAMA. 


TwBXTT  yean  ago,  npon  the  snrreptitious  publication  of  this 
notable  Dnuna,  and  the  use  which  was  made  of  it,  I  said  what 
it  then  became  me  to  say  in  a  letter  to  one  of  those  gentlemen 
who  thought  proper  to  revUe  me,  not  for  having  entertained 
democratical  opinions,  but  for  having  outgrown  them,  and 
learnt  to  appreciate  and  to  defend  the  institutions  of  my 
country. 

Had  I  written  lewdly  in  my  youth,  like  Bezji,  —  like  Beza, 
I  would  a^k  pardon  of  God  nnd  man;  and  no  coiisidenitton;) 
should  induce  me  to  reprint  what  I  could  never  think  of  with- 
out sorrow  and  shame.  Hud  I  at  any  time,  like  St.  Augustine, 
taught  doctrines  which  I  utterwards  perceived  to  l»o  eiToneou-*; 
and  if,  as  in  his  ca^o,  my  position  in  society,  ami  tho  c>t.inia- 
tion  in  which  I  was  held,  inivc  weijrht  to  what  I  had  advanced, 
and  made  those  errors  dangenm-*  toothei*s,  —  like  St.  Augustine, 
I  would  publish  my  retnictations,  and  endeavor  to  counteract 
the  evil  which,  thougli  erringly,  with  no  evil  intention,  1  had 
caUsed. 

Wherefore,  then,  it  may  be  asked,  have  I  included  "  Wnt 
Tyler"  in  this  collection  of  my  poetical  works?  For  these 
reasons,  —  that  it  may  not  be  suppos^ed  I  think  it  any  ropn>ach 
to  have  written  it,  or  that  I  am  more  ashamed  «if  havinu:  been  \ 
a  republican  than  of  having  been  a  b(»y.  "  QuicuiKpie  ista 
lecturi  sunt,  non  me  imitentur  emmtem,  sed  in  melius  |>n>nci- 
entem.  Invcniet  enitn  f«»rta<'ie,  (juunKKlo  scribendo  pniti-corim, 
quis<}uis  opnscula  mea,  online  quo  scripta  sunt,  logvr.t."  • 

*  St.  Auj(usUn«. 
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I  ha,T«  sndMTOred  to  oorract,  In  my  other  juvanilo  pieces, 
inch  bulU  aa  vera  coniglblc.  But  "  Wot  Tyler"  uppeHra 
jiut  u  it  wu  written,  In  the  coune  or  Ihraemoniiiigi,  in  ITM; 
the  itolen  copy,  which  wiu  committed  to  the  prou  twenty- 
three  jem  afterward*,  not  having  undergone  the  digbteil 
omreotlon  or  any  kind. 


ACT      I. 

SaBV9.^A  blaehmilh'i  thop;  WiU  7\fler  at  work 

witkin  ;  a  May-jxAe  before  the  door 

Alice,  Piers,  ice 

Cheerfdl  on  this  holiday, 
Welcome  we  tlie  merry  May. 

On  every  sunny  hillock  spread, 
Tiie  pale  primrose  iil^  her  head  ; 
Rich  Willi  sweets,  the  western  gale 
Sweeps  ulong  the  cowslipcd  dale  ; 
Every  bank,  wUh  violets  gay, 
Smiles  to  welcome  in  the  May, 

The  linnet  fi-om  the  budding  grove 
Chir|js  lier  vernal  song  of  love  ; 
The  eopse  resounds  the  ihroillu's  note-  ; 
On  L-acli  will!  gide  sweet  music  floats  ; 
And  uii'lody  from  every  sjuiiy 
Welconius  in  the  nien'y  iliiy. 

Cheeiful  on  ll.is  lioliday. 

Welcome  we  the  merry  .May.      [Ai/ire 


Si  SOCTllEl'S   POEMS. 

Bob.  AVlmdoulilsit?  J 

There's  never  il  mitn  in  E^ex  bears  ii  tii;l 

TyUr.   And  shiill  not  Lh^e,  ihongb  j'oung  a 
hale  and  hajipj', 
Look  on  witb  sorrow  to  the  future  hour? 
Slinll  not  reflection  pui:«on  :iU  their  jilruFures? 
When  I  —  the  honest,  stiud,  hard-working T^'ler-* 
Toil  tlirough  the  long  course  of"  ihe  si: 
Still  toiling,  yet  still  poor!  when  with  hnrd  htborJ 
Scarce  can  I  furnish  out  xay  ditily  f»n>d. 
And  figc  come*  on  lo  ateiJ  nwny  my  sirciigih. 
And  leave  nic  poor  and  wretched  1     Why  »hoiiId  1 

tliia  be  ? 
My  youih  was  reguldr,  my  labor  consianl. 
I  married  an  Indusirious,  virtuous  wumaii  i 
Nor,  while  I  tuiled  H»d  sweated  al  the  utivil, 
Sat  she  negtcelful  uf  her  spinuing- wheel. 
Hob !  I  have  only  six  groats  !ii  Ihe  world. 
And  tliey  muvt  soon  by  law  he  taken  fruiu  me. 

Hoi.  Curse  on  these  laxesl  one  succeedsoj 
Our  ministers,  pundeiv  of  a  king's  will, 
Dmin  ull  our  wealth  uwuy,  waslu  it  in  revels, 
And  lure  or  force  away  our  boys,  who  8ht>ald  La  \ 
The  props  uf  our  old  age,  to  fill  their  annieit. 
And  feed  the  crows  of  France.  Year  follows  yrl^ 
And  still  we  niuilly  pruseeute  the  war; 
Druining  our  wcuiih,  distressing  our  jKKir  [lensnnln 
Slaughlcring  our  youths,  —  and  all  lo  c 

With  glory  I      1  detest  the  hell-spmng  m 
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Tifter.  Wbal  mailers  me  who  wuin$  the  crown 
of  France  (  — 
'Wbether  a  Richani  or  a  Charles  possess  il  ? 
■rTbejr  reap  llie  glory,  ihey  eiyoy  ihe  s|»oil : 

HTe  jmy,  we  blei_*d.  The  sun  would  sliinc  lu  ch^rri;, 
lie  rains  of  tieaven  &a  seasonably  fall. 

Il  uuitlier  of  iliese  royal  peels  exbied. 
&b.  Nay,  as  for  (hat,  we  poor  men  tiboiUd  fkra 
!wlt«r: 

Vo  IcgiU  robbers  thtn  should  furi^e  away 
c  liard-«Ameil  wuges  of  our  hoaesl  toil. 
v  Parlinment  for  ever  cries  tnart  mattty  ; 
JTA*  terviee  of  tAe  stale  ttemamft  man  m-'H'-j. 
Past  ncaveti !  of  what  service  ia  ilic  etittr ': 

TJrfn'.  Oh, 'tis  of  vast  imporinDce  I  who  shoald 

pay  for 
eluzariea  and  riois  of  tho  court? 
o  should  sapjKirl  ihe  daunting  coimiti'e  pride, 
*m,y  for  their  midnight  revolt.  Ihcir  rich  (januonia, 
pid  DOC  llifi  sUUe  enforce  f    Think  yc,  my  fHenil, 

1 1,  II  bumble  blacrkamilli,  here  at  Dt?[>iforO, 
VTould  purt  with  these  six  groats,  earned  by  hard 
(oil, 

II  that  I  have,  to  massacre  the  Frencbmeu, 
r  ua  enemitw  meii  I  never  saw. 
It  tiw.  stale  eoruptil  me  ? 
Wjb3^alJiera-i  pau  bt/,'\  There  tbey  go, 

livUpgcil  riitriuna !   [Pi'w*  4'  ■^i""  nJvanct  to  him. 
Alicf.    Did  wcnot  dance  it  well  lowhiy,  my  fiilher? 
V  I  nJwuyB  loved  tbosu  village  e]>artB, 
voi.il.  D 


3\  SOVTHKV'S    POEMS. 

liven  from  my  iiifiiniij  ■  i«iJ  yvt  metUink* 
r  never  irippi'il  nlung  [lie  mead  au  gnyljr. 
Vol)  knoiv  tlie^  cliosc  me  queen  g  aii<l  your  frio 

Piew 

Wrcalliod  mo  this  cowsjip  giu-litnil  for  my  IicaJ :  1 
Is  ic  not  simple  ?  —  Yoo  nre  siul,  my  fiiilicr ! 
You  should  liave  rested  fram  your  work  lo-drty, 
And  given  a  fen  liuura  up  ti 
But  yoti  arc  go  serious  ! 

T^er.  ScrioHB.  my  good  girit  J 

I  miiy  wtsU  be  bo.  When  T  look  at  ihcc 
It  makcd  uie  sad :  thuu  art  too  fair  a  Ho 
To  bear  ifio  wintry  wind  of  poverty. 

Piera.    Yut  I  luive  often  licttnl  you  apt-uk  of  riclw 
Even  witli  contempt:  they  euimot  purcUiisu  p 
Or  innocetiee  or  virtue.     Sounder  sleep 
Wiiila  on  tlie  weary  ploughiiiiurs  lowly  bed, 
Tlinn  on  the  downy  cout^h  of  luxury 
Lulls  thu  rich  slave  of  pride  uud  indolence. 
I  never  wish  for  wcnlili :  my  arm  ia  strong. 
And  I  can  purchaxe  by  it  n  tvuirHc  mRol ; 
And  hunger  savors  it. 

Tf/Ur.  Young  man.  thy  miod 

Has  yet  to  Icam  the  hard  lesson  of  experience. 
Thou  art  yet  young :  the  bInstiDg  breath  of  wanlq 
Has  not  yet  fi-oie  the  current  of  thy  blood. 

Pier*.    Fai-o  not  the  bini.  well,  as  fixim  spray  Ij 
spray 

Bliiliedome  lliey  bound,  yel  fmil  their  simple  fu«d1 
Stiailerud  abundantly  ? 
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lyier.   No  fancied  boundaries  of  mine  and  thine 
Restrain  their  wanderings.     Nature  gives  enough 
For  all ;  but  man,  with  arrogant  selfishness, 
Proud  of  his  heaps,  hoards  up  superfluous  stores 
Robbed  from  his  weaker  fellows,  starves  the  poor, 
Or  gives  to  pity  what  he  owes  to  justice ! 

Piers,    So  I  have  heard  our  good  friend  John 
Ball  preach. 

Alice.  My  father,  wherefore  was  John  Ball  im- 
prisoned  ? 
Was  he  not  charitable,  good,  and  pious  ? 
I  have  heard  him  say  that  all  mankind  are  brethren, 
And  that,  like  brethren,  they  should  love  each  other : 
Was  not  that  doctrine  pious  ? 

Tyler,  Rank  sedition, 

High  treason,  every  syllable,  my  child ! 
The  priests  cry  out  on  him  for  heresy ; 
The  nobles  all  detest  him  as  a  rebel ; 
And  this  good  man,  this  minister  of  Christ, 
This  man,  the  friend  and  brother  of  mankind. 
Lingers  in  the  dark  dungeon !  —  My  dear  Alice, 
Retire  awhile.  \_Kxit  Alice, 

Piers,  I  would  speak  to  thee. 
Even  with  a  father's  love.    You  are  much  with  me, 
And,  I  believe,  do  court  my  conversation  : 
Thou  couldst  not  choose  thee  forth  a  truer  friend. 
I  would  fain  see  thee  happy ;  but  I  fear 
Thy  very  virtues  will  destroy  thy  peace. 
My  daughter,  —  she  is  young,  not  yet  fifteen. 
Piers,  thou  art  generous,  and  thy  youthful  heart 
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Warm  witli  affection :  this  close  intimac/ 
Will  ere  long  grow  to  love. 

Piers.  Suppose  it  so : 

Were  that  an  evil,  Walter?     She  is  mild 
And  cheerful  and  industrious.     Now,  methinks, 
With  such  a  partner,  life  would  be  most  liappy. 
Why  would  ye  warn  me,  then,  of  wretchedness  ? 
Is  there  an  evil  that  can  harm  our  lot? 
I  have  been  told  the  virtuous  must  be  happy, 
And  have  believed  it  true :  tell  me,  my  friend, 
What  shall  disturb  the  virtuous  ? 

Tyler.  Poverty, 

A  bitter  foe. 

Piers.  Nay,  you  have  often  toUl  me 

That  happiness  does  not  consist  in  riclies. 

Tyler.    It  is  most  true ;  but  tell  me,  my  dear  boy, 
Couldst  thou  be  happy  to  behold  thy  wife 
Pining  with  want  ?  the  children  of  your  loves 
Clad  in  the  squalid  nigs  of  wi*etchedncss  ? 
And,  when  thy  hard  and  unremitting  toil 
Had  earned  with  pain  a  scanty  recompense, 
CouMst  thou  be  patient  wh(»n  the  law  should  rob  thee. 
And  leave  thee  without  bread,  and  penniless  ? 

Piers.    It  is  a  dreadful  picture. 

Tyler.  'Tis  a  true  one. 

Piers.    But  yet  methinks  our  sober  industry 
Mi^ht  drive  awav  the  danjrer  :  'tis  but  little 
That  I  could  wish,  —  food  for  our  frug:il  meals; 
Raiment,  however  homely ;  and  a  bed 
To  shield  us  from  the  night. 
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I  T^for.  Thy  honest  reason 

3ouH  wish  no  more  j  but  were  it  not  mosl  wretched 
a  want  the  coarse  food  for  the  fni^l  tneaJ, 
Lbd  by  llie  orders  of  your  men^ili-ss  lord, 
i  you  by  chance  wer*  giiil'y  of  being  poor, 
lo  be  turned  out  adrift  to  the  bleiik  world, 
nliouKed,  unfriended  ?    Piers,  I  hiive  nol  been  idlei 
[never  ute  llie  bread  of  indotcnce. 

wld  Alice  be  more  thrifty  than  her  molhcr? 
^el,  with  but  one  diild  (nnd  tJmt  one  liow  good, 
U  knoweHt),  I  scuruely  con  provide  the  wants 
f  ti&ture.     Look  nt  ihese  wolves  of  the  law: 
y  come  to  rimin  me  of  my  linnl-wirned  wages, 
ivc  idrewiy  [»aid  Ihe  heavy  inx 
laid  on  tbc  wool  itiHt  clotli(»  mc,  on  my  loather, 
n  all  the  noodfiil  Articles  of  life  ; 
■.And  now  three  grofUa  (find  1  worked  bard  to  earn 
Ihoui) 
a  Partianient  demands,  and  I  miii^l  pay  ibeni, 
I,  for  liberty  to  wear  my  head.  > 

Enter  Tea-gaihertrt. 

,— .  TlireegroaWaheadforallyourfBMuly. 

I  Pien,    Why  is  this  money  gathered  ?  'tis  a  hard 
lax 

IB  the  poor  hiborer.     It  can  never  be 
It  giiveniBiem  should  thus  di^'tress  the  people. 
O  tlie  rich  for  money  :  honest  Inlior 
Itigbt  to  I'lijoy  its  fniitij. 
I    CiAhseior.  The  slate  n-iuiLs  money. 
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War  i»  cxpcnaivo:  'tU  a  glorJou!!  war, 
A  war  of  honor,  aud  luusi  bo  liiipported. 
Tliree  groala  a  Ijead. 

Ti/ler.  There,  —  llir«  for  my  own  lnw 

Tliree  for  tny  wife'*.    IVlml  will  lli«  stale  tax  niy 

CoBtctor.   You  liave  a  daughier, 

TJr/cr.    She  is  below  llie  age,  —  not  yet  fil\eeti.> 

<hUfcUir.  You  would  evade  tlie  tax. 

T^/er.  Sir  OfficoiV  | 

1  bnve  \\A\A  you  fiiirly  what  Lbe  Ittw  deni 

lAUee  and  her  mother  enter  the  thop.     The  Tost 
gatherer*  r/o  In  her.     One  of  them  la^s  Aoltf'] 
of  her.     She  sertanu.     Tyler  ffoet  l 

Oillector.  You  say  eUc's  undor  agi-. 

[J/i'ce  tcrtaiM  ayain.     7)/trr  knoeh  otit  the  Tm 
gntkersi't  hraint.     IHt  eompaaimt  jty. 

Piert.    A.  just  revenge. 

Tyler.    Monjuat  indited ;  bul,inthccyooftbolairi 
'TIS  murder,  and  the  tuui'dc'rci's  lot  is  mine 
.      \_Pim  go«s  out.      7\/l«r  tilt  ihwn  m 

Mice.    I'ly.my  dear  father!  let  as  leave  ihUplooftl 
Before  (hey  ral^c  pureuiL. 

TgUr.  Nay,  nay,  my  child  t  i 

Fli)^ii  would  be  uselesA.    I  have  done  my  duty  i  J 
I  have  punished  the  brute  Insolence  of  lii»t. 
And  hei-B  will  wait  my  doom. 

Wife.  Oh,  let  us  fly. 

My  liusband,  my  dear  hu>baad  I 

Mice.  Quit  but  ihid  pla 

AiiJ  wf  may  yei  be  aaf<^,  and  happy  too. 
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2}fler,   It  would  be  useless,  Alice :  'twould  but 
lengthen 
A.  wretched  life  in  fear. 
[  (7ry  without^  "  Liberty  !  liberty  !  "     Enter  Mob^ 
Hob  Carter  J  Sfc.^  crying,  "  Liberty  !  liberty  ! 
No  poU'tcae  !  no  war  !  " 
Hob.   TVe  have  broke  our  chains  ;  we  will  arise 
in  anger; 
The  mighty  multitude  shall  trample  down 
The  handful  that  oppress  them. 

Tyler,  Have  ye  heard 

So  soon,  then,  of  my  murder  ? 

Hob.  Of  your  vengeance. 

Piers  ran  throughout  the  village  ;  told  the  news ; 
Cried  out,  "  To  anus !     Arm !  arm  for  liberty  I 
For  liberty  and  justice !  " 

Tyler,  My  good  friends. 

Heed  well  your  danger,  or  be  resolute ; 
Lciirn  to  laugh  menaces  and  force  to  scorn, 
Or  leave  me.     I  dare  iiiiswer  the  bold  deed. 
Death  must  come  once,     llcturn  ye  to  your  homes, 
Protect  my  wife  and  child,  and  on  my  grave 
Write  why  I  died.     Perhaps  the  time  may  come 
When  honest  Justice  shall  applaud  the  d<'('d. 
Hob.^  Nay,  nay:  we  are  oppressed,  and  have  too 
long 
Knelt  at  our  proud  lords'  feet ;  we  have  too  long 
Obeyed  their  orders,  bowed  to  their  caprices. 
Sweated  for  them  the  wearying  summer's  day, 
Wivsted  for  them  the  wages  of  our  toil, 


Fought  fortln;m,ctinijucred  foillicra.blc4  roribi 
Slill  lo  Iio  irainpliMl  ou,  ftnd  mill  defipiitcd. 
But  we  liuvo  broke  our  diaiiu. 

7hm  MlUrr.  Piore  is  gone  o 

Through  all  the  neighboring  villages,  to  sprend 
Tlic  glorious  tilling^. 

HiA.  He  U  hurried  on 

To  Muid^IonL',  lo  deliver  good  John  Ball, 
Our  frit-nd,  our  abupherd.  [jtfcft  I'l 

TyleT.  Friend*  and  countryniQa^ 

Will  ye,  then,  rise  to  sare  an  honest  man 
From  the  fien.'e  clutches  of  the  bloody  law? 
Oh  1  do  not  call  lo  miud  my  private  wrongs, — 
That  ihe  sutie  dnuned  my  hard-«arned  pilianixi  Trai 


That,  of  his  oificc  proud,  the  foul  collector 
Durst  wilh  lewd  hand  seize  on  my  darling  child,  | 
Insult  her  muiden  modesty,  and  force 
A  father's  hand  tu  vtmgeanee^  —  lieed  not  tins. 
Think  not,  my  countrymen,  on  private  wrongi : 
Rvmemlwr  what  yourselves  har«  long  endured ; 
Think  uf  ibe  insults,  wrongs,  and  vonluinelies 
Tc  bear  from  your  proud  lords,  —  thai  your  hai 

toil 
SlanurtK  llidr  fertile  fields,  you  plough  the  eartli, 
Vuu  sow  the  com,  you  reap  the  ripenud  harvest, 
Tbej  riot  on  the  produce ;  tluti,  like  beasts, 
Tlii^y  sell  you  with  their  land,  claim  all  the  &uil%l 
Wliich  the  kindly  eurlh  protluces,  as  their  owii,-« 
The  privilegi',  fciKooLli.  of  noble  birth! 
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On,  on  to  freedom !     Feel  but  your  own  strength, 
Be  but  resolved,  and  these  destructive  tyrants 
Shall  shrink  before  your  vengeance. 

Hob.  On  to  London  I 

The  tidings  fly  before  us :  the  court  tremblee. 
Liberty!  vengeance!  justice  1 


ACT     XL 

Scene  L  —  Elachheath, 
Tyler,  Hob,  &c 

BONO. 

"  When  Adam  delved  and  Eve  span, 
Who  was  then  the  gentleman  ?  " 

Wretched  is  the  infant's  lot, 
Bom  within  the  straw-roofed  cot ; 
Be  he  generous,  wise,  or  brave. 
He  must  only  be  a  slave. 
Long,  long  labor,  little  rest. 
Still  to  toil  to  be  oppressed ; 
Drained  by  taxes  of  his  store. 
Punished  next  for  being  poor,  — 
This  is  the  poor  wretch's  lot. 
Bom  witliin  the  straw-roofed  cot. 

While  the  peasant  works,  —  to  sleep ; 
What  the  peasant  sows,  —  to  reaj) ; 
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On  the  couch  of  ease  to  Ue, 

Rioting  in  revelry ; 

Be  be  viliain,  be  be  fool, 

Still  to  hold  dc^iiolic  rule, 

Tnuopling  on  hid  abives  with  scoru, — 

This  L)  to  he  nobly  bom. 

"  When  Aihitn  delved  and  Eve  span, 
Who  wua  then  the  gentleman?" 

Jack  Straw.  The  mob  are  up  in  London;  the 
proud  courtiers 
Begin  to  tremble. 

Tom  Miller.  Ay,  ay,  'lis  time  lo  trunible : 

Who'll  plough  their  fields,  who'll  ilo  tliuir  drudgery 

And  work  like  horjis  lo  givn  tliein  the  hurve:^t? 

Jnck  Straw.  1  only  wonder  we  lay  quiet  so  long ; 
We  had  always  the  same  strength,  and  we  deserved 
The  ills  we  met  with  tor  not  using  it. 

J/ob.   Why  do  we  feur  those  animals  ojilled  lords? 
What  is  tlu-re  in  the  name  to  frighten  ns? 
Is  not  my  arm  sm  mighty  as  a  haron's? 

Enter  J'iert  and  John  Jinll. 
Pien  (J.,  T:/l^r).    Have  I  ilune  well,  in,v  father? 
I  rifrneinliered 
Thi«  ^'<K>d  niau  lay  in  prison. 

T>,l.-r-  '  ^h-  ■I'-"'-  "^I'ild. 

Slo>t  ivL-ll :  the  people  rise  for  liberty. 
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And  their  first  deed  should  be  to  break  the  chains 
That  bind  the  virtuous.     O  thou  honest  priest ! 
How  much  hast  thou  endured ! 

John  BdLL  Why,  ay,  my  friend : 

These  squalid  rags  bespeak  what  I  have  suffered. 
I  was  reviled,  insulted,  lefl  to  languish 
In  a  damp  dungeon ;  but  I  bore  it  cheerily : 
My  heart  was  glad,  for  I  had  done  my  duty. 
I  pitied  my  oppressor,  and  I  sorrowed 
For  the  poor  men  of  England. 

TSfler,  They  have  felt 

Their   strength.      Look    round    this    heath  ;    'tis 

thronged  with  men 
Ardent  for  freedom :  mighty  is  the  event 
That  waits  their  fortune. 

John  Ball.  I  would  fain  addrCvSS  them. 

Tyler,    Do  so,  my  friend,  ami  preach  to  them 
their  duty ; 
Remind  them  of  their  long-withholden  rights. 
What  ho,  there  !  silence  ! 

Piers,  Silence  there,  my  friends : 

This  good  man  would  address  you. 

Hob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  him : 

He  is  no  mealy-mouthed  court-orator, 
To  flatter  vice,  and  |)ani|)cr  lordly  pride. 

John  J3fill.    Fnends,  brethren  !  —  fur  ye  are  my 
brethren  all, — 
Knglishmen,  met  in  arms  to  advocate 
The  cause  of  freedom !  hear  me ;  pause  awhile 
In  the  career  of  vengeance.     It  is  true 
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I  am  a  priest,  bul.  as  Lh«se  rags  may  6peak, 

Not  one  who  rioM  in  tiie  poor  man's  eiwil, 

Or  trades  with  liU  religion.    1  am  onti 

■Who  [ireach  Uio  law  of  Chrisi,  anJ,  in  my  Ufa, 

WoaM  iit-aL-iLse  what  he  laugbc    Th«  Sou  of  (i 

Came  tiol  to  yuu  in  power.     Humble  iu  mien, 

Lowly  ill  heart,  the  Maa  of  Nazareili 

Preached  meruy,  justice,  love:  "  Woe  imlo  ye,    ( 

Ye  Uial  arc  ridil    Jf  tluit  ye  would  he  saved. 

Sell  Iliut  ye  have,  and  gire  unto  llie  ptiur." 

So  taught  the  Saviuur.     O  uiy  hunont  fHendsI 

Havu  ye  uul  fell  the  strong,  indigiiaui  throb 

Of  justiee  in  your  bosoms,  to  behold 

The  lunlly  baron  feaeting  on  your  spoiU? 

llrtve  you  not  in  your  hearts  amiigiieil  the  lot 

Tliat  pivo  him  oti  Uie  couch  of  luxury 

To  pillow  his  head,  and  pasi  the  festive  day 

In  spoiiivi!  fi^uscs,  and  ease  and  revelry? 

Have  you  nut  ofieii  Id  your  conscience  af>ked. 

Why  ii  the  difterence?  wherefori:  should  that  n 

No  worthier  than  myself,  thus  lord  it  over  n 

And  bid  me  labor,  and  enjoy  the  fru'u*  ? 

The  God  within  your  breasts  has  argued  thua; 

The  voiL-e  of  Truth  ha«  luunuureU.    Came  ye  n 

As  helpli'Bii  to  the  world?     Shlnea  iiol  the  m 

With  eciual  ray  un  both  ?     Do  ye  not  feel 

The  self-ruinni  winds  of  heaven  lu  keenly  fwrdi  yel3 

Abundant  is  the  eunJi:  tlie  Sire  of  all 

.  Saw  and  pronuuneed  that  il  was  very  good. 

'  lANikrtiund:  the  verunllielils  smilu  with  new  flowcn^  1 
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The  budding  orchard  perfumes  the  sweet  breeze, 
And  the  green  com  waves  to  the  passing  gale. 
There  is  enough  for  all ;  but  your  proud  baron 
Stands  up,  and,  arrogant  of  strength,  exclaims, 
^  I  am  a  lord ;  by  nature  I  am  noble ; 
These  fields  are  mine,  for  I  was  born  to  them ; 
I  was  bom  in  the  castle ;  you,  poor  >\Tetches, 
Whelped  in  the  cottage,  are  by  birth  my  slaves,** 
Ahnighty  God !  such  blasphemies  are  uttered  ; 
Ahnighty  Grod  I  such  blasphemies  believed  ! 

Tom  Miller.  This  is  something  like  a  sermon.    ' 

Jack  Straw,  Where's  the  bishop 

Would  tell  you  truths  like  these  ? 

Hob,   There  never  was  a  bishop  among  all  the 
'i  apostles. 

John  Ball.   My  brethren 

Piers.  Silence !  the  good  priest  speaks. 

John  Ball.    My  brethren,  these  are  truths,  and 
weighty  ones. 
Ye  are  all  equal :  Nature  made  ye  so. 
Equality  is  your  birthrights     When  I  gaze 
On  the  proud  palace,  and  behold  one  man, 
In  the  blood-purpled  robes  of  royalty, 
Feasting  at  ease,  and  lording  over  millions, 
Then  turn  me  to  the  hut  of  poverty. 
And  see  the  wretched  laborer,  worn  with  toil, 
Divide  his  scanty  morsel  with  his  infants, 
I  sicken,  and,  indignant  at  the  sight, 
"  Blush  for  the  patience  of  humanity." 
Jack  Straw.    We  will  assert  our  riahts. 
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Tom  Aflllrr,  We'W  tnimpli;  dowal 

Tlicee  inwloiit  oppressora. 

J<}/i»  Sail.  In  good  rruth, 

Ye  have  cause  for  anger ;  bui.  ray  bone&t  friendi 
Is  it  revengo  or  juslici.'  lliat  ye  seek  ? 

Mob.   Juslicp  I  joslice  I 

Jo/m  Ball.  Oh  !  itien,  remember  mercy  ir] 

Anil,  ibou^li  your  proud  oppressor*  spare  nolyo%l 
Shov  yuu  cxecl  tliem  in  liumnnily. 
They  will  use  every  urt  to  illsunite  you  -, 
To  conquer  separately,  by  stratagem, 
Whom  in  a  mass  ibey  fear :  but  be  yc  firm  ; 
Boldly  demand  your  long-forgotten  rights, 
Tour  sucred,  your  liiEdienAble  freedom. 
Be  bold,  be  resolute,  be  merciful ; 
And)  wliile  you  spurn  the  lialed  name  of  slaveA, 
Sbow  you  are  men. 

Mob.  I^^g  ^^'^  oiir  booesl  priesti  I 

Jacl:  S(raio.   He  shall  be  made  arebbitliop. 

Mm  Ball,    My  brt^tlircu,  1  am  ploiu  JoUu  Bollt  I 
your  friend. 
Your  equal ;  by  llie  law  of  Christ,  enjoined 
To  seri-e  you,  not  command. 

Ja^i  Straw.  Alnrcb  we  for  Londoik 

Tffler.  Mark  me,  my  friends!  we  ri*e for  Liberty 
Justice  shall  be  our  guide  :  let  no  man  dare 
To  plunder  in  tlie  tumult. 

Mob.    Lftad  us  on.     Liberty !  jnsUcc! 

[jEJKUnr,  with  criei  0/  "  LiberCffI   2fo  poU-ltBet 
No  wiir.'" 
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ScBNB  n.  —  The  Tower. 

King  Richard,  Archbishop  of  CANTERBURr, 
Sir  John  Tresilian,  Walworth,  Philpot. 

King,   What  must  we  do  ?     The  danger  grows 
more  imminent. 
The  mob  increases. 

Philpot.  Every  moment  brings 

Fresh  tidings  of  our  peril. 

King.  It  were  well 

To  grant  them  what  they  ask. 

Archbishop.  Ay,  that,  my  liege, 

Were  politic     Gro  boldly  forth  to  meet  them ; 
Grant  all  they  ask,  however  wild  and  ruinous : 
Meantime,  the  troops  you  have  already  summoned 
Will  gather  round  them.   Then  my  Christian  power 
Absolves  you  of  your  promise. 

Walworth.   Were  but  their  ringleaders  cut  off, 
the  rabble 
Would  soon  disperse. 

Philpot.  United  in  a  mass, 

There's  nothing  can  resist  them  :  once  divide  them, 
And  they  will  fall  an  easy  sacrifice. 

Archbishop.    Lull  them  by  promises;   bespeak 
them  fair. 
Gro  forth,  my  li(?ge ;  spare  not,  if  need  requires 
A  solemn  oath  to  ratify  the  treaty. 

King.  I  dread  their  fury. 
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ArchUthop.  'TU  a  noedlesa  dread  i  | 

There  ia  diirinily  about  your  pereoiii 
It  is  the  sacred  privilegu  of  kiiig^, 
Howc'er  they  act,  lo  render  ao  account 
Tu  man.    Tliu  people  Lave  been  biugbt  this  lessooi  J 
Nor  call  ihey  soon  forget  it. 

King.  I  will  go ; 

I  will  submit  to  every  tiling  they  usk. 
My  duy  of  triumph  will  arrive  ui  lust.     [•StoiiEi 


Enter  Metsenger, 
Jfenentfer.   The  mob  are  at  the  dty  gates, 
Archbishop.  Hnste  I  hastol 

Addi-esd  them  ei«  loo  late.     Fll  remain  here, 
For  they  detest  me  much.  [^Sliouti  again, 

EntfT  another  Messenger. 
Mess.  ThcLondoiiersbaveopeued  LhecltygnL«8|  J 
The  n^bcls  ore  ailmilted. 

King.    Feur,  then,  must  give  me  courage.     M7  I 
lord  mayor, 
Come  you  with  mc.        [&xwtL    Sliouls  leiOuntt, 


SCKNK  Ul.—Sm%ihJUld. 
Wat  Ttlkb,  Joiim  Ball,  Piebs,  &c.,  Hob. 


Am.   So  far  trinmphant  are  we.    How  ihesa  I 
Dobles, 
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These  petty  tyrants,  who  so  long  oppressed  up, 
Shrink  at  the  first  resistance ! 

Bob.  They  were  powerful 

Only  because  we  fondly  thought  them  so. 
Where  is  Jack  Straw  ? 

TyUr,  Jack  Straw  is  gone  to  the  Tower 

To  seize  the  king,  and  so  to  end  resistance. 

John  BalL   It  was  well  judged :  fain  woidd  I 
spare  the  shedding 
Of  human  blood.     Gain  we  that  royal  puppet, 
And  all  will  follow  fairly ;  deprived  of  him, 
The  nobles  lose  their  pretext,  nor  will  dare 
Rebel  against  the  people's  majesty. 

Enter  Herald. 

Herald.  Richard  the  Second,  by  the  grace  of  Grod, 
Of  England,  Ireland,  France,  and  Scotland,  King, 
And  of  the  town  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed, 
Would  parley  with  Wat  Tyler. 

Tyler.  Let  him  know 

Wat  Tyler  is  in  Smithfield.  [^Exit  Herald,']  —  I  will 

parley 
With  this  young  monarch.     As  he  comes  to  me. 
Trusting  my  honor,  on  your  lives  I  charge  you 
Let  none  attempt  to  harm  him. 

John  BalL  The  faith  of  courts 

Is  but  a  weak  dependence.     You  are  honest ; 
And  better  is  it  even  to  die  the  victim 
Of  credulous  honesty,  than  live  preserved 
By  the  cold  policy  that  still  suspects. 

VOL.  II.  £ 
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Enter  Kijig,  Walworth,  Philpot,  /fC. 

King.   I  would  apuiik  to  tliee.  Will  Tjler :  bid  ihe  I 
R«tire  awhile.  [mob  I 

Piers.  Nny,  do  not  go  alone : 

Let  me  attend  you. 

Tyler.  Wherefore  should  I  fear? 

Am  I  not  armed  with  a  ju^l  cause  ?     Retire, 
And  I  will  boldly  plead  the  cause  of  Freedom. 

[JrfiawMft 

King.  Tyler,  why  havo  you  killed  my  officer, 
And  led  my  bonesl  subjects  from  thuir  homes, 
Thus  10  rebel  against  iho  Lord's  anointed  ? 

Tyler.    Because  ihoy  wore  oppree^d. 

King.  Wiis  this  tlie  v^y  J 

To  remedy-the  ill?     You  should  have  tried 
By  milder  means,  —  petitioned  at  t)ie  ihrooe: 
The  throne  will  always  listen  to  petitions. 

Tyler.  Kjug  of  England  I 

Petitioning  for  pity  is  most  weak: 
The  sovereign  people  ought  to  demand  justice. 
I  killed  your  officer,  for  his  lewd  bond 
Insulted  a  maid's  modesty.     Your  itubjocU  i 

I  lead  to  rebel  ngaiiut  the  Lord's  anointed, 
Because  his  minislerti  have  umde  him  odioua: 
His  yoke  U  heavy,  aad  his  burduu  grievoua. 
Why  do  we  carry  on  [his  fatal  war. 
To  force  upon  the  Freaeh  a  king  they  hate. 
Tearing  our  young  men  from  their  pcacetiil  homes, 
forcing  his  hard-earned   fruits  from  the  honest    , 
peasunt. 
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r  DiBtrc^aing  us  to  desolate  our  neighbora  ? 

I  Whjr  is  tliis  niinouB  piill'tax  imposed 

I  But  to  support  your  court's  extravagiiiice, 

I  And  your  mad  title  U)  the  crown  of  France? 

r  Shall  we  sit  tamely  down  benealli  these  evils, 

I  Petitioning  for  pity  ?     King  of  EnglnnJ ! 

I  Wliy  are  we  sold  liky  cattle  in  your  markets, — 

I  Iteprived  of  every  privilege  of  man  ? 

iMiul  we  lie  tnmely  at  our  tyrant's  feet, 

L  And,  like  your  spaniels,  liek  the  hand  that  beats  us? 

I  You  ait  at  case  in  your  gay  palaces  ; 

I  Thn  costly  banquet  eourts  your  appetite ; 

I  Sweet  music  soothes  your  eUimbers ;  we,  the  while, 

■  Scarce  by  hard  toil  can  earn  a  little  food, 

F  And  sleep  scarce  shell«red  from  the  eold  nlglit-wind  i 

Whilst  your  wild  projects  wn-st  the  little  from  us 

Which  might  liave  cheered  the  wintry  hour  of  age. 

The  Parliament  fur  ever  a?ks  more  money ; 
I"  We  toil  and  sweat  for  money  fur  your  taxes. 
rWhere  is  the  beoedt,  what  good  reap  we 
KFram  all  the  counsels  of  your  government? 
KTbink  you  llial  we  should  qnarrel  with  the  French  ? 
"'hat  boots  to  us  your  victori<s,  your  glory  ? 
We  pay,  we  fight;  you  profit  at  your  eaae, 
0  you  not  claim  the  country  as  your  own? 
vDo  yon  not  mil  the  renii-on  of  the  forest, 

~tt  birds  of  heaven,  your  own?  —  prohibiting  ns, 
P-BTeo  though  in  want  of  food,  to  sei*e  the  prey 
I  Which  natorc  offers.     King  I  is  all  this  Just  ? 

Tliiolt  you  wc  do  not  feel  the  wrongs  we  suffer? 
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Tbu  hour  of  retribulion  b  at  hand, 

And  tyranU  li'emble, — mark  mo,  Kingof  Eiiglandjj 

Wolieorth  (eomtt  behind  Mm,  and  ataht  Aim)  I 

Insolent  rebel,  llirealcnmg  tbc  kjngl 

Piers.   Vengeance!  vengeance! 

Ifob.  Sebc  the  kbglfl 

King,    I  must  be  bolil.     (^Adcaneing.) 

My  fVionila  am]  loving  subject^ 
I  will  gi-anl  you  all  you  ask  :  you  sUull  be  freei 
The  lax  bIuiU  be  repealed,  —  all,  all  you  wi&h. 
Your  leader  meaaced  me;  lie  deserved  liis  faie. 
Quiet  your  angers :  ou  my  loyal  word, 
Your  grievaticea  shall  all  be  done  away, 
Your  vussaliige  al)oIi:^llcd,  a  free  pardon 
Allowed  to  all.     So  help  me  God,  it  »biill  be. 

John  .BalL    Revenge,  my  brelbren,  beseems  n 
Cliristians. 
Send  ua  tlic^c  ternis,  signed  witb  your  seal  of  bI 
We  will  awnit  in  pence.     Deceive  us  not; 
Act  justly,  s<i  to  cxcu^  your  lale  foul  deed. 

King.   The  charter  shall  bo  drawn  out ;  on  mine 
All  ahali  tie  justly  done.  [bonoi^  1 


ACT     111. 
ScESB  1.  ■— SmiO/Uld, 
John  Ball,  Fiehs,  Ice. 
Pi^i  (to  John  Ball).    You  look  diAturbtsd,  mf  1 
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John  Batt.  Piers,  I  am  so. 

rJack  Siniw  lias  forced  llie  Tower,  Bcised  tlie  ai'ch- 
bishop, 
(jkod  bcbca<lod  him. 

Pier$,  Tbe  curse  of  insurrectloii. 

Jokn  Bail.    Ay,  Piers,  our  nobles  level  down 
their  viusalii, 
iKeep  them  at  endless  Inbor,  like  tlitiir  brutes, 
I  Degrading  every  faculty  by  acrvitmie, 
■  BepreMing  all  ilio  energy  of  mind. 
I'V«  must  not  wonder,  then,  ihnt,  like  wild  beasts 
I  Vlien  ll:ey  liavc  buret  tbeir cliuins,  niib  brutal  rage 
|7Vy  revenge  ihom  on  their  tyrants, 

/Ven,  This  arclibishop, 

Qd  wnt  oppressive  lo  hiA  humble  vassals ; 

[  Proud,  hiiughty,  avaricious 

John  Ball.  A  true  high  priest, 

L  Preaching  h-imility  with  bis  mitre  on  ; 
B'PraisiRg  up  alma  and  Chrbtian  charity, 

n  whilst  his  unforgiving  hand  distressed 
f  Bis  bonost  tenants. 

Pien.  He  deserved  his  fate,  then. 

JiAn  BaU.  Justice  can  never  link  with  cruelty. 
It  there,  among  tbc  catulogue  of  erimes, 
k  A  sin  so  black  thai  only  death  can  expiate  7 
I  Will  Reawn  nevrr  rouse  her  from  ht-r  slumbers, 
I  And,  darting  ibrongh  the  veil  her  eaglu  eye, 
I  See,  ill  tlie  ^nhlu  garments  of  ihe  law, 
fltevaage  concealed?     This  high  prie.st  has  been 
haughty ; 


54 

He  bfls  oppressed  his  vassals :  lell  me,  Puts, 
Does  his  dealh  remedy  Uie  ilb  lie  ciiuaed? 
Were  it  not  better  to  i-eprcss  his  power 
Of  doing  wrong,  that  so  hU  future  life 
Mjghl.  remedy  ihe  evils  of  the  past, 
And  bcneflt  mimkind? 

PierM.  But  must  not  vice 

Be  puniflbed  'i 

John  liaU.      la  not  punishment  revenge 'i* 
Tho  moraontnry  violence  of  anger 
May  be  excused  ;  the  indignant  heart  will  tlirob.4 
Against  oppression,  and  the  outalrck'hed  arm 
R«seut  iia  injured  feelinga.     The  calleclor 
Insulted  Alice,  and  roused  the  keen  emutioua 
Of  a  fond  fiitlier :  Tyler  murdered  him. 

Piers.    Murdered !  —  a  most  harsh  word. 

John  Ball.  Yes,  murdered  hii^ 

His  mangled  feelings  prompted  the  bad  net ; 
And  Nature  will  almost  commeud  the  deed 
Tliat  Justice  blames.    But  will  the  awakened  feeling*" 
Plead,  with  their  heart-cmoving  eloquence. 
For  the  calm,  deliberate  murder  of  Revenge? 
Would  you.  Piers,  in  your  calmer  hour  of  reamiv ' 
Condemn  an  erring  brother  (o  be  slain ; 
Cut  him  at  once  from  all  the  joys  of  life, 
All  hopes  of  reformalion,  —  to  revenge 
The  deed  bis  punishment  cannot  rceull? 
My  blood  boiled  m  me  at  the  fiili?  of  Tylers 
I'pt  I  reifngfd  not. 

Pitrt.  O  my  Christian  fiilher! 
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%ey  wonlil  nol  argue  (liua  bumiuioly  on  as, 
RTere  we  within  iheir  power. 
/(Jill  Ball.  1  know  lliey  would  m.t  i 

I  vie  must  pit}-  tLum  thiic  the;  are  vicious, 
it  imitnle  their  vice. 

Pivn.  Alas,  poor  Tyler  1 

D  repent  me  much  ibut  I  stood  hack 
D  he  advanced,  fearless  to  rectitude, 
leet  these  royal  assnssins. 
^n  BalL  Not  Tor  mjself, 

lough  I  bnve  lost  iin  honest,  vii-tuous  Triend, 
•n  1  the  deoih  of  Tyler.     He  was  one 
d  with  the  strong  energy  of  mind, 
k  bi  perceive  the  right,  aiid  prompt  to  act 
jen  Justice  needed.     He  would  listen  to  mo 
h  due  attention,  yet  not  yielding  lightly 

had  to  bim  aoenied  good.     Severe  in  viriMs, 
ired  iJie  ruder  (leuple,  whom  he  led, 
s  stem  rectitude. 
Pien.  Witueea  iJurt  day 

When  thej-  destroyed  tJie  palaee  of  the  Gaunt, 
d  hurled  the  wealth  his  avarice  liod  aimused 
d  the  fire.     The  people,  fierce  in  xeal, 
T  in  the  tlames  a  wretch  whoee  eeUisb  hand 
Pnt^ined  amid  the  liimnlt. 

iKtAn  A]2/.  I  lament 

e  death  of  Tyler  for  my  country's  sake, 
tclindder  lost  poslurily,  en»laT<?d, 

]  rue  liU  murder.     Wlio  eball  now  control 
dily  multitude,  blind  to  their  own  good, 
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And  lialcning  with  avidity  to  the  tale 
Of  courtly  falsehood  ? 

Piert.  The  king  must  perform 

His  plighted  promise. 

[CVy  viUhoat,  "  Jlu  charter!  the  charttrt\ 

Enter  Mob  and  Berald. 

7hm  MilUr,   Rood  it  out  I  read  it  oat ! 

JJoh  Ay.  ay:  lel'a  hear  tho  charter. 

fferaid.    Richard  Plantagenet,  by  the  gra« 
God.  King  of  England,  Ireland.  France.  Scot! 
and  the  town  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  lo  all  wl 
it  may  concern,  —  these  presents:   Wliereaa 
loring  eubjeds  hnve  tsomploined  to  us  of  the  hi 
burdens  they  endure,  particularly  frcnn 
enacted  poll-tax ;  and  whereas  tiiey  hnvi 
arnu  against  our  officers,  and  demanded  the  aboli- 
don  of  personal  fJavery,  vassalage,  and  manorial 
rights,  —  we,  ever  ready,  in  our  sovereign  mercy, 
to  liAtea  to  ihi-  pelifions  of  our  loving  Kubjccta,  dO 
atiniil  nil  these  griei-ances 

Moh.    Huzxa!  long  live  the  king  1 

fferaid  {continuti).    And  do  of  our  royal  miXKy 
grant  a  free  pardon  lo  all  who  may  have  lii'i'n  an; 
waya  concerned  in  ibc  lato  insurrections.     All  tli 
shall  be  faitlifully  pcrtbrm^'ji,  on  our  royal  tronit 
w  help  Qi  God.  —  God  »ave  the  king] 

[_Limd  and  mptattd  tl 

fferaid.    Now,  then,  depart   in   quiet 
homos. 
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fjohn  Sail.   Nay,  mj  gooJ  friend,  the  people  will 

rcmiun 

EmbodiEil  pciifciibly,  till  Parliament 
Confinn  tLe  roynl  clmrler;  tell  j-our  king  so. 
We  will  ttwnit  thu  <Jiartcr's  coiifirmaiiou, 
Ueaa  while  cum  farting  ouc^elviis  orderly, 
a  peaceful  citizens,  not  risen  in  tumult, 
^it  lo  redress  llteir  evils.  [_£xit  Herald,  Sfe. 

[  Jiob.  'Twas  wull  ordered. 

0  but  little  trust  in  courtly  faiiL. 
JoAn  BaU.   We  must  remiiin  embodied!  else  the 
king 
P.VUl  plunge  agttin  in  royal  luxury, 

md,  wbeu  llie  stoi-m  of  danger  is  passed  over, 
rFu^t  Ills  promises. 

/fe(.  Ay :  like  an  aguihli  unner, 

He^l  promi^  to  repent  when  the  Bl's  on  Uhn ; 
When  well  rc<;o¥ered,  laugh  at  his  own  lerrors. 
fien.   Oil  J  1  am  grieved  that  we  must  giun  so 

Utile. 
Tiy  are  not  nil  these  empty  rauks  aholi&hed ; 
ing,  slave,  and  lord,  cnnuliled  iuiu  man  ? 
■An  wc  not  equal  all  ?     Have  you  nut  lold  uie 
Equality  is  ihc  sacred  right  of  man,  — 
■iienahie,  though  by  force  witiiheld? 
Join  Rill.    Even  so ;  but,  Pier^  my  frail  and 
fallible  judgment 
r  Sucnn  hardly  to  decide  if  it  be  right 
Peaceably  to  return,  content  with  Utile, 
With  this  half-restitution  of  our  righu, 
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Or  boldly  lo  jiroceijJ,  ihrougb  blood  aud  etau^t 
I'iU  VIC  ^llould  ull  be  equal,  uiid  all  huiipy. 
I  chose  llic  milder  vis,y :  [ierliu{is  1  oired. 
Piers.    1  foar  me.     By  ibe  mass !  tJte  imste 
people 
Are  flocking  bomcwarda.     How  the  multitude 


Dim 


islie-. ! 


John  Ball.    Go  thou,  my  son,  and  slay  them. 
Carter,  do  you  exert  your  intincnm ; 
jVII  depends  upon  their  stay.    Sly  mind  b  troublec^  _ 
And  I  nould  fain  comjxMo  my  iJiougUts  fi 

[^Exemil  Hob  and  I 
Father  of  morcies  I  I  do  fear  me  much 
That  I  have  erred.     Thou  gav'st  my  ardnnt  it 
To  pierce  the  mbts  of  sujierslilioua  falsehood  j 
Giav'st  me  to  know  the  truth.  I  should  hare  urgedn 
Through  every  oppoailiou:  non,  perhaps, 
The  seemly  voieo  of  pity  has  deceived  me, 
And  all  this  mighty  movement  ends  in  ruin. 
I  fear  me  I  have  been  like  the  weak  teech. 
Who,  sparing  to  eut  deep,  wilh  cruel  mercy 
Mangles  his  patient  witliout  curing  him. 

[  (^at  tmnuU. 
Whatmeans  this  tumult?  Hark!  the  clang  of  aims] 
God  of  eternal  juvttice  1  the  false  monareh 
Tins  broke  his  plighted  vow. 

Enter  Pitrt,  wounded.  ■ 

Pi'wi.    Fly,  fly,  my  father!  —  the  perjured  kii^I 
—  fly,  fly! 
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John  BaU,   Nay,  nay,  my  child ;  I  dare  abide  my 
fate. 
Let  me  bind  up  thy  wounds. 

Piers.  'Tis  useless  succor. 

They  seek  thy  life :  fly,  fly,  my  honored  father ! 
And  let  me  have  the  hope,  to  sweeten  death, 
That  thou,  at  least,  hast  'scaped.  They  are  murdering 
Our  unsuspecting  brethen :  half  unarmed, 
Trusting  too  fondly  to  the  tyrant's  word. 
They  were  dispersing.  The  streets  swim  with  blood. 
Oh,  save  thyself! 

Enter  Soldiers, 

\st  Soldier.   This  is  that  old  seditious  heretic. 
2d  Soldier.   And  here  the  young  spawn  of  rebel- 
lion: 
My  orders  aren't  to  spare  him.  \_Stahs  Piers. 

Come,  you  old  stirrer-up  of  insurrection, 
You  bellwether  of  the  mob :  you  aren't  to  die 
So  easily.  [^Leading  him  off. 

Mob  jiy  across  the  stage  ;  the  troops  pursue  them  ; 
tumult  increases  ;  loud  cries  and  shouts. 

Scene  II.  —  Westminster  Hall. 

King,  Walworth,  Philpot,  Sir  John 
Tresilian,  &c. 

Walworth.    My  liege,  'twas  wisely  ordered  to 
destroy 
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The  dunghill  mbblc,  but  lake  prj»)ner 

Tliiit  old  seditious  priest:  his  strange,  wild  notion 

Ol'  this  etjUiklity,  when  well  esjiosetl. 

Will  create  ndicule,  and  shame  the  people 

Of  their  late  tumulla. 

Sir  John,  Ay,  there's  notiiing  like 

A.  fair,  free,  open  trial,  where  the  king 
Can  choose  hu  jury  and  appoint  his  judges. 

King.   Walworth,  I  must  thank  you  for  my  i 

lit-erance : 

'Twaa  a  bold  Ooed  W  slab  him  in  the  parley 

Kneel  down,  and  me  a  knight,  Sir  William  Wdl 

worth. 

Enter  Messenger, 
J&Siengtr.   I  left  them  hotly  at  ii.     Smithlii 
smoked 
With  the  rebels'  blood ;  your  troops  fought  loyi 
There's  not  a  man  of  ihcm  will  lend  an  e 
To  pity. 

Walworlh.   Is  John  Ball  secured  ? 

Mtnettgtr.  They  have  seisi-d  him.'  J 

KnUr  Guards  with  John  HaSL 
Itl  Oiuird.   We've  brought  ihe  oU  villain. 
2d  Guard.  An  old  niisdiief-inoker.  J 

Why,  ihcre'j  finuen  hundred  of  the  mob  are  lulled, I 
All  iliroii<;h  his  preaching. 
SirJo/in.  Prisoner,  are  you  the  areh-rebi'l  Jol 
Ball? 
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Gl 


John  BalL  I  am  John  Ball ;  hut  I  am  not  a  reheL 
Take  ye  the  name,  who,  arrogant  in  strength, 
^  Rebel  against  the  peo[)Ie's  tovereignty. 

Sir  John.  John  Ball,  yon  are  accused  of  stirring  :i|) 
The  jwor  deluded  people  to  rebellion. 
Not  having  the  fear  of  God  and  of  the  king 
Before  your  eyes ;  of  piviK  iiing  up  stnin;re  notion^ 
Heretical  and  treasonous,  —  such  as  saying 
lltat  kings  have  not  a  right  from  Heaven  to  govern; 
That  all  mankind  are  ec|ual ;  and  that  raid£ 
And  the  distinctions  of  soci*^ty, 
Ay,  and  the  sacred  rights  of  }>ro[>erty. 
Are  evil  and  oppres-ivt*.     Pli.'ad  you  guilty 
To  this  mn>t  heavv  charire  ? 

John  li^iU,  If  it  be  guilt 

To  preach  what  you  are  pleased  to  call  strange 

notions, — . 
That  all  mankind  as  brethren  must  be  equal ; 
That  privik'^red  orders  of  s(K'iety 
Are  evil  and  oppressive ;  that  the  right 
Of  prop4*rty  is  a  ju;rgle  to  d'five 
The  jKKir,  wlioin  you  o;':>n";-.  —  I  ph-ad  nie  guilty. 

Sir  John.    It  is  ai'ai  fst  the  m-iom  of  this  court 
That  the  prisoner  >hnukl  j»lea'l  iruilty, 

John  B*dL  AVI.y,  then,  put  you 

The  needles-i  question?     Sir  Judge,  let  me  save 
The  vain  and  empty  insult  of  a  trial : 
What  I  have  done,  that  I  dare  justify. 

Sir  John.    Did  vou  not  tell  the  mob  thev  w(»re 
oppressed. 
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An<i  preach  upon  ihe  equality  of  man, 
Wiih  I'vil  iiitcntt  thereby  to  stir  ihem  up 
To  tumuh  anj  rebellion  'i 

John  BaU.  Tlint  I  (old  ihem 

That  all  mankiiHl  are  e({aal,  \i  most  true; 
Ye  came  as  lit^lplesa  infanta  to  (lie  world, 
Ye  feel  alike  the  inflmiiiies  of  nature. 
And  ai  last  aioiilder  into  common  clav.         [<^unH 
Why,  thfn,  lliesu  vain  dbtinclioos?     Bean  not  tl 
Food  iu  ubunihince  ?     Must  your  granaries 
O'orllow  with  plenty,  while  the  pour  man  slnrvesl 
Sir  Judgi-,  why  sit  you  there,  clad  in  your  fnre? 
Why  arc  your  cellars  stared  with  chaicv^  wines,  I 
Your  larders  hung  wiili  dainiJes,  while  your  vas»i4 
Aa  virtuous,  and  a!)  able  too  by  nature, 
Thougli  by  your  selfish  tyranny  deprived 
Of  mind's  improvement,  shivers  in  his  rags, 
And  starves  amid  the  plenty  he  creates  ? 
1 1  have  said  this  is  wrong,  and  1  reptrnt  il  i 
'  And  thfre  will  be  a  limft  when  tbisi  great  truth 
Shall  he  confessed, — be  felt  by  all  mankind. 
Tlie  elt^-tric  truiii  shall  run  from  man  tn  man, 
And  the  blood'cemented  pyra:nid  of  grcntnes* 
SlitUl  fall  before  the  flash. 

Sir  John.  Audacious  rebel  I 

How  darest  thou  insult  this  sacmd  court, 
Itlosphemiug  all  the  dignities  of  ntnk? 
How  could  the  government  be  CArricd  on 
Without  the  sacred  orders  of  llio  king 
And  the  nobility  ? 


Mbt  Ball  TeU  me.  Sir  Jodgc. 

kWliAt  iluea  tbe  gtivemmeal  avail  llie  pcasanr? 
I-Waulil  not  he  plough  bis  GM,  and  sow  the  conit 
I  Ay,  aiwl  in  [wace  enjoy  Uie  liarvfst  loo. — 
rWnuld  nut  the  sun  sbiiie,  and  the  tlews  descend, 
iThough  neither  king  nor  {rarliainent  existed? 
|IXi  your  court  politics  unglit  matltr  biin? 

iVnuld  he  lie  warring  even  tinlo  death 
|: With  his  Frendi  neighbors  ?    Charles  and  Richard 

coni«ndi 

BThe  people  fight  and  sufTer.    Think  ye,  rirs, 
~f  neitlicr  country  had  been  cursed  wiiJi  a  chief, 
Hi*  peasanU  woald  have  quarrelled  ? 

Jijn^.  This  is  treason: 

The  patience  of  the  court  has  been  insulted. 
mdemn  the  foul-mouthed,  euutumainoits  rebel. 
Sir  John.  Jolin  Ball,  nbereas  yuu  are  oi^cuscd 

pOf  stirring  up  the  jieople  to  rebellion. 
And  preaching  to  ihcm  slran;;e  and   dangerous 
dootnnes ; 
LAni)  whcrca*  your  behavior  to  the  court 

a  been  most  insolent  and  containaciou*, 
pRsalting  nif^eety  ;  and  since  you  have  pleaded 

ruilty  (o  all  these  charges,  —  I  cotidemn  you 
^o  d(«lli.     You  shall  be  hangdd  by  the  neck, 

till  you  are  d«ad  i  yoiir  boweU  opened  i 
Toar  heart  lorn  out,  and  burnt  before  your  lacei 
xour  tmiioroua  liead  be  gevered  fniin  your  body  t 
■Tniir  body  i]Uiirlered,  nnd  exjxised  U|Hiri 
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The  city  gait's,  —  a  terrible  exampl« : 

And  tlie  Lord  God  have  mercy  on  your  Boul  I 

John  BalL   Wliy,  be  U  so.    !  utui  smile  at  yoia 
vengeanc?e, 
For  I  am  armed  wiili  rectitude  of  souL 
Tlie  truth,  whii-li  all  my  life  I  have  divulged, 
Aixl  am  now  doomed  in  torments  tn  expire  fi>r, 
Shall  still  survive.     The  destined  hour  must  come 
When  it  shall  bhue  with  sun-su quisling  eplendor, 
Aiid  the  dark  miais  of  prejudieo  and  falsehood 
Fade  in  tis  strong  effulgenue.     Flattery's  i 
No  more  ehnJl  ahitdotv  round  tlie  gore-dyed  throne; 
Thai  altar  of  oppression,  ted  with  rites 
More  savage  tlian  the  priests  of  Moloch  taught. 
Shall  be  oonsiimed  amid  the  fire  of  Justice; 
lliB  rays  of  truth  shall  emanate  around, 
And  the  whole  world  be  light«d. 

Ki'tg.  Drag  him  henc«l 

Away  with  him  to  death  I     Order  the  troops 
Now  to  give  quarter,  and  make  prisoners ; 
Let  the  bloud-reeklng  sword  of  wni*  bo  sheathed. 
That  the  hiw  may  take  vengeaoce  on  the  rebeU. 


POEMS    CONCERNING    THE    SLAVE- 

TRADE. 


SONNET  L 


Hold  your  mad  hands !     For  ever  on  your  plain 
Must  the  gorged  vulture  clog  his  beak  with  blood? 
For  ever  must  your  Niger's  tainted  flood 
Roll  to  the  ravenous  shark  his  banquet  slain  ? 
Hold  your  mad  hands !  and  learn  at  length  to  know, 
And  turn  your  vengeance  on  the  common  foe,^ 
Yon  treacherous  vessel,  and  her  godless  crew. 
Let  never  traders  with  false  pretext  fair 
Set  on  your  shores  again  their  wicked  ft*et: 
With  interdict  and  indignation  meet 
Repel  them,  and  with  fire  and  sword  pursue. 
Avarice,  the  white,  cadaverous  fiend,  is  there, 
Who  spreads  his  toils  accursed  wide  and  far. 
And,  for  his  purveyor,  calls  the  demun  War. 


SONNET  TL 

Why  dost  thou  beat  thy  breast,  and  rend  thine  hair. 
And  to  the  deaf  sea  pour  thy  fmntic  cries? 
Before  the  gale,  the  laden  vessel  flies ; 
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Tlie  lieiivDiis  aU-favoriug  snule,  Uie  breeze  l»  falr.-l 
H«rk  t(j  ibe  cliunora  of  (lie  mulling  crew  1 
Uai'k.  huw  thcrir  uinnoii  muck  llie  |>attent  skies  1 
Why  ilosl  Uiou  BliriL-k.aail  simiu  tliy  rud-swoln  e; 
As  lliH  while  sail  is  lessening  fi-um  thy  view? 
Go,  pioij  ill  wmil  Had  anguish  iui<l  (ies[iair : 
Thnre  is  no  uiMrcy  found  in  humtui-kiud. 
G»,  Willow,  lo  Uiy  grave,  and  rest  lliee  lliere  1 
But  imty  tlie  God  of  justice  bid  the  wind 
Whelm  llml  cursed  hui'k  bcneiuli  ilie  mountain-wav^fl 
And  ble^s  witli  libi;rty  and  Jealli  the  ShtT«  I 


SONNET  in. 

Oh,  he  is  vrorn  witli  loll  I  tlie  big  drops  run 

Down  his  dark  cheek.     liold,  hold  ihy  meivilesa   , 

Pale  tyrant!  for,  beneath  thy  hard  oomniand, 

O'erwenricd  nature  sinks.     The  scorching  sun, 

As  pitiless  as  proud  Prosperity, 

Darts  on  him  his  full  beams ;  gasping  he  lies, 

Arraigning  with  his  looks  the  patient  «ki<Mi, 

While  that  inhuman  driver  lifts  on  high 

The  mangling  scourge.     O  je  wlto  at  yoiK"  eaae 

Sip  tlie  blood-sneciened  beverage !  thoughts  like 

Haply  ^e  »com.     I  tliank  lliee,  gracious  Goil, 
lliat  1  do  feel  upon  my  check  ihu  glow 
Of  indignation,  when  bcmcaih  the  rod 
A  sable  brother  writlics  in  silent  woe. 
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SONNET  IV. 

Tis  night :  the  unrelenting  owners  sleep 
As  undisturbed  as  Justice ;  but  no  more 
The  o'erwearied  Slave,  as  on  his  native  shore, 
Rests  on  his  reedy  couch :  he  wakes  to  weep. 
Though  through  the  toil  and  anguish  of  the  daj 
No  tear  escaped  him,  not  one  suffering  groan 
Beneath  the  twisted  thong,  he  weeps  alone 
In  bitterness ;  thinking  that  far  away. 
While  happy  Negroes  join  the  midnight  song, 
And  merriment  resounds  on  Niger's  shore. 
She  whom  he  loves,  far  from  the  cheerful  tlirong 
Stands  sad,  and  gazes  from  her  lowly  door 
With  dim-grown  eye,  silent  and  woe-bdgone. 
And  weeps  for  him  who  will  return  no  more. 


SONNET  V. 

Did,  then,  the  Negro  rear  at  last  tlie  sword 

Of  vengeance?  did  he  plunge  its  thirsty  blade 

In  the  hard  heart  of  his  inhuman  lord  ? 

Oh !  who  shall  blame  him  ?    In  the  midnight  shade 

There  came  on  him  the  intolerable  thought 

Of  every  past  delight,  —  his  native  grove, 

Friendship's  best  joys,  and  liberty  and  love, 

For  ever  lost.     Such  recollections  wrought 

His  bniin  to  madness.     Wherefore  should  he  liv» 

Longer  with  abject  patience  to  endure 

His  wrongs  and  wretchedness,  when  hope  Ciin  giv 
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No  consuliiiiou,  time  can  br 
But  jiisiict;  fur  liiin^tf  he  j 
And  lite  is  lliiui  well  civcii 
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High  in  liic  air  exposed,  tlie  Sliivc  id  hung; 
To  all  tlie  birOs  ol"  heaven,  their  living  fooil ! 
ilo  groans  not,  though,  nH-okeii  by  that  tierce  eua, 
New  lortururs  live  to  drink  their  purenl  blood ; 
He  ground  not,  though  the  gorging  vulture  ii'ur 
The  quivering  fibre.     Hither  look,  O  ye 
Who  101*0  thid  man  from  [>ciice  and  liberty ! 
Look  hither,  ye  who  weigh  with  |)olitie  cure 
The  <:iiiii  jfgiiinst  the  guill!      llfvond  ihe  grave 
Tlii'i-c  is  iuiuilier  world  :  bear  ye  hi  miud, 
Kre  your  lUrrte  ]»-oul:iims  to  all  mankind 
Till-  giiiii  is  worth  the  guilt,  th:it  thert-  the  Slave. 
ISelcii-e  the  Kternal,  "  thunder-iongued  ^hull  [ileud 
Against  the  deeji  dumnittion  of  your  deed." 


TO  THE  GPIXILS  OF  AFRICA. 

O  TIIOU  who  fi-om  the  niountainV  hi-i;;bL 
ltoll..->i  thy  clouds,  with  nil  tiK'ir  wfi^Ni 

Of  wilier*,  lo  old  XileV  miijeMii-  lid.' ; 
Ur  o'er  the  dark.  sL-jmlchrul  phiin, 

Re.-iilh^-t  Ciii-lli;igf  ill  h.'i- unfieEit  |iiiUe, 
The  mi>lre:^:^  of  the  main! 


*nf*  tmlniT  fJ*^—  MBMrufi 
Wbe>«  Gsariiia  M  ibe  UrelMr  %^ 
Fluw»  ndiaat  tkraogfa  tbe  avakeaed  inghL 

jU,  liagcr  not  U  bear  tbe  song: 
Gcain*  I  wmgB  tiiT  ciiildrea'»  wroog. 
IW  doaos  Arwricc  od  toot  Aon 
BriopaU  the  bonon  of  buUva: 
Ab4  loufc  idwre,  Cnm  die  field  of  gon, 
Howfa  tin  b  jee«  o'er  the  iUa  1 
Lo  wbera  Uw  fbuaing  viUage  firea  ibe  Aieal  i 
Arcnpag  Puirt^ !  airake  I  ame  I 

*      Ame !  lb*  cbOdrea'i  rpongt  redrew ; 
Heed  tbe  DMtbcr'i  wt«U4iediiem, 
Wben,  in  tbe  but,  nditctioiu  air, 
O^tT  ber  Bck  lobe  *fae  bows  appraned  i 
Bear  ber  wbea  the  traden  tear 
Tbe  adktiag  faibuit  fram  ber  bntasl,  — 
Soak  ia  die  onaa  be  diall  rest ; 
H«ar  tlug  ibe  wmAvA  Bwtfaar'a  erics, 
Areapag  Pqiwvt'  awake!  ariw! 

Bjr  ibc  raak.  iaftded  ab- 

"Dm  tainu  Ukose  cabia*  of  desfMiri 


By  die  scourges  blackened  o'er. 
And  stilTand  hard  with  human  gore; 
By  every  groan  of  dw|>  distress, 
By  every  curse  of  wretchedness; 
The  vices  and  tlie  cinmea  that  flow 
From  the  hopelessness  of  woe ; 
By  every  drop  of  blood  besgiilt ; 
By  Afric's  vfrong*  and  £uropo'«  guilt,— 
Awtike  1  arise !  avenge  ! 

And  ihou  ho^i  heard;  and  o'or their  blood-fed  plui 

Sent  thine  arcng'tng  hurricanes ; 

And  bade  thy  storms,  wilh  whirlwind  roar. 

Dash  iheir  proitd  navies  on  tlie  shore ; 

And,  where  their  armies  dniiued  the  Aght, 

Witlierdd  ihe  warrior's  might ; 
And  o'er  iJie  unholy  host,  wiili  banuful  breath. 
There,  Genius!  lliou  hast  breathed  the  gnlu^  of  deulL 

BRlnoL,  lies. 


■raE    SAILOK   Wlin    HAD    SEItVEU    IN    TUB 
SL.\VE-T1L\I)E. 

bi  Septemliet.  ITOS,  n  itlwantiug  minlslar  nf  Brisiol  liUMVcrtd 

«Hi)or,iii  the  DBij^hbortivodiirihit  o!t,r,gnMniiijt  Uid  pnyin(    i 
in  a  cuw^^unie.   Th*  cirruitittanoe  which  aiicul<ni«i]  hliBeany 
of  mind  It  dolallM  iu  Cho  ■niiDxsd  LaRtO,  wllbODt  Ihi  ■!%' 
•ddlluHi  or  Biteniliaii.    By  ]>rueiiliii|;  it  m  h  pum,  tlia  i 
i*  RiadB  mora  publici  iiuil  oucU  ilnnei  rmglil  Iu  t>e  inuJ 
(niblio  M  powlbls. 


CONCERNING  THE  SLAVE-TRADE. 

It  was  a  Christian  minister, 

Who,  in  the  month  of  flowers, 
Walked  forth  at  eve  amid  the  fields 

Near  Bristol's  ancient  towers,  — 

When,  from  a  lonely  out-house  breathed. 

He  heard  a  voice  of  woe. 
And  groans  which  less  might  seem  from  pain 

Than  wretchedness  to  flow. 

Heart-rending  groans  they  were,  with  wonU 

Of  bitterest  despair, 
Yet  with  the  holy  name  of  Christ 

Pronounced  in  broken  prayer. 

The  Christian  minister  went  in : 

A  Sailor  there  he  sees, 
Whose  hands  were  lifted  up  to  heaven ; 

And  he  was  on  his  knees. 

Nor  did  the  Sailor,  so  intent, 

His  entering  footsteps  heed  ; 
But  now  "Our  Father"  said,  and  now 

His  half-forgotten  creed, — 

And  often  on  our  Saviour  calltMl 

With  many  a  bitter  groan, 
But  in  such  anj^uish  iis  may  spring 

From  deepest  guilt  alone. 


Tlie  misL-i-alile  tnuu  wiis  a^ked 

Why  be  WOA  kneeling  lliere, 
And  wliiLt  bud  been  the  crime  tliat  cnusrd 

The  luiguisb  of  Lis  prayer. 

"  1  liave  done  a  ciirse<l  thing ! "  he  cried  J 
"  It  liauDts  me  night  and  day  i 

And  I  have  «ougUt  tliis  lonely  place 
Here  uiidiiiturlK^d  lo  jiray. 

**  Aboard  I  havo  no  place  for  prayer; 

So  I  camp  here  alone. 
That  I  might  Trcoly  kneel  and  prayi 

And  call  on  Christ,  and  gi'oan. 

"  If  lo  lUo  mainmust-httad  I  go, 

The  Wicked  One 'is  lluare; 
Froin  {ilace  to  phice,  fnim  rope  lo  rope, 

He  follows  everywhere. 

"  I  ehul  my  eyes,  —  it  matters  not  | 

Still.  filiU  the  same  I  set! ; 
And,  when  I  lie  me  down  at  ni^t, 

Tis  always  day  witli  ine. 

"  He  follow*,  follows  everywhere  i 

And  every  pkoe  is  hell : 
0  God  1  and  1  must  go  with  litm 
[n  endless  fire  to  dwell  I 
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**  He  foUo^'s,  follows  everywhere ; 

He's  still  above,  below : 
Oh,  tell  me  where  to  fly  I'rora  him ! 

Oh,  tell  me  where  to  go !  " 


';\ 


**  But  tell  thou,"  quoth  the  stmnger  then, 
"  What  this  thy  crime  hath  been ; 

So  haply  I  may  comfort  give 
To  one  who  grieves  for  sin." 

"  Oh,  cursed,  cursed  is  the  dee<l !  " 

The  wretched  man  replies ; 
"And  night  and  day,  and  everywhere, 

'Tis  still  before  my  eyes. 

"I  siiiled  on  board  a  Guinea-man, 
And  to  the  slave-eoa-t  went : 

Wouhl  tliat  the  sea  liad  swallowed  me 
When  I  was  innocent ! 

"And  we  took  in  t)ur  car;;o  there, — 

Tlin*e  hundred  neL'i*  slav<'s ; 
And  we  .>ailed  homeward  merrily 

» 

Over  the  ocean-wave-*. 


"  But  some  were  sulkv  of  the  >laves. 
And  would  not  touch  their  meat  ; 

So  therefore  we  were  forced  bv  threats 
And  blows  to  make  them  eat. 
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^)tai^  made  me  tie  her  up, 
1  flog  while  he  stood  by  j 
And  then  Ue  cursed  me  if  I  suiyed 
My  hand  to  hear  her  cry. 

"  She  shrioked,  »hc  groaned :  I  cauld  not 
For  the  capiAin  he  stood  by  : 

Dear  God !  thai  I  might  rest  on«  atghl 
From  titat  poor  creutuni's  cry  1 

"  What  womou's  child  a  aiglit  like  tlmt 

Coald  bear  to  Urok  upon  ? 
And  sliU  t)ic  cnplnin  would  not  ^pare, 

But  made  me  still  flog  on. 

"  She  could  nut  be  more  glad  than  I 

When  she  was  taken  down : 
A  blessed  minute!  'twas  the  last 

That  I  have  ever  known. 


"  I  did  not  close  my  eyes  ^I  night. 
Thinking  what  I  had  done ; 

1  heard  her  groan;,  and  they  grew  faial 
Towards  the  ri&ing  sun. 
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"  She  groaned  and  moaned,  but  her  voice  gi*ew 

Fainter  at  morning  tide ; 
Fainter  and  fainter  still  it  came, 

Until,  at  noon,  she  died. 

"  They  flung  her  overboard :  poor  wi*etch  1 

She  rested  from  her  pain ; 
But  when,  O  Christ !  O  blessed  God ! 

Shall  I  have  rest  again  ? 

"  I  saw  the  sea  close  over  her : 

Yet  she  is  still  in  sight ; 
I  see  her  tw^isting  everywhere ; 

I  hear  her  day  and  night 

**  Go  where  I  will,  do  what  I  can. 

The  Wicked  One  I  see : 
Dear  Christ,  have  mercy  on  my  soul  I 

0  God,  deliver  me ! 

"  Oh,  give  me  comfort,  if  you  can ! 

Oh,  tell  me  where  to  fly ! 
Oh,  tell  me  if  there  can  be  hope 

For  one  so  lost  as  I !  " 

What  said  the  minister  of  Christ? 

lie  bade  him  trust  in  Heaven, 
AjuI  call  on  Him  for  whose  dear  sake 

All  sins  shall  be  forgiven. 
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He  told  hira  of  that  precious  blood 
Which  should  his  guilt  efliice ; 

Told  him  that  none  are  lost  but  the; 
Who  turn  from  proffered  grace. 

He  bade  hira  pray,  and  knelt  with  him, 
And  joined  him  in  his  prayers ; 

And  Borae  who  read  the  dreadful  tale 
Perhaps  will  aid  with  theirs. 

WnrauBT,  ITSB. 


Grenville,  few  years  have  had  iheir  course  since 

last 
Exulting  Oxford  viewed  a  spectiicle 
Like    this   day's   [Ktrap ;    and  yet   to   those  who 

thronged 
These  walls,  which  echoed  then  with  Portland's 

The  bloom  of 
spring 
Is  fled  from  many  a  cheek  where  ro.<eale  joy 
And  beauty  bloomed  ;  ihe  inexorable  grave 
Hath  claimed  its  portion  ;  and  ihc  liaiid  of  youths, 
Who  then,  collected  here  as  in  a  |Mirt, 
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From  whence  to  launch  on  Life's  tulvenlurou^  sea, 
[^tood  on  the  beach,  ere  ihis  hnve  found  their  lots 

f  good  or  eviL     Thus  the  lapse  of  years, 
Brolving  all  things -in  its  ([uiet  course, 
[ath  wrought  for  them ;  nitd  though  llioi'e  years 
have  seen 

I  Fenrfiil  vicissitudes,  of  wilder  change 
•  Than  history  yet  had  leamt,  or  old  rooiance 
I  Id  wildest  mood  imagincri,  yet  these,  loo, 
I  Portentous  as  liiey  seem,  not  less  have  risen, 
L  Eflcb  of  Its  natural  cause  the  sure  efiecl, 

All  rigbteouEly  ordained.     Lo  I  kingdoms  wrecked, 
[  Thnnea  overturned,  built  u|i,  then  swept  away 
Like  fhbrics  in  the  sumnier  clouds,  dispersed 
By  the  same  breath  that  heaped  them  j  rightful  kings 
Who,  from  a  line  of  long-drawn  ancestry. 
Held  the  transmitted  sceptre,  lo  the  axe 
.  Bowing  the  &noial<'d  head ;  or  dragged  away 
To  cat  tile  broad  of'  bondage ;  or  escaped 
h  tlie  shadow  of  Itrttannia'e  shield, 
I  •Duire  only  safe.    Such  tate  have  rioious  courts, 

men  corrupt,  and  fear-struck  jtolicy, 
I'lPpon  themselves  drawn  down;  till  Europe,  bound 
I'ln  (roa  chains,  lies  bleeding  in  the  dust, 
T  .Beneath  the  feet  of  upstart  lymuny  : 
•Odj  tlte  heroic  Spaniard,  he  alone 
f '  Yet  uiunbdued  in  Ihesv  degenerate  days, 
I  Wllh  desperate  virtue,  such  as  in  old  time 
I'  Hallowed  Saguntum  and  Numiuilta'*  name, 
I  Stands  up  aguiii.^t  the  op]irc^sDr  uiuli^maycd. 
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So  may  llie  Almighty  blcsa  llie  noble  race, 
And  crown  with  happy  end  their  holiest  cause  1 1 

Deem  not  these  dreAd  events  the  monstrous  b 
Of  f.luinue.     And  ihou,  0  England !  who  dost  ^ 
Serene  amid  (he  waters  of  the  flood, 
Preser\ing,  erun  like  the  ark  of  old, 
Aini'l  the  general  wreek.  thy  purer  faith, 
Domestie  loves,  and  ondent  liberty, — 
Look  to  thyiseir,  0  England  1  for  be  sure. 
Even  to  the  measure  of  tliine  own  desert, 
The  cnp  of  retribution  to  thy  lipt 
Shall  soon  or  late  be  dirult  I  —  a  thought  Unit  n 
Might  fill  the  rtoutest  heart  of  all  thy  eon# 
With  awful  apprehension.     Theraforo  tliey 
Who  fear  the  Eiemal's  justice  bless  thy  name,   { 
Gi-enville,  because  ihe  wrongs  of  AfVien 
Cry  out  no  more  to  draw  a  curse  from  Heaven 
On  England ;  for  if  sliU  ihe  trooping  sbariia 
Traek  by  the  scent  of  death  llie  accursed  ship 
Freighted  with  human  anguish,  in  her  wuke 
Pursue  the  cha^e,  crowd  round  lier  keel,  and  iLuCfl 
Toward  the  sound  contending,  when  Ihcy  heai 
Tlie  frequent  camoss  from  her  guilty  ilei-k 
Dash  in  the  opening  drep,  no  lon^'r  now 
The  guilt  sliall  rest  on  England :  but  if  yet 
There  be  among  her  children,  baiil  of  heart 
And  soared  of  coni^ienec,  meii  who  »et  at  nouj^ 
llcr  laws  and  Goil'o  own  woi-d,  o|)on  thomi^lvw  J 
TiiL'ir  sins  bo  vlsittd  !     The  red-cross  flag. 
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Redeemed  from  stain  so  foul,  no  longer  now 
Covereth  the  abomination. 

This  thy  praise, 
O  Grenville !  and,  while  nations  roll  away. 
This  shall  be  thy  remembrance.     Yea,  when  all 
For  which  the  tyrant  of  these  abject  times 
Hath  given  his  honorable  name  on  earth. 
His  nights  of  innocent  sleep,  his  hopes  of  heaven ; 
When  all  his  triumphs  and  his  deeds  of  blood, 
The  fretful  changes  of  his  feverish  pride, 
His  midnight  murders  and  perfidious  plots. 
Are  but  a  tale  of  years  so  long  gone  by, 
That  they  who  read  distrust  the  hideous  truth. 
Willing  to  let  a  charitable  doubt 
Abate  their  horror,  —  Grenville,  even  then 
Thy  memory  will  be  fresh  among  mankind ; 
Afric  with  all  her  tongues  will  speak  of  thee, 
With  Wilberforce  and  Clarkson,  he  whom  Heaven 
To  be  the  apostle  of  this  holy  work 
Raised  up  and  strengthened,  and  upheld  through  all 
His  arduous  toil.     To  end  the  glorious  task, 
That  blessed,  that  redeeming  deed  was  tliine : 
Be  it  thy  pride  in  life,  thy  tliouglit  in  death, 
Thy   praise  beyond  the  tomb.      Tlie  statesman's 

fame 
Will  fade,  the  conqueror's  laurel-crown  grow  sear 
Fame's  loudest  trump  upon  the  ear  of  Time 
Leaves  but  a  dying  echo  :  they  alone 
Are  held  in  everlasting  memory 
Whose  deeds  partake  of  heaven.    Long  ages  lience. 
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NationB  uobom,  in  cities  that  shall  rise 

Along  the  palmy  coast,  will  bless  thy  name ; 

And  Senega]  and  secret  Niger's  shore, 

And  Calabar,  no  longer  startled  then 

Witli  sounds  of  murder,  will,  like  Isis  now. 

Ring  with  the  songs  that  tell  of  Grenville's  praise. 

EUWICK,  ISIO. 
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Where  a  tight  thall  shuddering  sorrow  And, 

BtA  tf  the  rains  of  the  homan  mind. 

Bowui. 


I. 

ELINOR. 

TiMB,  Morning.  —  Scene,  The  Shore, 

Once  more  to  daily  toil,  once  more  to  wear 

The  livery  of  shame,  once  more  to  search 

With  miserable  task  this  savage  shore  ! 

O  thou  who  mountest  so  triumphantly 

In  yonder  heaven,  beginning  thy  career 

Of  glory,  —  0  thou  blessed  sun  !  thy  beams 

Fall  on  me  with  the  same  benignant  light 

Here,  at  the  farthest  limits  of  the  world. 

And  blasted  as  I  am  with  infamy, 

As  when  in  better  years  poor  Elinor 

Gazed  on  thy  glad  uprise  with  eye  undimmed 

By  guilt  and  sorrow,  and  the  opening  morn 

Woke  her  from  quiet  sleep  to  days  of  peace. 

In  other  occupation  then  I  trod 

The  beach  at  eve  ;  and  then,  when  I  beheld 

The  billows,  as  they  rolled  before  the  storm, 
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Burst  Oil  the  rack,  nni  rage,  mv  limiii  ^ul 
Sliriiiik  at  ilio  [lei-iU  or  the  boiin<llc^  deep, 
Aiiil  huuvud  a  sigli  for  suffering  mariners  i 
Ah !  lillle  thinking  I  myself  iva^  doomed 
To  l«inpl  the  perils  of  lie  houndless  deep, 
An  outcast,  unbeluved  and  unlit' wailed. 

Still  wilt  thou  haunt  rae.  Memory  I  slill  prose 
Tlie  fields  of  England  to  m^  exiletl  eyvi. 
The  joys  which  once  wi?re  mine.     Even  now  I  ■ 
Thu  lowly,  lovely  dwelling:  even  now 
Behold  the  woodbine  clasping  its  white  walls, 
W}|i;re  feurlesfly  tlie  rcdhrcasls  chiri>ed  urounij  | 
To  iLsk  their  morning  meal,  and  whi?r(t  at  eve 
I  loved  to  sit,  and  watch  the  rook  sail  by, 
Aiid  hear  his  hollow  tone,  what  time  he  nought 
The  churchyard  elm,  that,  with  ita  ancieii 
Full-foliaged,  half  concealed  the  house  of  tiod,  — 
Tliat  holy  house  where  I  so  oft  have  heard 
My  father's  voice  explain  the  wondrous  worki 
Of  Heaven  to  sinllil  man.     Ahl  liltlc  deemed 
His  virluous  buiKim  that  his  shameless  child 
So  soon  ahoultl  spurn  the  1es«on ;  sink,  the  Slavs' 
Of  Vice  luiil  Infamy,  ihe  hireling  prey 
Of  bnitftl  apiM'iilB  ;  at  length,  worn  out 
'With  famine  and  the  avenging  ucourge  of  guilt| 
Should  share  dishonesty,  yet  dread  to  die  1 

Welcome,  yc  savage  lands,  ye  barbarous  c 
Wlicre  angry  England  sends  her  outcast  soni 
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^  hiul  your  joyless  shores !     My  weary  bark/ 
uong  tempesl-ia^ed  on  Life's  inclement  sea, 
Here  hails  her  haven ;  welcomes  the  drear  scene, 
%tt  marshy  plmn,  the  brier-entangled  wood, 
Lnd  all  the  perils  ol'  u  world  unkmnvn. 
PPor  Elinor  has  nothing  new  to  fear 
Pram  cruel  Fonuiie:  all  her  niiikting  ahafls, 
arbed  with  disgrace  and  venomed  with  disease, 
Iflave  piorued  my  ho^om  ;  and  the  dart  of  death 
a  lost  its  terrors  to  u  Wretch  like  me. 

'  Welooroe,  ye  marshy  heuths,  ye  pathless  woods, 
fhere  the  rude  nitiive  rests  his  wearied  frame 
sneath  the  sheltering  shade ;  where.when  the  storm 
ISonumbs  bis  naked  limbs,  he  flies  lo  seek 
tLVtlD  dripping  shelter!     Welcome,  ye  wild  plai:is. 

Unliroken  by  ihc  plough,  undelved  by  hand 
P'Of  patient  rustic ;  where,  for  lowing  herds 
E^nd  for  the  music  of  the  blenting  lloeks, 
rJUoQO  is  heard  the  kangaroo's  swl  note, 
f  DeepoDiiig  in  distaui^  1     Welcome,  wilderness, 
EMiUUre'a  domain  I  for  tiere,  aa  yet  unknown 
E&he  comforts  and  the  crimes  of  polislied  life, 

Rniure  benignly  gives  to  all  enough, 
MSDeniei  tu  all  a  superituily. 
tWiiat  though  the  garli  of  infnmy  I  wear,— 

^  day  by  thiy  along  the  echoing  beach 

Wf  gxiber  wave-worn  shells ;  yet  day  by  day 
a  in  honesty  my  frugal  food, 
And  lay  me  down  at  night  to  culm  rejiose : 
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Nu  loOrc  condcmnci],  the  merceniLry  luul 

ur  brutal  lusl,  wliilc  hcavea  llie  indignoia  Ik-ui1-J 

ALlioiTciiL  luitl  Hclf-loatlied,  lo  fold  my  armA 

Round  llie  rank  fuloii,  Mid  for  daily  bread 

To  liug  oonia-jion  lo  my  poieonHil  brcnsi. 

Uii  these  wild  chores,  the  saving  bniid  of  Grai 

Will  prolio  my  si'cret  soul,  aud  cleanse  iu  woi 

Aiid  fit  ihc  fiulliful  penitent  for  heaven. 


HUMPHREY  AND  WILLIAM. 
Time,  Noon. 


Serbt  thou  nuL,  Willium,  iliat  the  arardiing  si 
By  this  tunt!  htdf  his  iliiily  race  liulli  run  ? 
Tlie  siivnge  thrusts  his  light  ctmoe  lo  shorv, 
And  hurries  homeward  with  his  fishy  store. 
Suj>iiii8e  we  leiive  awhile  this  siuhbom  soil. 
To  eul  our  dinner,  and  to  nfit  from  toil. 


Agreed.    Ton  tree,  who»e  purple  gum  bestow* 
A  ready  medicrine  for  the  sick  man's  woes, 
Forms  with  its  shadowy  boughs  a  cool  retreat 
To  shield  us  from  the  noontide's  sultry  ht<at. 
Ah,  Humjihrciy  !  now,  ii]ion  Old  Knglmid's  sliorOk  i 
I'lie  weary  laborer's  morning  work  is  o'er. 
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Ihe  wooflman  tliere  resls  from  liis  measured  atroke, 
Plinga  ilnwn  his  axe,  and  sits  benealU  the  oak ; 
jSxvored  witli  hunger,  ihere  he  e»U  hta  ibocl. 
Then  drinks  Uic  cooling  streamlet  of  the  wood. 

na  cooling  slreumlet  winds  its  way ; 
Ko  jova  domestic  crown  for  us  the  day : 

G  fclnn's  nnme,  tlie  outcast's  garb,  we  wuiir, 
?oil  ftll  the  day,  and  nil  the  night  di^pnir. 


Ay*  William!  laboring  up  the  furrowed  gi-oiind, 
E  used  to  lovo  ihe  village  clock's  old  sound, 
tejoice  to  hear  my  morning  toil  was  done, 

r  And  trudge  it  homeward  when  the  clock  wtjnt  one. 

I  Twofl  ere  I  turned  a  soldier  Kiid  &  aiimer. 

I  Pftlmw !  curse  this  whining  I  let  us  fall  lo  dinner. 


I  I,  too,  liavc  loved  this  hour,  nor  yet  forgot 
(.The  household  comforts  of  my  little  cot; 
I  for  at  this  hour  my  wife,  with  watchful  cai-e, 
rWas  wont  her  humble  dainliea  lo  prepare. 
IThc  keenest  same  by  hunger  was  supplied; 
[jAnd  my  poor  children  prattled  at  my  side. 
[UtiLkinks  I  see  the  old  oak  table  spread, 
^7Wdeaawhil«trendier,and  the  good  brown  bread  J 
f  ,de  cheese,  my  daily  fare,  which  Hary  made,  — 
^orMnry  knew  full  well  the  hounewile's  ti-ade; 
g  of  cider,  —  cider  I  could  make  ; 
knd  Ihon  the  knives,—  I  won  'cm  >il  ihc  wake. 
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Aiioilier  lias  ihcm  n< 
Look  back  IV i nil  like 


V !     I,  lotling  here, 
cliiUI,  mid  drop  u  ttmr. 


1  lova  u  dismal  stury :  li-il  me  ihine ; 
Meantime,  good  Will,  I'll  listen  as  I  dine. 
I  100,  my  i'rieiii),  ena  lell  a  piteous  storv, 
Wli«.  I  iLirncd  lioro,  ll.jw  1  porclm*ed  glory. 


J3ul,  liiimpliccy,  sara  (liou  ntvur  ciuiitt  liuve  knuirn 

The  wmfurls  of  a  liule  buruo  thine  own ; 

A  homo  so  eniig,  so  chourt'ul  too,  as  mino: 

Twaa  always  clean,  and  wo  tohM  make  U  fiii«. 

For  there  ICing  Chnrles's  Gulden  Rules  were  mmuvV 

And  there  —  Gi>d  lile*s 'em  hothi  —  the  King  k 

Queens 

The  pewter  plates,  our  gnnii«hiH]  chimney's  gruett,  I 
So  bright  that  in  thum  you  might  see  your  Ik 
And  over  nil,  to  Trightcn  thicvi^,  wm  hung. 
Well  i-lcaniTd,  ulihoiigli  but  seldom  iid«d,  my  gun.    I 
Ah,  that  iliitntied  gtin !  I  took  it  down  ono  mom,  - 
A  desjK-mtc  deal  of  hurra  they  did  my  com. 
Our  testy  8qi(ii-e,  too,  loved  to  cmvc  the  breed ; 
So  covey  U|ion  eovey  aic  my  eocd. 
I  marked  llie  mischievous  rogues,  and  took  tay 

aim: 
I  fii^d.  iJiey  fell,  and  —  up  llie  kee^iar  uame. 
Tliat  cursed  moniing  brought  on  my  iiiid<jitig: 
1  went  to  prUon,  iitid  my  funn  to  ruin. 
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Poor  Mary !  for  her  grave  the  parish  paid ; 
No  tombstone  tells  where  her  remains  are  laid/ 
My  children  —  my  poor  boys  — 

HUMPHREY. 

Come !  —  grief  is  dry  — 
You  to  your  dinner ;  to  my  story  I. 
For  you,  my  friend,  who  happier  days  have  knoH  u, 
And  each  calm  comfort  of  a  home  your  own, 
This  is  bad  living.     I  have  spent  my  life 
In  hardest  toil  and  unavailing  strife ; 
And  here,  from  forest  ambush  safe  at  least, 
To  me  this  scanty  pittance  seems  a  feast. 
I  was  a  ploughboy  once,  as  free  from  woes 
And  blitliesoine  as  tlie  lark  with  whom  I  rose. 
Each  evening,  at  return,  a  meal  I  found; 
And,  though   my   bed   was    hard,  my  sleep  was 

sound. 
One  Whitsuntide,  to  go  to  fair  I  drest. 
Like  a  great  bumpkin,  in  my  Sunday's  best; 
A  primrose  posy  in  my  hat  1  stuck. 
And  to  the  revel  went  to  try  my  luck. 
From  show  to  show,  from  booth  to  booth,  I  stray. 
See,  stare,  and  wonder  all  the  livelong  day. 
A  sergeant  to  tlie  fair  recruiting  came. 
Skilled  in  man-catcliing,  to  beat  up  for  game ; 
Our  Inwth  he  entered,  and  siit  down  by  me ; 
Methinks  even  now  the  very  scene  I  see !  — 
The  canvas  roof,  the  hogshead's  running  store, 
The  old  blind  liddler  seated  next  the  door. 
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The  frothy  laiiluLrd  passing  to  and  fro. 
And  tbc  rude  rabbit^  round  tb«  pllppct-^llo^T, 
The  sergpant  ejed  roe  well ;  lU«  pnnch-liowl  vointl 
And,  as  we  laughed  and  drank,  up  struck  the  druin 
Aud  now  he  gives  a  bumper  to  hi«  wench ; 
"  God  Mve  the  King!"  and  then,  '*  God  damn  tl 

French  1 " 
Then  tells  the  Btory  of  his  last  campaign,  — 
[low  many  wounded,  and  how  many  alain  ; 
Flag«  flying,  cannons  roaring,  driim^  a-bealingi 
The  English  marching  on,  the  Fr>;ncU  reti'eating.  J 
"  Push  on,  push  on,  my  lads!  they  fly  before  yetfl 
March  on  to  riches,  happitiesf,  and  glory  I " 
Al  first  I  wondered,  by  degrec«  gi-ew  bolder, 
Then  cried,  "  'Tis  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  soldier !  " 
"Ay,  Humphrey!"  says  the  sergeant,  — "  Ihol^fl  | 

your  name  ?  — 
'Tis  a  fine  thing  to  tight  the  French  for  fun 
March  to  the  field,  knock  out  a  Mounseur's  bnuiuisl 
And  pick  tlie  seoundrcrs  pocket  for  your  pains. 
Come,  Humphrey,  come !  lliou  iirt  a  lad  of  epiril  {,  I 
lUse  to  a  lialbert,  aa  I  did,  by  merit ! 
Wouldsl  thou  believe  it  ?  even  I  was  once, 
As  liiou  art  now,  a  ploughboy  and  a  dmice  } 
But  courage  raided  tne  to  my  rank.     IIow  now*  J 

boy  I 
Shall  Hero  Humphrey  still  bi;  Niimps  the  plougbfl 

Iwy? 
A  proper-shaped  young  fellow,  tall  and  siraiglii  I 
^Vliy,  ihon  wert  made  for  glory  [  —  five  feet  eigbt  [  I 
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>iO 


"Backal 


The  nwd  to  riclies  is  the  field  of  fight !  — 
Didst  ever  iee  a  guinea  look  ao  bright  ? 

',  regimentals,  NujDps,  would  give  ttiee  grace 
L  hat  and  feaiher  would  becuiue  that  face : 
f-The  girls  would  crowd  around  thee  U>  be  kissed  1 
jDoailov«agirl?" — "Odd  pounds  I"  I  cried, ' 

11811" 

0  puaed  the  night;  anon  the  morning  came, 
Lnd  off  I  set  a  volunteer  fur  fume. 

k  slioulders,  turn  out  your  toes,  liyld  up  ; 
head, 

[Stand  easy  !  "  —  so  I  did,  till  almost  dciul. 
Ob,  how  I  loitged  to  tend  the  pluugli  ugjiiii, 
nidge  up  the  liehl,  and  whistle  o'er  the  pkin 
'hen  tired  a:id  sore,  amid  the  piteous  throng, 
[lungry  and  cold  und  wut,  I  limi>ud  along, 
\aA,  growing  fainKir  as  I  ]>iissed,  and  coldur, 
^rsod  tliat  ill  hour  when  1  beciimc  a  aoldiur  1 
n  town  1  found  iJie  hours  more  gayly  pass, 
iad  timn  fled  ^wiftljr  with  my  giil  and  gli 


I'U 


nilrous    kind,    luid 


,iidmi 


:    girls 
fair; 
K^ey  soon  transferred  me  d 
j.Tbe  doctor  undertook  to  cur 
f 'And  lie  almoel  transferred  n 
1  Twere  tedious  lo  relate  the  dismul  6lory 
I'  Of  filling,  luting,  wrelchedne^s,  uud  glory. 
I  At  last  dischurgcd,  lo  Gnglnnd'^  shores  1  etmie, 
'Paid  lor  my  wounds  with  want  instead  of  fume  i 


3  thu  doctor'^  cure  ; 
re  the  ov  il, 
ic  lo  the  Devil. 


90  SOUTHKTS    POEUS. 

Found  my  fttir  friends,  and  plundei'cd  as  llic^  bade  I 

They  kissed  nie.  coaxed  me,  robbed  me.  luid  b^  I 

trayed  me. 

Tried  and  eonderaned,  liis  miyesiy  tnujsports  luc  i  J 
Aud  here  in  peace,  I  thaiik  liiui,  lie  supports  me. 
So  ends  my  dismal  and  lieroic  story;  [gloiy'l 

And  Uuinpbi-ey  get«  more  good  from  guilt  thttD  I 
Oxruiiii,  list. 


JOHN,  SAMUEL.  AND  lUCii.UiJ). 

Time,  Evening.  I 

Tis  a  cnlm,  pleasant  evening ;  the  light  titdeij  uwaj. 
And  the  aun,  going  down,  lias  done  watch  for  the  day. 
To  my  mjnd,  we  live  wondi'ous  wcU  when  trans- 
It  la  but  to  work,  and  we  must  be  Bupportod. 
Fill  the  can,  Dick  I     Success  here  to  Botany  Bayl  I 


Su<.-e«s$.  if  you  will  {  but  God  seed  me  away  I 


You  lubberly  Undsmen  don't  know  when  you'ra 

well : 
Uadst  thou  known  half  the  hardships  of  wbicb  I 

'■ail  teU ! 
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So  I  toalc  lifuve  to-iliiy  of  nJl  cure  and  oM  «ori 

And  was  drilled  to  repentance  tuid  reason  to-morroWil 


I  would  be  a  sailor,  mid  plough  tlie  wide  ouuuni 
But  was  soon  Biek  aiid  sad  wiili  tlie  billows'  con 

molioo  ; 
So  the  boauwitin  be  sent  me  alofl  on  the  iniut, 
And  cursed  inc,  uiid  bade  ine  cry  iheiM.  — -  and  bald 4 

fosll 

After  marcliing  all  day,  faint  and  hungry  and  sQnA 
I  have  lain  down  at  niglit  on  the  swamps  of  tl 

Uosheltured,  and  forced  by  fatigue  U>  remain,  - 

All  chilled  by  tlte  wind,  and  benambed  by  the  roiib'l 


I  have  rode  oat  the  storia  when  the  billows  bcuL 

high, 
And  the  red  gleaming  lightnings  flashed  tliniiigh 

(he  dark  sky ; 
When  the  tempest  of  night  the  black  eea  overcast. 
Wet  and  weary  I  labored,  yet  sung  to  tbo  blast. 


[  have  marched,  trnmpets  mounding,  drums  beating, 

liiigs  flying. 
VThort:  the  music  of  war  drowned  tlie  shrieks  of  lite 

dying! 
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I  the  shots  wliizisd  around  me,  all  dangers 
defied i 

1  on  when  my  comrades  fell  dead  ai  my 
eide; 
rove  tho  foe  from  (he  mouth  of  tlic  cannon  ntvay ; 
t,  conqncrod,  and  bled,  all  for  sixpence  a  day. 


Lnd  I  too,  fri<-nd  Samuel,  liave  heonl  the  fhot» 

rnlllc ! 

But  we  Bcnmeo  rejoice  in  the  play  of  Llie  bnltle ; 
Though  the  chain  und  the  grape-shot  roll  spliiitei^ 
irg  around, 
■•Witli  the  blood  of  our  messmates  though  sliiipery 

the  ground, 

■  Tbe  fiercer  the  fight,  etill  tho  fiercer  we  grow ; 
We  heed  not  our  loss,  so  we  cooqucr  tbe  foe ; 
And,  the  hard  balllo  won,  if  ihe  prize  bo  not  fiink, 
The  captain  gets  rich,  and  the  sailors  get  drunk. 


}od  help  the  poor  soldier  when  backward  be  goes, 
U  disgrnceful  retreat,  through  a  eouiilry  of  foua  1 

Mjiite  from  danger  by  day  or  by  night, 
pte  is  still  forced  to  Ay,  BliU  o'ertukcn  to  fight ; 
rery  step  tliat  he  takes,  he  must  buttle  his  way ; 
I  must  force  hia  hard  meal  from  the  peasant 

awny: 

O  rest  and  no  hope,  from  all  succor  iifiir' ; 
tfOod  forgive  the  poor  soldier  for  going  In  Ihe  war  1 
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But  whtkt  are  theeo  dangora  to  thote  I  htivc  passed. 
When  the  dark  billoivB  roaicd  to  iht 

bl&8t ; 
When  we  worked  at  the  pumps,  wor 

and  weak, 
And  with  dread  still  beheld  the  increase  of  the  leak? 
Sometimes  as  we  rose  on  the  wave  could  our  sight. 
From  the  rocks  of  the  shore,  catch  the  lighthouse's 

light : 
In  rain  to  tlie  beach  to  assist  us  tbcj  press ; 
We  ijre  Faster  and  faster  our  guns  of  distress 
Still,  with  rage  anabating,  the  wind  and  wavoil 


How  the  giddy  wreck  reels,  as  the  billows  burst  o'erll 
Leap,  leap!  for  she  yawns,  for  she  sinks  in  the 


Call  on  God  to  preserve ;  for  God  only  can  save. 


There's  an  end  of  all  troubles,  however,  at  last ; 
And  when  I  in  tlie  wagon  of  wounded  was  cast, 
When  my  wounds  with  the  cliilly  night-wind  smart' 

ed  sore. 
And  I  tliougbt  of  the  friends  I  should  never  8 

No  hand  to  relieve,  scarce  a  morsel  of  bread, 
Sick  at  heart  I  have    envied  the  peace  of 


the^^B 
ibort^^H 

i 
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Left  to  rot  in  a  jail  till  bj  treaty  set  free, 

Old  England's  white  cliffs  with  what  joj  did  I  see ! 

I  had  gained  enough  glorj,  some  wounds,  but  no 

good; 
And  was  tamed  on  the  public,  to  shift  how  I  could. 
When  I  think  what  Tve  suffered,  and  where  I  am 

now, 
I  curse  him  who  snared  me  awaj  from  the  plough. 

JOHN. 

When  I  was  discharged,  I  went  home  to  my  wife, 
There  in  comfort  to  spend  all  the  rest  of  my  life. 
My  wife  was  industrious ;  we  earned  what  we  spent, 
And,  though  little  we  had,  were  with  little  content ; 
And,  whenever  I  listened  and  heard  the  wind  roar, 
I  blest  Grod  for  my  little  snug  cabin  on  shore. 
At  midnight  they  seized  me,  they  dragged  rae  away, 
They  wounded  me  sore  when  I  would  not  obey ; 
And,  because  for  my  country  Td  ventured  my  life, 
I  was  dragged  like  a  thief  from  my  home  and  my 

wife. 
Then  the  fair  wind  of  Fortune  chopt  round  in  my 

face, 
And  want  at  length  drove  me  to  guilt  and  disgrace. 
But  all's  for  the  best :  on  the  world's  wide  sea  cast, 
I  am  havened  in  peace  in  this  comer  at  last. 

SAMUEL. 

Come,  Dick !  we  have  done ;  and  for  judgment  we 
call. 
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AjiiI,  in  Tuiih,  I  can  give  70U  do  judgment  at  all,  < 
But  that,  ns  you're  now  settled,  anrl  safe  from  fori 

wcnlher, 

Ton  drink  up  j-oiir  grog,  and  be  merry  together. 
OxroKD,  IT 04. 


FREDERia 

TiMK,  Night.  —  SCESE,  Iht  Woods. 

WnEitE  sliall  1  mm  roe  ?  wliilher  Bhull  I  bend 
My  weiiry  wi\y?  thus  worn  with  (oil,  and  faini. 
How  through  Ihi  Uioi-ny  mazes  of  this  wood 
Atlnin  my  distiint  dwi-lltiigf'     Thut  deep  cry 
ThnL  echoes  llirough  the  forest  sterns  to  sound 
My  parting  knelt:  il  is  ihe  midnight  hou'l 
Of  hungry  monslcre  prowling  for  their  prey. 
Again  !     Oh,  save  me,  save  me,  gracious  Ilcaveal  1 
I  am  not  fit  to  die. 

Thou  coward  wretch  1 
Wliy  paipilatca  thy  heart?  why  shake  thy  limbs 
Beneath  ihy  palsied  btirden  ?    Is  iborc  aught 
So  lovely  in  existence  ?     Wouldst  thou  ihiiiji 
Even  to  its  dregs  the  bitter  draught  of  life? 
Staiii|ied  with  the  brand  of  Vice  and  Infamy. 
Wliy  should  ihe  felon  Frederic  shrink  from  death? 
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Death  I     Where  the  magic  in  that  empty  name 
That  chills  my  inmost  heart  ?    Why  at  th^  thought 
Starts  the  cold  dew  of  fear  on  every  limb  ? 
There  are  no  terrors  to  surround  the  Grave, 
When  the  calm  Mind,  collected  in  itself. 
Surveys  that  narrow  house :  the  ghastly  train  ^ 

That  haunt  the  midnight  of  delirious  Guilt 
Then  vanish ;  in  that  home  of  endless  rest 
All  sorrows  cease.    Would  I  might  slumber  there ! 

Why,  then,  this  panting  of  the  fearful  heart  ?  — 
This  miser  love  of  life,  that  dreads  to  lose 
Its  cherished  torment  ?     Shall  a  man  diseased 
Yield  up  his  members  to  the  surgeon's  knife, 
Doubtful  of  succor,  but  to  rid  his  frame 
Of  fleshly  anguish ;  and  the  coward  wretch, 
Whose  ulcerated  soul  can  know  no  help, 
Shrink  from  the  best  Physician's  certain  aid  ? 
Oh !  it  were  better  far  to  lie  me  down 
Here  on  this  cold,  damp  earth,  till  some  wild  beast 
Seize  on  his  willing  victim. 

If  to  die 
Were  all,  'twere  sweet  indeed  to  rest  my  head 
On  the  cold  clod,  and  sleep  the  sleep  of  Death ; 
But  if  the  archangel's  trump,  at  the  last  hour, 
Startle  the  ear  of  Death,  and  wake  tlie  soul 
To  frenzy  ?     Dreams  of  infancy  !  fit  tales 
For  garrulous  beldames  to  afTrighten  babes ! 
What  if  I  warred  upon  the  world ;  the  world 
Had  wronged  mo  first,     I  had  endured  the  ills 
VOL.  n.  H 
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Of  Lard  injustice  ;  all  this  goodly  eurlb 

Wfts  but  to  me  one  wide  waste  wilderness ; 

I  had  no  share  iu  Nature's  patrimony; 

Blasted  were  all  my  morning  bopea  of  yootb; 

Diirk  DisRppointment  followed  on  my  ways; 

0»re  WH3  my  bosom  inmate  ;  Penury 

Gnawed  at  my  heart.    Eternal  One  !  thou  know'atfl 

How  that  poor  heart,  even  in  the  bilter  hour 

Of  lewdest  revelry,  has  inly  yearned 

For  peace. 

My  Father!  I  will  call  on  thee, 
Pour  to  thy  mercj-seat  my  earnest  prayer, 
And  wait  Ihy  righteous  will,  resigned  of  bouL 
0  Ihought  uf  comfort  I  how  the  afflicted  heart, 
Tired  wi[li  the  tempeat  of  its  passions,  rests 
On  you  with  holy  hope]     Th*?  hollow  howl 
or  yonder  harmless  tenant  uf  the  woods 
Comes  with  no  li^rror  to  the  sobered  sense. 
If  I  have  sinned  against  mankind,  on  tliem 
Hb  that  past  ain ;  ihoy  made  me  what  I  was. 
In  these  ettreme^t  climes,  Want  can  no  more 
Urge  me  to  deeds  of  darkntas;  and,  at  length. 
Hero  I  may  rost.     Wbal  though  my  bul  be  poot. 
The  rains  descend  not  through  its  bumble  roof. 
Would  I  were  there  again  I    The  night  i»  cold  i 
And  what  if,  in  my  wanderings,  I  sbould  I'ouae 
The  savage  from  his  thicket  ? 

Hark !  tbe  gun  I 
And,  lo!  the  firo  of  safety!     I  sliall  reaeb 
My  little  but  again  ;  again  by  toil 
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Force  from  the  stubborn  earth  mj  sustenance ; 
And  quick-eared  Guilt  will  never  start  alarmed 
Amid  the  well-earned  meaL     This  felon's  garb,  — 
Will  it  not  shield  me  from  the  winds  of  heaven  ? 
And  what  could  purple  more?    Oh,  strengthen  me, 
Eternal  One,  in  this  serener  state  I 
Cleanse  thou  mine  heart,  so  Penitence  and  Faith 
Shall  heal  my  soul,  and  mj  last  days  be  peace. 

OXPORD.  1794. 


Go,  Valenline,  and  tell  tbat  loveljr  maid, 
Whom  fancy  stiil  will  [Kirtray  to  my  sight. 
How  here  I  linger  in  this  sullen  shade, 
This  dreary  gloom  of  dali,  monastic  night; 
Say  that,  from  every  joy  of  life  remote, 
At  evoning'a  closing  hour  I  quit  the  throng, 
Listeniiig  in  solitude  the  ring-dove'a  aole, 
Who  pouts  like  me  her  solliaiy  song  j 
Say  that  her  ahseoce  calls  the  sorrowing  sigh; 
Say  thiit  of  all  her  charms  I  love  to  Bpealt, 
In  fancy  fuel  the  magic  of  her  eye. 
In  fancy  view  the  smite  illume  her  cheek, 
Court  tho  [one  hour  when  silence  stills  the  grov&l 
And  heave  the  sigh  of  memory  and  of  love. 
1701. 


TiiiKK,  Valentine,  as,  speeding  on  thy  way, 
Homeward  thou  Imsiest  light  of  heurt  along, 
If  heavily  creep  on  one  little  day 
The  medley  crew  of  Lmvcllers  among. 


SOKNETS.  lOl 

^Ink  DO  thine  absent  frietid ;  rellecl  tlmt  Lere 
Oti  life's  sad  journey  comfortless  lie  roves, 
Bemola  from  erery  scene  hU  heart  hoIJs  dear, — 
Vrom  bun  he  values,  and  from  her  he  loves. 
LDd  wlieo,  disgusted  with  the  vain  iuid  dull, 
Pliom  chance  companions  of  thy  way  muy  doom, 
f-Tliy  mind,  of  each  domestic  comlbri  fall, 
f  Turns  to  ilself,  and  medilstes  on  home, 

hi  think  u'imt  cores  mu^t  acho  within  his  hrenat 
a  loathes  Uio  road,  yet  sees  no  homo  of  rest. 


o  thee,  BedToi^l,  mournful  is  (he  tale 
fOf  days  departed.     Time,  in  his  career, 
[  Arraigns  not  thee  lliat  the  neglccleU  year 
I  Bath  pBfiscd  uiilieeded  onwunl.     To  the  rala 
V'Of  years  thou  joumeyest ;  mny  the  future  rood 
I  Be  pleasant  as  the  past;  und  on  my  friend 
I 'Friendship  and  Love,  best  blessings,  still  attend, 
If  mi,  fbll  of  days,  he  reiich  the  calm  abode 
I'  W here  Nature  slumbers  1     Lovuly  is  the  age 
^0f  Tirtuo :  with  such  reverence  we  behold 
The  bUvot  hairs,  as  some  gray  oak  grown  old, 
Tlial  whilom  mocked  the  rushbig  tempest's  rage, 
Now  like  a  monument  of  strength  decayed. 
With  nirely -sprinkled  leaves  casting  a  trembling 
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As  thus  I  fitond  beside  the  murmuring  stream, 
And  watch  its  current,  Memory  here  portraj^ 
Sceuca  faintly  formed  of  half-for^tlen  days. 
Like  far-off  woodlands  by  the  moon's  bright  hea 
Dimly  descried,  but  lorely.     1  bare  worn 
Amid  these  hauntfi  the  heavy  hours  away, 
When  childhood  idled  through  the  Eabbath-daf  1 .1 
Risen  to  my  tasks  at  winter's  earliest  morn ; 
And,  when  the  summer  twilight  darkened  herci,  ] 
Thinking  of  home,  nnd  all  of  heart  forlorn, 
Have  sighed,  and  shtid  in  secret  many  a  tear- 
Dreamlike  and  in  lisLinct  llioae  days  appear, 
As  the  faint  sounds  of  ibts  low  brooklet,  borne 
Upon  the  breeze,  rea  h  fitfully  the  ear. 


v.— IIIE  EVESDJG  RAINBOW. 

UiLD  arch  of  promiael  on  the  eveniag  sky 
Thou  ehineat  fair  with  many  a  lovely  ray. 
Each  in  the  other  melting.     Much  mine  ey« 
Dolightfl  to  linger  on  tbee  j  for  the  day. 
Changeful  nad  many- weathered,  seemed  to  sm 
Flasliing  brief  splendor  through  tlie  clouds  awhile^ 
Which  deepened  dark  anon,  and  fell  in  rain : 
But  pleasiuit  is  it  now  (o  pause,  and  view 
Thy  various  tints  of  frail  and  watery  hue, 
And  tliink  tlie  storm  shall  not  return  again. 


WrtB  maDjr  a  weary  slep,  at  length  I  gain 
Thy  siimmlL,  lAusdonn;  aud  tlie  cool  breeze  plays 

lOtaletVilly  roimd  mj  brow,  as  hence  I  gaze 
kck  on  the  fair  expanse  of  yunder  plain. 

PTwas  u  long  nay,  and  tedioua ;  to  the  eye 
Though  fair  the  extended  vale,  and  ihir  to  view 
The  autumnal  leaves  of  many  a  faded  hue, 
That  eddf  ia  tlie  wild  gust  moaning  by. 
Even  so  it  tared  with  life :  id  discontent. 
Bestless  through  Fortune's  mingled  scenes  I  went, 
Yet  wept  to  think  they  would  return  no  more. 

L  But  cease,  fond  heart!  in  such  »ad  llioughta  to 


WSoi  surely  thou  ore  long  siiail  reaeh  thy  home, 
PAsd  pleasant  ia  the  way  that  lies  before. 


B  U  the  rising  morn  when  o'er  the  sky 
B  orient  san  expands  bis  roseate  ray  i 
il  lovely  to  [be  musing  poet's  eye 
|il«a  the  sofV  radiance  of  departing  day  : 
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But  fairer  is  the  smtle  of  one  we  love, 

Than  aU  llie  sceneii  in  Nature's  ample  swaf  i 

Aiid  sweeter  than  llie  music  of  the  grove, 

The  voice  llini  bids  us  welcome.    Such  delight,  I 

EDiin  1  is  mine,  escaping  lo  thy  sii-ht 

From  the  cold  converse  of  the  indifferent  thron| 

Too  swiftly  then  loward  ihe  silent  night, 

Ye  hours  of  huppiness,  je  speed  along, 

Wliilst  I,  from  all  the  world's  dnll  cares  apart. 

Pour  out  the  fueltnga  of  axy  burdened  heart. 


How  dnrldy  o'er  j-on  far-off  mountain  frowns 
The  gathered  tempest !  fram  that  lurid  cloud 
The  deep-voiced  ihnnders  roll,  awful  and  loud, 
Though  distant ;  while  upon  the  misty  downs 
Fast  falls  in  sliadowy  streaks  the  pelting  nun. 
I  never  saw  so  lerribie  a  storm  I 
Perhaps  some  way-worn  traveller  in  vain 
Wraps  his  thin  raiment  round  bis  shivering  fan 
Cold  even  as  hope  wiihin  him.     I  tiie  while 
Pause  here  in  sailncss,  tliougii  the  sunbeams  smUl 
Cheerily  round  nic.     Ah  Ibat  thus  my  lot 
Might  be  with  Peace  and  Solitude  assigned, 
Where  I  might  from  some  little  quiet  cot 
Sigh  for  the  crimea  and  miscriea  of  mankind! 

lTt4. 
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IX 


0  THOU  sweet  Lark,  who,  in  the  heaven  so  high 
Twinkling  thy  wings,  dost  sing  so  joyfully  1 

1  watch  thee  soaring  with  a  deep  delight, 
And,  when  at  last  I  turn  mine  aching  eye 
That  lags  below  thee  in  the  infinite. 
Still  in  my  heart  receive  thy  melody. 

O  thou  sweet  Lark  !  that  I  had  wings  like  thee  I 
Not  for  the  joy  it  were  in  yon  blue  light 
Upward  to  mount,  and  from  my  heavenly  height 
Graze  on  the  creeping  multitude  below ; 
But  that  I  soon  would  wing  my  eager  fliglit 
To  that  loved  home  where  Fancy  even  now 
Hath  fled,  and  Hope  looks  onward  tlirough  a  tear. 
Counting  the  weary  hours  that  hold  her  here. 

1798. 


X. 

Tnou  lingerest,  Spring !  still  wintry  is  the  scene ; 
The  fields  their  dead  and  sapless  russet  wear ; 
Scarce  doth  the  glossy  celandine  appear 
Starring  the  sunny  bank,  or  early  green 
The  elder  yet  its  circling  tufts  put  forth ; 
The  sparrow  tenants  still  the  eaves-built  nest, 
Where  we  should  see  our  martin's  snowy  breast 
Oft  darting  out ;  the  blasts  from  the  bleak  north. 
And  from  the  keener  east,  still  frequent  blow. 
Sweet  Spring !  thou  lingerest ;  and  it  sliould  be  so: 
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Latij  let  ihc  Hclds  and  gunJcnii  blossom  out ! 
Like  man  when  most  wilh  Eiuiles  thy  face  is  dreaa 
'Tis  W  deceive;  and  h«  who  knows  ye  best, 
Wiien  most  yu  [jrumise,  ever  moat  must  doubt.  ■ 

WlSTDDRT,  IT  US. 


XI. 

"  Bewakb  a  speedy  friend  1 "  the  Arabian  saida 

And  wisely  was  it  be  advised  distrnst: 

Tbe  flower  tbat  blossoms  earliest  fndes  ihe  firsL^ 

Look  at  yoD  Oak  tlmt  lifts  its  etatcly  head, 

And  dollies  wilh  tlie  aulamnal  storm,  whose  r\ 

Tcmpeslfi  the  great  sea-wavea:  slowly  it  rose, 

Slowly  its  strength  increased  tlirougfa  many  an  ago, 

And  timidly  did  its  light  leaves  disclose, 

As  doubtful  of  the  spring,  their  palest  green. 

They  to  the  summer  cautiously  expand, 

And,  by  the  warmer  sun  and  season  blond 

Matured,  their  foliage  in  the  grove  is  seen, 

When  lie  bure  forest  by  the  wintry  blast 

Is  swept,  still  lingering  on  th9  boughs  the  last. 


XIL— TO  A  GOOSE. 

1p  thou  didst  feed  on  western  plnins  of  yore ; 
Or  waddle  wide  wilh  flat  and  flabby  feet 
Over  some  Cambrian  mounlAin's  plashy  moor] 
Or  find  in  former's  yard  it  safe  retreat 
From  gypsy  thievee,  and  foxes  sly  aod  flMt; 


I  Uij  gray  quilU,  by  lawyer  guided,  tiace 
s  big  with  ruin  to  some  wretclied  race, 
r  love-sick  poel's  eonnei  sad  and  eweol, 
ailing  the  rigor  of  his  lady  fair; 
r  if,  the  drudge  of  housemaid's  daily  toll, 
Jobwebs  apd  diisl  tliy  pinions  wlut«  bvsoil,  — 
ed  Goose !  I  uciiher  know  nor  care. 
B  I  know,  tbat  we  prunoimceil  llieu  fine, 
iODed  with  SE^e  and  onions  and  port-wine. 
LoKbON,  ITSS. 


r  I  HARrBL  not,  0  Sun  I  that  unto  thee 
In  adoration  man  should  bow  Ihe  knee. 
And  pour  his  prayers  of  mingled  awe  and  love; 
For  like  a  god  thou  art,  and  on  thy  way 
glory  ahcddest,  with  beoignaot  ray, 
f  and  life  and  joyance  from  above, 
iger  let  tlieae  mista  thy  radiance  shroud, — 
cold,  raw  mists  that  chill  ihe  comfortless  day ; 
But  ihed  thy  splendor  tlirough  the  opening  cloud, 
I  cheer  iliu  earth  once  more.      The  languid 
flowers 

I  Jm  iceatless,  beaten  down  with  heavy  rain : 
f  £anh  asks  thy  preeenee,  saturate  with  showers : 
wO  Lord  of  light  I  put  forth  thy  beams  again, 
^fOT  damp  and  cheerless  are  the  gloomy  huura. 
WsmoBT,  ITSB. 
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Fair  be  ihj  fortunes  in  tbe  distant  land, 
Companion  of  my  earlier  years,  and  Friend  I 
Go  to  the  Eastern  trorld,  and  may  the  Iiand 
Of  Heaven  its  blessing  on  thy  lubor  send  I 
And  may  I,  if  we  erermore  should  meet, 
Sec  ihee  with  otliuence  to  thy  native  shore 
RelDmcd !     I  need  not  pray  that  I  may  greet 
The  some  unlainted  goodness  as  before. 
Long  years  must  intervene  before  that  day ; 
And  whiit  the  changes  Ueaven  to  each  mny  »eai 
It  boots  not  now  to  boile :  0  early  Friend ! 
Assured,  no  dislunce  e'er  can  weiir  nway 
Esteem  long-roolod,  and  no  change  remove 
Tho  dear  remembrance  of  the  fiiend  wo  love> 


A  wnrsitLED,  a'ahhu'd  man  lliey  picture  thee, 
Old  Winter,  wilU  a  mggeJ  bwirJ  as  gray 
As  the  long  moss  upon  the  apgile-tree ; 
Blue-lipped,  an  ice-drop  at  ihy  sliurp  blue  nose. 
Close  muQIed  up,  and  on  thy  dreary  way 
riudding  ulonu  through  sicut  and  drifting  snowi 
Tlit^y  should  Imve  drawn  thee  by  Uiti  liigh-heapedfl 

heiu-tli. 
Old  Winter  I  seated  in  thy  great  anneil  ehairi 
Watching  the  ctiildren  at  their  Christmtts  mirtht   i 
Or  cin-Icd  by  them,  as  thy  lips  declare 


no  souTHEr'a  poeus. 

Wiih  shouU  exulting  leave  their  nniive  laiiil. 
And  know  no  care  beyond  llie  present  tity. 
liut  13  Uiere  no  poor  niounier  lutl  Leliind, 
WIio  sorrows  for  a  child  or  husband  there; 
Who,  at  the  hoivting  af  the  midnight  wind. 
Will  wake  and  Iremble  in  lier  boding  prayer? 
So  may  her  voice  be  heard,  and  Heaven  be  kindll 
Go,  gallunt  Shiji,  and  be  ihy  fortune  fair! 
WuTDUBT,  mi). 

xvm. 

O  Goo  \  have  mercj,  in  ihia  dreadful  hour. 
On  tlie  poor  mariner  1     In  comfon  here, 
Safe  sheltered  as  I  am,  I  almost  fear 
The  bltist  that  rages  with  resistless  power. 
What  were  it  now  to  toss  upon  the  waves, 
llic  maddened  waves,  and  know  no  succor  nee 
The  howling  of  the  storm  alone  to  hear. 
And  ihc  wild  sea  that  to  the  temp^l  raves ; 
To  gaze  amid  tlie  horrors  of  the  night. 
And  only  see  the  billow's  gleaming  lights 
Then,  in  the  dread  of  death,  to  think  of  her. 
Who,  as  she  Ii»teii8  sleepless  to  the  gale, 
Puis  up  a  silent  prayer,  and  waxes  pale  ?  • 
O  God!  have  mercy  on  the  maiinerl 

WKwTBunr,  1T9B. 
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Sfik  comes  mujeatic  wiili  her  swelling  ?ai1s, 
The  jridliuit  Ship :  along  hor  watery  wAy, 


aOJfKKTS.  Ill 

Homewai'd  she  lirive*  before  the  favoring  gales; 
I  Now  flirting  at  their  Icngih  the  etrcainen  )>laj, 

And  now  they  ripple  with  the  ruffling  breeze. 

Hark  to  the  sjiiloro'  shouts !  the  rci-k^  relmund, 
j  Tbuodrring  in  echoes  lo  the  jojful  sound. 
I  J^ng  have  they  voyaged  o'er  the  distant  was  j 
r  And  what  a  hearl-delighi  they  feel  ni  lust, 

So  many  (ails,  m  many  dangers,  pa^l, 
[  To  TJew  [he  port  desired,  he  only  knowa 

Who  on  the  stormy  deep  for  many  a  day 

Hath  ttKjpd,  a-weary  of  bis  wal«ry  way, 

And  ww«hed.  all  anxious,  every  wind  thai  blows. 


}  FAXEvrKLi.,  my  home,  my  home  no  longer  now, 
I  Witaeaa  of  many  a  culm  and  happy  day ! 
I  And  thou,  fair  eminence,  upon  whose  brow 

Dwelld  the  last  sunshine  of  tlie  evening  ray, 
I  Farewell !     These  eyes  no  longer  shall  pursue 
I  The  western  sun  beyond  the  ftulh^t  height, 
I  When  slowly  he  forsakes  the  fieMs  of  light. 
P  No  more  the  fVejihne«s  of  the  falling  dew, 
J  Cool  and  delightful,  here  »hall  bnihe  ray  heikd. 
I  As  IVom  this  western  window  dear  t  lean, 
[  Lbtenlng,  the  while  I  watch  the  placid  Rceiic, 

The  martins  twittering  inidcrncaih  the  shed. 

Farewell,  dear  homo,  where  many  a  day  has  pa^ed 

In  joys  whose  loved  remembrance  long  shall  last! 
WtsmuKT,  rw. 
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Scene.  —  The  Promontory  of  Leucadia, 

This  is  the  spot:  'tis  here,  tradition  says, 

That  hopeless  Love,  from  tliis  high,  towering  rock, 

Leaps  headlong  to  oblivion  or  to  death. 

Oh,  'tis  a  giddy  height !  my  dizzy  liead 

Swims  at  the  precipice !  —  'tis  death  to  fall ! 


Lie  still,  thou  coward  heart !  this  is  no  time 
To  shake  with  thy  strong  throbs  the  frame  con- 
vulsed. 
To  die,  to  be  at  rest,  —  oh  pleasant  thou^rht  I 
Prrchanee  to  leap  and  live;  the  sonl  all  still, 
And  the  wild  temj)est  of  the  pa^^sions  Implied 
In  oiK^  deep  calm ;  the  lirart,  no  more  dix-a-r*! 
By  the  quick  ague  lits  of  hope  and  fear. 
Quietly  cold ! 

Presiding  Powers,  look  down  ! 
In  vain  to  you  I  ]>oured  my  earnest  prayers ; 
111  vain  I  sung  your  praises,  —  chiefly  thou, 
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%  Vemis  I  uDgraierul  godd^M,  whom  mj-  lyre 

[  Hvnin«d  willi  such  full  devotion.    Lesbian  groves, 

I  Witness  huw  uf^tn.  at  the  lunguid  hour 

[Of  sununer  twilight,  to  llie  melling  gong 

I  Te  gave  yoat  clioral  eclioes !     Grocian  maids, 

I  Who  bear,  with  downcast  look  and  flushing  cheek. 

That  lay  of  love,  bear  witness !  and  ye  youllis 
I  Who  hang  «iuaplunHi  on  tlie  Impaii^ioncd  strain, 
'  Gasing  with  eloquent  eye.  even  till  iJio  heart 
Sinks  in  ihe  deep  delii^um  !     And  ye  loo, 
Ages  utiboro  1  bear  witness  ye  how  hard 
Hut  fate  who  hymned  llie  votive  hymn  in  vain  I 
UngruteTuI  goddess!  I  tiare  hung  my  luie 
In  yondrr  holy  pile  ;  my  lianri  no  mure 
Shall  wnke  the  taeWici  that  fuileil  to  move 
1  Ubdurale  Phaoii ;  yet,  wJien  rurnor  tolls 
I  How  from  Lcneadia  Snppho  oast  herself, 
I  A  self-deroled  victim,  —  he  may  melt 
f  Too  laM  in  pity,  obstinate  to  love. 

Ob,  haunt  his  midnight  dreams,  block  Nrraeeis, 
L  Whom,'  self-conceiving  in  ilie  inmost  depths 
I  Of  Cliaos,  blackest  Night,  long  laboring,  bore, 
I  When  the  stem  Drstinie.s  her  elder  brood, 
I  And  ahapeloM  Death,  from  that  more  monslious 

birth 

\  Iieapt  shuddering,  —  haunt  his  eiimibers,  Nemeais ! 
\  Scorch  with  the  ttrcs  of  I'hlcgethon  his  heart, 
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Till,  helpless,  hopeless,  Heaven -abandoned  wroiclii  J 
He  too  shall  seek  beaoath  the  unfathomed  deep 
To  hide  him  from  lliy  fury. 

How  the  sea 
Far  distant  glitlera,  as  the  sunbcama  smile 
And  gayly  wantoD  o'er  its  heaving  breast  I 
Phcebus  shines  forth,  nor  wears  one  cloud  IQ  mouro  >J 
His  votary's  sorrows.  God  of  day,  shine  on  ! 
By  man  despised,  forsaken  by  the  gods, 
J  supplicate  no  more. 

How  many  a  day, 
O  pleasant  Lesbos  I  in  Ihy  secret  streaim 
Delighted  iiave  I  plunged,  tVora  the  hot  sun 
Screened   by  the   o'enu-uliing  grave's   ilelightful  I 

And  pillowed  on  the  waters !     Now  the  waveif 
Shall  chill  me  to  repose. 

Tremendous  height ! 
Scarce  to  the  brink  will  these  rebellions  limbs 
Support  me.     Unrk,  how  the  rude  deep  below 
Roars  round  the  rugged  base,  as  if  U  called 
Its  long-reluctant  victim  I     I  will  come  I 
One  leap,  and  all  is  overl     The  deep  rest 
Of  death,  or  tranquil  apathy's  dead  calm. 
Welcome  alike  to  me  !     Away,  vain  fears ! 
Phaon  is  cold,  and  why  should  Sa|>pho  live  ? 
Phnon  is  cold,  or  with  some  fwrer  one, — 
Thought  worse  than  death  I 

[.SH«  Ihroxes  herself  from  ihe  prteipict 
OxroHD,  1TB8. 
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XIMALPOCA. 

The  stoiy  of  this  Mexican  king  is  related  by  Torquema^la 
in  his  ^  Monarquia  Indiana,"  1.  il.  c.  28,  and  by  the  Abate  Cla- 
vigero,  **  Storia  Antica  del  Messico,"  t.  i.  1.  iii.  p.  199.  The 
sacrifice  was  not  completed;  a  force  sent  by  his  enemy  airived 
in  time  to  prevent  the  catastrophe ;  he  was  carried  o^  cuptive, 
and  destroyed  himself  in  prison. 

Scene.  —  The  Temple  of  Mexitli, 

Subjects  I  friends !  children !  I  may  call  you  chil- 

dren. 
For  I  have  ever  borne  a  father's  love 
Towards  jou.     It  is  thirteen  years  since  first 
You  saw  me  in  the  robes  of  royalty,  — 
Since  here  the  multitudes  of  Mexico 
ELailed  me  their  king.  I  thank  you,  friends,  that  now, 
In  equal  numbers  and  with  equal  love, 
You  come  to  grace  my  death. 

For  thirteen  years, 
What  1  have  been  ye  know,  —  that  with  all  care, 
That  with  all  justice  and  all  gentleness. 
Seeking  your  weal,  I  governed.     Is  there  one 
Whom  I  have  injured  ?  one  whose  just  redress 
I  have  denied,  or  baffled  by  delay  ? 
Let  him  come  forth,  that  so  no  evil  tongue 
Speak  shame  of  me  hereafter.     O  my  people ! 
Not  by  my  sins  have  I  drawn  down  upon  me 
The  wrath  of  Heaven. 

The  wrath  is  heavy  on  m* 
deavy !  a  burden  more  than  I  can  bear ! 


lie 
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I  have  enilurBcl  contempt,  insult,  and  wrongs 
Frotn  Uml  Aculliuun  tyrant.     Sliould  I  £eek 
Revenge?     Alas,  my  peoplel  we  lire  few, — 
Feeble  our  growing  stntc     It  bnlU  not  yet 
Rooted  it^'if  to  bear  llie  hurricane ; 
It  is  the  lion-cub  that  leinpt^  not  yet 
The  tigur's  futl-ageJ  fury.     Mexicans  I 
Ha  sent  Ii>  bid  me  wear  a  womtiri'^  robe : 
When  vraa  the  day  that  erer  I  looked  back 
In  battle?     Mexicans  ]  the  wife  I  loved. 
To  failh  nTid  friendship  trusted,  in  despite 
or  nic,  of  Heaven,  he  seized,  and  spumed  h< 

Polluted  !     Coward  villain !  and  he  lurks 

Behind  his  armies  and  his  multitudes, 

Ami  mocks  m;  idle  wrath  I     It  is  not  fit, 

It  is  not  possible,  that  I  should  live. 

Live!  and  deserve  to  be  tlie  finger-mark 

Of  slave  contempt  I     His  blood  I  cannot  roach ; 

But  in  my  own  all  stMn«  may  be  effaced : 

It  shall  blot  out  the  marks  of  infamy ; 

And.  when  the  warnors  of  the  days  to  oome 

Tell  of  Ximalpuca.  it  ehall  be  said 

He  died  the  brave  man's  death. 

Not  of  the  Grwi  ] 
Unworthy  do  I  seek  hia  aliar  Ihu^ 
A  voluntary  riolim ;  and  perchance 
The  sactificfl  of  life  may  profit  ye. 
My  people,  lliougli  all  living  efforts  ffuled 
By  fortune,  not  by  faulti 
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Cease  your  lament ! 
Uid,  if  your  ill-doomed  Iting  deserved  your  love, 
y  of  him  to  your  chlidren.  He  was  one 
Tio  bravely  bore  misfonune,  —  wlio.  when  life 

c  difiliouor,  hIiooIc  his  body  ufT, 
knil  joined  ihe  spirits  of  liie  heroes  dead. 
101  in  Mielanteuctli'g  dark  nbode 
■owarda  shall  your  king  receive  his  doom  j 
t  in  the  iey  cavem»  of  the  North 
hiffer  through  endless  age^.     He  shsll  Join 
I  The  spirits  of  tiie  brave  [  with  thera,  nt  morn, 
(Shall  i<sup  from  the  eAsiern  gnte  of  henven, 
r]  follow  through  hU  fields  of  tight  ibc  Sun  ; 
I  them  shall  raise  the  song  and  neatu  the 

dant;e, 
t  in  the  stream  of  splendor,  company 
)0WD  to  the  western  palace  of  his  rest 
e  Prince  of  Glory,  and  with  cqtial  eye 
dnre  his  centred  radiance.     Not  of  you 
I'orgelful,  0  my  people  1  even  then : 
in  the  amber  cloud  of  noon 
iffiised,  will  I  o'cr^pread  your  summer  fields, 
n  the  freshened  maize  and  brightening  meads 
!t  plenty. 

Spiiits  of  my  valiant  nires, 
B I    Mexitii,  never  at  tliy  rfirine 
d  braver  blood;  never  a  noblur  heart 
learned  up  to  thee  its  life.     Prle«is  of  iht  God. 
perform  your  office  1 
I  WaRBOT,  iTsa. 


bOUTHEVS    POEMS. 


THE  WIFE  OF  FERGUS. 

"  FkroitsIUb  el  perijl  Teneuo  ab  uinro  iIrU.  AUi  KriM 
cum  uxor  SEEpe  exprol)raiset  el  rufttrini'inll  oontsntptaiBj 
p«t]Icuni  grej^,  n»qu«  qaicquuo  prorwiuQl,  ti 
dormieatem  ab  en  itnjigulalura.  Quajtiuiio  ile 
hntiitA,  dnin  uniooram  plurin;:  iniimulirsnlur,  nee  qoiiqnl 
De  in  graTlsumit  quldsm  Mrmontu  qalcqaam  Aitoretor,  nmlti 
■lioqul  Terox,  tot  [□nnzlonim  capltnm  mlHrta,  In  mad 
proonsil,  ac  e  supcrlon  loop  cedem  «  w  Tuctum  oonfma,  M 
All  ludlbrium  HupflrflsME,  pectun  culiro  tniiiAfudil:  quod  qJM 
racCuni  voria  pro  cujuH)ue  ingeiiiu  «t  noceplun: 
lermonlbBt  celebntum."  —  Buchamm. 

Sc  EN  E.  —  The  Palace  Cfoarl.    Thi  Queen  tjieakin^ 

from  the  BaUlemmU. 
Cei.9E,  cbase  your  tomienl^  I  spare  the  suSere»t:| 
twttcbinen,  nol  ihuira  ihc  deed ;  tlie  crime  wns  n 
Mine  is  the  glorj'. 

Idle  threats !     I  stand 
Secure  :  all  access  lo  these  hattlemenls 
Is  bniTed  beyond  your  sudden  strength  to  force  ;  fl 
And  lol  the  dagger  by  which  Fergus  diedl 

Sliaine  on  yc,  StMlolimen,  that  a  vroman'a  h 
Was  leTl  lo  do  ihts  deed!     Shame  an  ye,  ihaovsi 
Who  with  slavc-pAtience  hare  so  long  endured 
The  wrongs  and  iniolunoc  of  tyranny  I 
Cowanily  race  !  thai  nol  a  husband's  sword 
Smote  lliat  adullerou.s  king!  tiiitt  not  a  wife 
Et!venged  her  own  |>olliition,  in  his  biood 
Washed  herself  pure,  and  Ibr  the  sin  uoinpuUed  \ 


HONODflAUAS. 


IID 


med  by  riglit«ous  murder!     O  my  Godl 
f  wbat  bean-maiier  hasi  ihou  moulded  them, 

,r  with  wroog*  like  tliese  ?   Tliere  was  ft  time, 
lieii,  if  Ibe  bard  liad  feigaed  jo\i  such  a  tale, 

ir  ejres  had  throbbed  with  aoger,  and  your  band, 
■  hottest  instinct,  would  have  graiped  the  sword, 
j^niserable  men,  who  have  disgraced 

r  Gathers,  whum  your  sons  must  blush  to  name '. 

I  Ay,  ye  can  threaten  me  1  ye  caa  be  brave    ' 
|l  Kager  to  a  womim  I  —  one  whose  virtue 
Ppbnuds  your  uuward  vice ;  wliuse  name  will  live, 
lured  luid  (iniisod  in  song,  when  noL  a  hand 
M  root  frtxn  your  forgotten  motiuraents 
e  cankering  moss.     Foots  I  fools !  to  tliink  thai 
k  not  a  tliiug  familiar  la  my  mind !  [death 

a  if  I  kuew  Doi  what  must  consummiite 
J  glory  I  as  if  aught  Ihot  eartli  oun  give 
Ooald  tempt  me  to  endure  tlie  toad  of  life ! 
Scotchmen  !  ye  saw  when  Fergus  to  the  atlar 
Led  me,  his  maiden  queen.     Ye  blest  mo  then, — 
1. 1  heard  you  bless  me;  and  I  tlioiight  lliat  Heaven 
~  1  beard  you  also,  and  thui  I  was  blest  i 
r  I  loved  Fergus.     Bear  me  witness,  God! 

Ii  what  a  hcart-and^Mul  sincenty 
9  Upa  fvonounced  the  uarecallablu  vow 

made  me  \iU,  him  mine  I  bear  witness,  Thou 
B  whose  tliroiic  I  this  day  must  npiiear 
d  with  hh  blood  and  mine !    My  bean  was  his 
a  the  sUvnglh  of  all  ila  first  alfeclions. 


l'2ti  sonTBEi's  POEua. 

It)  all  obedience,  ii:  all  love,  I  kept 
Holy  my  murriage-vow.  Behold  mc,  Lhaoi^]^ 
Time  huth  not  ohnnged  ibe  face  on  wliiuh  his  ^ 
So  ofttn  dwelt,  when  with  assiduous  care 
lie  sought  my  love,  with  ievming  truLli,  far  oq^ 
Sincere  herselt^  impossible  to  doiibu 
Time  bmb  not  changed  ibot  face-  1  speak  not'M 
With  pride  of  beaulies  tbat  will  feed  the  « 
To-monww;  but  with  honc^ft  pride  1  say. 
That,  if  the  truest  und  tba  purest  love 
Deserved  rwjuital,  such  wits  ever  mine- 
How  often  itieking  from  the  adulterous  bed 
Have  I  received  him,  tuid  with  uo  complaintl  J 
Megloct  and  insult,  cruelty  and  scam. 
Long,  lung  did  I  endure,  and  long  curb  down  i 
TUe  indignant  ualure. 

Tell  your  countryinu 
SooichmeD !  what  I  have  spoken.    Say  to  (J 
Ye  saw  the  Queen  of  Scotland  liA  the  dagger  J 
B«d  from  lier  buitband'^  heart ;  that  in  her  o 
She  pluiigod  iu  [_Siahi  her 

Tell  them,  &Ui,  that  Oie  felt  J 
No  guilty  fear  in  death. 


LUCRETIA. 
SCBKE.  —  The  Houat  of  CoUatine. 
Wei.COmk,  my  faitierl  good  Vuleriu:", 
Wi-lciuno  I  »uid  Jbou  too,  Ilnitus !  ye  w 


My  wcdiling  guests,  and  fitly  ye  ai-i 
My  husband,  —  Collating,  —  alas! 
_Lacretia'9  hasband,  for  ibou  shall  n 
dlu^on  to  thy  bosom,  —  hoar  me  on  1 
r  I  muM  leil  thee  all. 
_  I  aat  at  eve 

Spinning  omul  my  maidens  us  I  wont. 
When,  from  the  camp  at  Ariiea,  Suxtus  came. 
Curb  down  thy  swelling  feelings,  Collaline ! 
I  litUe  liked  the  man  I  yet,  for  he  came 
From  Ardea,  for  he  brought  me  news  of  thee^ 
I  ;;liu]iy  gnve  him  welcome ;  glnitly  listened  — 
Thou  canst  not  tell  how  glndly  —  lo  his  tales 
Of  battles,  and  the  Ion?  and  perilous  siege ; 
And,  vheo  I  laid  me  down  at  night  to  sleep, 
Twas  with  a  lighieocd  heart  j  I  knew  thee  safei 
Bly  vlsionn  were  of  thee. 

Nny,  hear  nic  ont ! 
And  l>e  thnii  wlao  in  veiigeiknt-e,  eo  thy  wife 
Not  vainly  sluill  hnve  suHc^ri'd.      I  hnve  wroiighl 
ity  Roul  B]y  to  the  hit^iness  of  rhis  honr. 
That  it  may  stir  your  n>>l)Ic  spirits,  and  prompt 
Ruch  gloriiiiis  doeiU  that  ages  yet  (inborn 
Shull  hleoH  my  fate.     At  mhlnighi  I  awoke  : 
The  Tarqnln  was  heaide  roe  !     O  my  hwbund  !" 
Where    wert    thou    llien?      Gone    was    my    rebel 

•Irengih. — 
All  power  of  utterance  gone  I     Astonished,  stannodi 
I  uiw  the  eowanl  TulIlHn.  heard  him  nr^ 
Hi*  wicked  suit,  and  hid  me  tamely  yield,  — 


V2-Z  aorxHKT's  pof.»is. 

Yiiild  (o  dishonor.     When  he  prollerud  deutli,    , 
Oh,  I  had  leapt  to  meet  ihe  mHrcit'ul  swuni. 
But  ihat  with  most  ftcciirsed  vows  he  vowed 
That  he  would  lay  a  dead  slave  by  my  aide. 
Murdering  my  8i>oilc«s  honor.     CoUatine. 
From  what  an  aiiguii^h  have  I  rescued  theel 
And  Choii,  my  father,  wretched  as  thou  lot, 
Thou  mifierable,  childlesa,  poor  old  man,  — 
Think,  father,  what  that  agony  had  been  1 
Now  ihou  tnaysl  sorrow  for  me,  tliou  mayst  bk 
The  memory  of  tliy  poor,  polluted  child. 

Look  if  it  have  nol  kindled  Brutus'  eye: 
Mysterious  man  !  at  Imit  I  know  ihee  now  t 
I  see  thy  dawning  glories.    To  the  grave 
Not  nnrevenged  Liifreiia  shall  descend  ; 
Not  always  shall  lit-r  wretched  eountry  wear 
The  Tarquin's  yoke  1     Ye  will  deliver  Rome; 
And  I  have  comfort  in  ihis  dreadful  hour. 

ThinkVt  Ihou,  my  husband,  that  I  dreaded  Atti 
0  Collatine !  the  weapon  (bal  had  gored 
My  bosom  hiid  been  ease,  been  happiness, 
Elysium,  to  the  hell  of  Uia  hot  gi-asp. 
Judge  if  Luei-etia  could  have  feared  lo  die ! 

[Stabt  A«r 

Bkistol,  ITS9. 


MONODRASUS. 


LA  CABA. 


la  WLis  vtrLttsn  seveml  yeara  belbre  the  aulhar 

A  eaj  liitentitm  of  tronling  at  greoler  longlb  Clie  portion  of 

O  which  it  rclHles.     It  is  ronnilad  npoq  th« 

nrlng  pnswge  III  tiie  "  Historia  Verdadsra  "  del  Ray  Dun 

Mgo,  vrhlab  Uifm^'  do  Luim  translnted  rrom  the  Amliii). 

K.   "  AvienikMB  ileijiedido  en  la  ciadsd  de  Corilubn  el  Conde 

~  a  Julian  de  iquellw  OeoemltH,  recogid  toda  au  genie,  deu- 

■  ]r  oriadix;  y  purqus  hub  liemu  estnvim  tan  perdldiu  y 

lllCntBdiu,  H  lUe  d  UD  lugnr  pequulo,  que  eili  Gibiiculo  ea 

a  del  Milt  Mediternuieo,  to  la  pmriai^ii  que  llimmn 

a,  i  la  qoal  ntmtbraron  los  Cliruitiiuioa  en  au  lBn{(ua 

(UrtdoiB.    T  nrioDdo  ll«gnda  i  «I1a,  did  otdea  de  ombtar 

ue  egtavan  detenidu  eti  Aquelliu  piurtes 

h  JUHe*,  an  uun  olnilnd  que  etti  an  In  rihera  del  ouf,  la  qua! 

a  Taiuer,  pim  d«de  olU  ignnrdnr  el  biic«9m>  do  la  etm- 

datada  Etpalia  ea  i]iie  nvla  de  porar:  lis  qualci  Uegadai  an 

n,  el  Conilfl  D.  Julinn  hu  reoibid  eon  muoho  con- 

g,  porqna  t«niii  bien  seotldn  ra  iaj'gn  loienclii.    Y  nviondo 

a,di»de  alU  ol  Oonde  dava  ordeu  con  mucba  diligea- 

t,  pnblar  j  raBtniirnr  iiu  tiemi,  pars  Ir  it  vivlr  k  ellai. 

Ifabi^MtaTa  muy  triatuynfliglda;  y  pormucboftnu  tu  pndr« 

'  e  1«  tegalnvan,  mmM  hi  podian  eoatentor,  ai  nJegraj. 

'*  U  grands  pordida  de  Eipaila,  y  la  grande  deitrulciaa 

bloa  Chriatlaow,  con  lantiu  mnortsi,  j  cantiTerloa,  rabadaa 

^ndaa,  y  qne  alia  huriegce  ajdo  cnnaa  principid,  ijabaia, 

lion  de  aquella  perdloion;  y  lobre  todo  «lle  le  oreciou 

la  pauidatnbreii  en  rerae  detbonrada,  y  aSu  aapcranxa  de 

IT  eatado,  aegun  ella  deaeata.    Con  eala  Imagbwcion,  enga- 

ft  dd  demonlo,  detennlnd  enlraai  damorirdoaeaperadn;  j 

b  AtaaaauMd  tuna  torro, oarmndo hi  pneria  delln  pordedcu- 

«ri  J  dixo  i  U1IU  ama  anya,  que  le  llamuae  &  ta  pndie  y 
•,  qoe  lea  queria  dsilr  an  poco.  T  aiendo  Teaido*,  detde 
O  da  aquelln  tnrre  lei  hiia  ua  rxtoaaailrnto  muy  luti' 
n  d^l,  que  muger  tim  deadiuhadu  coma 


lOtiTUEta  rojiite. 


(nuW 


mnl  y  dwtruiclon.  Y  lucgo  lei  dixo,  I'mlres,  «n  mcmtnia 
mi  d[»>tichB.  do  oqui  Rdclniito  na  x  Unme  oiln  ciutlad,  V. 
vIeiOH),  tlno  Ualncii;  Oy  sa  unln  en  alia  la  ma*  mata  i 
que  hnvo  en  el  moniin.  Y  acnbnJni  eatna  paiabnu,  aii 
oir  i  sua  paUroF,  iii  A  nndia  dc  k»  qae  cstnvna  pntciilM^; 
mnchcn  rungu*  qns  la  hitieroii,  y  vmonestaeUuKt  qui 
BcliatMi  Bbiuo,  w  rtriii  cner  Ou  el  lueloi  }r  Ueitulii 
maeriB,  vivid  eomo  troi  dim,  y  lu«go  murl^ 
deinatr*  7  4iue<poncion  do  nucha  ciciinilalo,  y  uonbis  1 
ria,  mtr«  !m  llorot  j  ClirliliiiiiM:  y  ileixle 
Uniio  kquella  oiadod  Malngk  cwiTUtrtiuneiito  por  loa  Ohrk I 
J  it  tin  Anib«i  Am  Unninila  Molnca,  (□  mcmoria  i»  a< 
palobrtu  qua  iliKO  qaaiiito  w  cclilS  do  I0  torra,  iio  m  llau 
lavioiou,  alno  MHliiea,[)OrquB  ca,  en  knguiOe  Enpnilul 
riaxir  parqno;  y  porqus  <lliD,  en,  oy  fe  ncnbn  en  ellu  la 
utaln  muj^  que  huto  en  el  mnudo,  t»  cwniiuao 
deUalnyca."  — Cap.  xvlii.  pp.  VI,  Ba. 

Bleila,  vlio  hu  inaorponttctt  MiRuel  de  Liiflt'i 
"  Cronica  da  loa  Uorm  da  Etpalk,"  pp.  tes,  1M,  !ini  tbe  fa 
ing  curino^  pusage  conceniing  L.a  Cnlm ;  — 

"  Foe  la  liemnMom  ilectA  dame  no  mmm 
qua  la  its  Kieua  A  'I'my*.  Lluniumnla  loa  Uoroa  par 
nombre  La  Cnva;  y  nota  el  Piulre  Kniy  KtteTin  de  Sal 
Oantixo,  en  Im  dl«nrKii  doctiuimoa  tobre  el  Credo,  qn«  oat* 
no  fUa  tin  myfterto;  portjue  d  noiDbrs  de  nucnn  prlraarOi 
n»dr«  en  el  Qebran  no  ta  prcmuiicla  Evii,  almi  Cuvniir  de 
auene  qua  linrierou  un  me^mo  nombre  Hm  magervi  que  racran 
myOM  de  !•»  hninbrst,  In  na»  en  todo  «1  mundo,  j  la  otm  ob 
Eapiflu."  —  BUda,  p.  IIS. 

lloralo)  •u|ipm(9  Ihul  Itae  gale  nl  Mulngn  derireil  lU  namo, 
Rol  (hini  tbo  dcntb  or  La  Cabii,  bat  trma  har  baving  pauod 
Uirflui;h  It  on  her  way  to  Africa. 

"  F.n  Mabiga  be  vlale  In  puerta  eti  el  muro,  que  Hainan  da 
La  CoTa,  y  dlcen  la  quedd  aqoel  nombre,  linbioitdo  antido  «ata 
VDC  por  alia  emborearM.  Y  la  gran  i!ei 
taeedi6,  deid  triitemeote  notable  o'jiicl  lugar." — Mirattt,' 
L  sli.  sap.  Ixell.  1  «. 


UonU^^m 


MOSORRAMAS,  I2ii 

VTha  wry  aiTeriinl  vie*  wlilcli  I  linvn  tiken  fif  liiii  »ayeot, 
n  tnntjng  it  upon  ■  gnBl  icnla,  rentlcn  it  proper  lo  mb- 
puJM  for  JulUa  la  Ibis  curtiir  pnxliictioD  Ibo  mune  or  lUtii, 
It  Wbteh  Ilia  "OronicRil«  Eiji.triit "  iITunlB  nulliorily,  noil  In 
m  Ua  ilmiBhter  aa  lAia  i>  nniDnil  in  Uint  spirited  ode  by  P. 
Ii  dfl  Ltnn,  of  wliiob  n  snod  trindntioQ  miiy  bo  toaoA  in 

j^atuicr!  Count  Ulan!  here  —  whnt  here  I  f^ay, — 
— look  ii|i!  —  ay,  fiithcr,  here  I  siniKl, 
f  my  purpose  now!     Tlie  w«v  is  liarwd: 
loanecdVtnol  tmsl«n  hither! — Ho!  Count  Ulan, 
I  tell  thee  I  have  barred  the  hnltlemenls ; 
^t«ll  ihcc  that  no  human  jrawcr  con  curb 
V  desperate  will.    The  poison  and  the  knire,  — 

etc  ttiou  coulddt  wi«Et  from  me  i  but  here  I  sriuid 
leyond  thy  tikntll.  —  free  mistress  of  niysi-lf. 
Ttiougli  tliou  liitdnt  wings,  tbou  roiiUbl  not  overtnke 
My  purpose.     I  comrnaml  my  destiny. 
Would  t  stand  dnilyiiig  on  Death's  threshold  here, 
I  IT  H  nrcre  possible  tlint  hand  of  miui 
mid  pluck  mo  buck  ? 

Wliy  didst  thou  bring  me  here 
tt  Mt  my  fool,  reluctiint  hs  I  was, 
n  this  moat  injun;d  und  unhappy  land? 
r  in  Afric,  on  a  foreifjn  shore, 
It  linvc  linj^-red  out  niy  wretched  life,— 
rmight  hnvt!  found  some  dislnnt  lurking-place, 
e  my  accui>cd  talc  wa«  never  known  j 
rhcro  Gothic  spcw^h  nould  never  reach  my  ear; 
n,  among  SHvages.  I  might  have  fled 
■  Ikproua  curse  of  infamy.     But  here. 


lifi  SOWTHElf'a    I'OESIS. 

In  S]iiuti,  ill  my  own  oounirj.  uij-lii  aiid  q 
Wlieru  iill  gixid  people  eursu  me  in  llielr  iimyei 
Wliere  cvvry  Uaorhh  ttociinL  lluil  I  liear 
Dutli  tell  mo  of  my  counlry's  overllirow, 
Doth  stub  mc  liltu  a  dugger  lo  ilie  si>iil ; 
Here,  here,  in  de^olulcd  S|iitin,  wliiHU  tiirlds  [so 
Yet  reek  to  Lenvrtn  with  blood,  who^  sluu^ie 
Lie  roltiiig  id  the  open  light  of  ility, 
My  rit^lims :  snid  I  mine  ?  Nay,  nny.  Count  Ula 
They  are  thy  riclJms !  ftt  tlic  Uirono  of  God, 
Their  gpirile  call  for  vcngeaoce  oq  iby  head ; 
Their  blood  is  on  thy  soul.  Even  I  niyMlf,  —  I 
I  am  thy  vicura  loo;  and  ikU  death  more 
Must  yol  he  pliuiod  iu  hull  lo  tliy  ui!i.-ounL 

O  my  dear  country  I  0  my  niotlier  Spidn  I 
My  cradle  and  my  grave !  fur  thou  art  dear  t 
And,  nur^d  to  thy  uiidoii)<;  as  I  was, 
Still,  still  1  am  thy  cliild,  and  lo»e  ihcc  still. 
I  rfiall  be  written  in  thy  chroniulc* 
The  veriest  wnftcb  lluu  ev«r  yet  betrayed 
Her  native  land !     From  sire  lo  son,  my  ntuiM 
Will  be  transmitted  down  for  inftuny  1 
Never  again  will  mother  call  her  child 
La  Caba:  an  Iscariot  ciirge  will  Uc 
Upon  the  name,  aiid  children  in  tlioir  songs 
Will  teach  the  rocks  and  hills  to  echo  vHlb  U 
Strumpet  and  Lraitoreas  I 

Tliis  i^  thy  »i>rk,  fiubnrJf'l 
N'ay,  lell  me  not  my  shtuua  h  wiished  uw 


THE    AMAXOEY    POEMS   OF    ABEL 
SHUFFLEBOTTOM. 


She  held  a  Cap  and  Ball  of  ivory  white, 
Lfss  while  the  ivory  than  her  snowy  hand ! 
Eiirajil,  I  ivateliud  her  from  my  seerct  stand, 
As  DOW,  intent,  ia  innocent  deHght, 
Her  taper  fingers  livirlcd  ihe  giJily  ball, 
Now  tossed  it,  following  still  witli  eagle  wjAi, 
Now  on  the  pointed  end  iiifijoeil  its  full. 
Mill-king  her  sjiurt  I  mused,  iinil  musing  sighed. 
Methought    the    ball   she   pliiyed   with    was   my 
nEAKT; 

(Aliis !  that  sport  like  that  should  be  her  pride  !) 
And  the  keen  point  whidi  steadfast  Mill  she  eyed 
■\VheMMviih  to  pii.-ive  it,  tliat  was  Cufii>'s  dart: 
Shall  I  not,  then,  tlie  cruel  fair  comlenm 
Who  OH  that  dart  nM'ALES  my  bosom's  gem  ? 


UATOitv  roi'.; 


,t  lUoi 


e  tliu  ono  OP  daT 


UsH  painter ! 

n  all  its  nocintiile  gtor^,  or  portray 

t.UOM>  tliat  alUnurt  [be  tapered  hull 
Rt'ny*  the  rick  fiashet  of  Us  daaling  Hykt  ? 
Bvcn  if  thine  art  coiiltl  boit^t  sucli  ma^c  might, 
pTei,  if  it  strove  to  puiiit  my  angeTi  i^ve, 

e  it  perforce  musl  fiul.     Ceuae !  lest  I  cull 
k  Aaotn't  vengeance  on  thy  ein.     Alutit  tbou  be  told 
I  The  CK1M8  t(  it  to  paint  uivimtt? 
k-JUiili  paimer !  eboulJ  the  world  her  charms  behold, 
[;^in  mid  defiled  as  lliiu-e  tiie^  iieuds  must  be, 
%«y  to  their  old  idolatry  would  fall, 
ijid  bend  before  her  form  the  pagan  kneu, 
B.Tairer  than  Vkxus,  dadgutkr  of  thk  ska. 


lOMB  have  denied  a  ^oul!  they  never  lovru. 
r  from  my  Delia  now  by  fate  removed, 
At  home,  abroad,  I  view  ht-r  everywhere : 
r  OKLY  in  the  flood  oi'  NOON  I  see, 
Hy  goddete-maid,  my  omsipeksent  FAin  ; 
~  r  tOve  annihtlatet  the  world  to  me  ! 
Ind,  vheu  the  weary  Sol  arotmd  hie  bed 
SaiKf  t/u  exBLF.  CUBTAINS  of  the  night, 


iiil. 


130  SOfTHKr'S    POKMS. 

Si.N  OF  Mr  SLUMBERS,  on  my  ilaz/Ied  siglit 
Silt"  sliines  confest.     Whtn  every  tound  is  dead, 
Tiie  SPIRIT  OP  HER  TOiCE  comes  then  to  roll 
The  siirffe  of  music  o'er  my  wuvy  brain. 
Far,  far  from  her  my  body  drags  its  chain  ; 
But  sure  with  Delia  I  exist  K  aoDL. 


I  WOULD  I  were  that  portly  gentleman, 
Willi  golJ-laced  hat  and  goldon-headed  pane, 
Wh..  Imngs  in  Dtli:i's  juirlor !  for,  whene'er 
FiXHn  book  or  needlework  lier  looks  iirise, 
On  him  conrerffc  the  sushkams  of  Iter  eyes. 
And  he  unlitamed  miiv  gnzc  upon  Mr  fair. 
And  oft  MY  FAIR  \\\^  ftivoreil  U'rm  siirvPy,*. 
Oh  iiAiTV  riCTL-RE.  still  on  her  to  pa^e! 

Li'<[  the  STKOSO  ffl'ince  of  iho-^!  dirinesl  ehai 
AV.iuM  iiiM  TO  LIFE,  as  in  the  andent  days. 
Wht^n  MAKitLF  MELTED  iu  I'vj^malion's  arms. 
I  would  I  were  ibut  porlly  fforillpman, 
With  gold-laced  bat  and  golden-he.ided  cane! 


LOVE    ELEGIES. 


PT(3  mine !  wliat  ncwnis  can  my  joy  declare  ? 

Blest  be  tlic  pr<!^ure  of  ihe  tbronging  rout ! 
|p3Ie»t  be  the  hnnd,  so  hasty,  of  my  fair. 

Thai  Wit  ihc  tempting  comer  hanging  out  I 

I  envy  not  tlic  joy  ilie  pil^m  feeU 

After  long  Iravel  to  some  ilii^lnnl  siiriiie, 
J'Wlcn  at  the  relic  of  his  sulnt  lie  kiieels : 

For  Delia's  PocKeT-nAMDKKKciitEr  la  kise. 


f  When  first,  with  flchiag  fmgers,  1  drew  iie«r, 
Keen  hope  nhoi  liemuKiu^  ilu-uugU  evt-ry  vein  ; 
bid,  whHn  lUe  fnWied  dreil  ri^muvi-d  my  feiir, 
Scarce  couM  my  buunOing  hL-aii  its  joy  contnin. 

fWhat  tlion^i  the  Eighth  Commnn<lmi-n[  roae  lu 
luiud. 
It  only  served  n  moment's  iiunlm  to  move ; 
^,Flwr  theD«  like  this  it  eonld  not  tie  dm};neil; 

Thi Eighth  Commamimnrt  was  .not  mkut.  fun 
LOVXl 
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Here,  when  she  took  the  macaroons  from  me. 
She  wiped  her  mouth  to  clean  the  crums  so  sweet ! 

Dear  napkin  !  yes,  she  wiped  her  lips  in  thee,  — 
Lips  sweeter  than  the  macaroons  slic  eat. 

And,  when  she  took  that  pinch  of  Mocubaw 
That  made  my  love  so  delicately  sneeze, 

Thee  to  her  Roman  nose  applied  I  saw ; 

And  thou  art  doubly  dear  for  tilings  like  these. 

No  washerwoman's  filthy  hand  shall  e*cr, 

Sweet  pocKET-nANDKERcniEFl  thy  worth  pro- 
fane; 

For  thou  ha:<t  touched  the  rubies  of  my  fair, 
And  I  will  kiss  thee  o*er  and  o'er  again. 


ELEGY  IL 

TIIE    1»<)ET    INVOKES    THE     Sl'IKITb    OF    THE     ELEMENTS    TO 
APPi:OACH    DELIA.  —  HE   DESOKIHES  HEIt   SINOIXG. 

Ye  Sylphs,  wlio  haufjuet  on  my  Delia's  blush, 
Who  on  her  locks  of  floating  gold  rei)ose, 

Dij)  in  her  c/tetk  t/o  ir  Gosa-AMKiiY  BKUsu, 

And  with  its  bloom  of  beauty  tinge  the  kose. 

Hover  around  her  lips  on  rainbow  wiinj^ 

Load  from  htrr  honey<Ml  breath  your  rifialess  feet, 

Bear  thence  a  richer  fragrance  for  the  Spring, 
And  make  the  lily  and  the  violet  sweet. 


bose  toil,  tlifougU  iimnj  u  iIulelesB 


Uid  yc  who  bathe  in  Etna's  lava-springs, 
^>piri(s  of  fire  !  to  spe  my  love, 
'.  Sala^ii.kdek9,  on  Asiiestos'  wings, 
B  wanton  in  my  Delia's  Jierj/  glancel 

(he  weepu.aheweeiwl  lier  eye  witli  ouguLih  swells! 

Some  tale  of  sorrow  melts  my  feeling  atBL  1 

li'HS,  unlcti  the  tenrs,  and  in  your  ludt]  sheila 

Enclose  them,  ehbrvos  or  ts^  oiuekt  fearlI 

e  sings !  the  Nightingale  with  envy  lie: 
s  CuF.RDB  listens  from  hit  sturry  tlirone : 
md  motion le^  iire  slipped  the  attentive  Sphebes, 
0  hear  more  heaoadg  muiic  ihan  their  o 

se.  Delia,  cea«e  1  for  all  tlie  ANO&L-TtiROito, 

g  lo  tlioe,  let  sleep  their  golden  wires  I 
ase,  Delia,  cease  that  loo-^irpassing  song, 
il,jtu»^  to  «n[^,iliey  should  break  tlielr  lyres  I 

L'CesBe,  ore  ray  senses  are  to  mudnusa  driven 

By  the  strong  joy !     Ceiidc,  Delta !  lut  my  *oul, 
Eurapl,  already  TiiiKK  itsklv  i»  hkavks, 
And  bw»l  the  feeble  body  $ /rail  control/ 


TiiE  comb  between  whose  ivory  Wcth  f-hn  »tmiiifl.| 
Tlio  elraileuiiig  eurls  of  goM  so  htamy-hrighl. 

Not  spoiler  merely  frum  the  louch  ronlaill^ 
But  iBsuea  forth  more  pure,  more  miUy-toliitf. 

The  rose-pomatum,  (hat  the  Friseiir  siireada 
Sometimes  with  lionored  fingers  f«r  my  fair, 

No  aiMeil  perfume  on  her  tresses  shtnln, 

ffiil  horroiBS  svieeliKM  from  her  twetler  hair. 


Happy  the  FntaEUR  who  in  Delia's  hur. 

With  licensed  fingtii?,  aneoniroUeil  may  n>v«l   I 

And  ha|jpy  in  Uls  deiUh  the  dancing-bkar 
Who  died  to  niHke  pomatum  for  my  LorE  1 

Oh  1  coTild  1  hope  that  e'er  my  fHvored  lays 
Might  curl  ihose  hvelt/  loekt  with  conscious  pritli 

Nur  Hunimiind,  nor  the  Miuiluun  Sheplierd's  pmiad 
I'd  envy  then,  nor  wish  rewnrd  beside. 

Cupid  Itm  gtnmg  from  yoo,  O  tresses  fine ! 

Tbi;  bow  that  in  my  breast  impellcil  liis  dart: 
i'^i-om  you,  awcct  loiks  1  he  wove  Ihc  subtlJe  lino  | 

Wherewith  the  urchin  angled  for  my  treAiiT. 

Fine  :ire  my  Delia's  tresses  as  tlie  threads 
Thiit  thim  the  silk  worm,  »//'-iRf«ret/,  proceed,- 
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Fine  as  the  oleamt  Gossamer  that  spreads 
Its  fihnj  web-work  o'er  the  tangled  mead. 

Yet,  with  these  tresses,  Cupid's  power  elate 
My  captive  heart  has  handcuffed  in  a  chain 

Strong  as  the  cables  of  some  huge  first-rate. 
That  bears  Britannia's  thunders  o'er  the 

MAIN. 

The  Stlphs  that  round  her  radiant  locks  repair, 
In  fiowing  lustre  bathe  their  brightening  wings ; 

And  Elfin  Minstrels,  with  assiduous  care, 
The  ringlets  rob  for  fairy  fiddle-strings. 


ELEGY  IV. 

THE  POET  RELATK8   HOW   HE  STOLE   A    L.OCK   OF  DELIA'h 

IIAIS,  AND   HER  ANGER. 

Oh,  be  the  day  accursed  that  gave  me  birtli ! 

Ye  Seas,  to  swallow  mi»,  in  kindness  rise ! 
Fall  on  me,  Mountains!  and,  thou  m<jrciful  Earth, 

Open,  and  hide  me  from  my  Delia's  eyes ! 

Let  universal  Chaos  now  return. 

Now  let  the  central  fires  their  prison  burst. 
And  EARTH  and   heaven  and  air  and   ocean 
bum  ; 
For  Delia  frowns,  —  she  frowns,  and  J  am 
^nirst ! 


13f>  SOUTUBX'S   FOBUe. 

Oh  1  I  cuuld  ilnre  tlie  furf  of  the  ligtil. 

Where  hostile  MlLLtONd  sought  my  aiogle  U 

Would  Blorw  VOLCASO  BATTERIES  Vflth  deli 

Anil  graiijile  with  ontu  Death  in  gloriouH  xiril 

Oh !  I  could  brave  the  bolts  of  angrj~  Jove, 

When  ceaseless  lightnings  Gre  the  miduight  skieAM 

WlitLt  is  his  wrath  to  thut  of  her  I  love? 
%V'liat  is  his  LioiiTNuia  to  m;  Delia's  RYRaFi 

Go,  fatal  lock  !  I  cast  thee  to  the  wind  I 
Ye  lerpcril  ClIRLS,  ye  poiton  tendrils,  gu  ! 

Would  I  could  tear  thy  memory  frain  my  mind, 
AcccitsED  LOCK,  —  thou  cuusc  of  all  my  « 

Sei«e  the  cdrst  curls,  ye  Furies,  as  they  fl 
Demons  of  DartneBS,  guard  the  Inferual  rt 

TUut  tlwnce  your  eruel  vuageauce,  when  1  die, 
May  knit  the  KKOTS  OV  TOItTDRK_/'or  nty  SODbl 


Last  night —  (oh  hear  me,  Heaven,  and  grant  o 
prayer  1 

The  liooi^  ov  Fate  before  ihy  siippliai 
And  let  me  fi-oin  its  tuii|ile  records  lew 

Oiiii/  ih  single  PAGE  OF  testebbat!  — 

Or  let  me  meet  old  Time  upon  his  flight. 
And  I  will  stop  aiu  on  his  restless  wa; ; 

Omni|K)ient  In  Love's  resistless  might, 

FU  force  him  back  the  uoad  of  IEbterdat),- 


LOTE   Kt.ECIE3.  137 

Ijut  ni^i,  M  o^er  UtF  p^e  «f  Lore's  imfiar 
M  V  Defia  brat  itUrima^  U  Enere. 

I  eluod  ft  frvKAemti  laahnr  by  ber  dniTt 

;Vim1  Jrew  tbc  fatal  scusors  fram  my  *l«eiei 

And  voaU  Uut  at  Uiat  mslkiit  o'er  my  tKre»d 
TIk  ftttiuni  or  Aruoros  bad  ofwncd  (ben, 

And,  wlien  I  reft  ibe  lodt  &««  Delia's  bead. 
Had  art  toe  «addea  ftwn  ibe  mmis  of  toen ! 

She  bcaH  the  idasoTs  that  hlr  ioA  drridei 

Aad.  wliibt  mj  hc*rt  witb  tnuiijport  paateil  tiig, 
■  She  cut  a  rcKT-rrnwo  on  me,  snd  crivd, 

"  TtM  rtiipid  Puppy,  —  you  bare  tpoilcd  my 
Wlsl- 


LTRIC    POEMS. 


Dark  Horror!  hear  my  call ! 
Slum  Gi'tiius,  hear  from  ihy  reireal 
Oil  soin<;  ulil  ^<!{iiilciirc's  maia-caiik<;  1*0(1  scat, 
Ui-iicatji  till:  iilibi'v-'s  ivied  Willi 

Tlmt  iremblfs  o'er  its  shade 
Wlici-e  wnipt  in  midiii;iht  jjloom,  alone. 

Thou  lov'si  to  lie  ami  licnr 


The  1 


rof  tt 


And  ]i>t.:n  l.>  tlie  iW-^u  dull  ;,'ro 

Of  simi--  iH.-rtiirl.«id  sprite, 

Joniu  titfiil  OLi  Ihe  heavy  gales  of 


Or  wlietht^r  oVr  some 
Tlioii  sii'Sl  llie  iravi 

Itewildeivd  oil  his  I'm. 
When.  l.,ii.l  and  li.-.' 

Tl v.-nins  wimls  ,.f 


Diiiiii 


deep  the 
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If  if  thnu  fMloweisl  DOW  01)  Giei^nknd'd  sborei 

(ill  ihy  iKrrors,  ou  die  loiiuly  way 
f  Bomo  wrucketl  mnriiitT,  wla-ie.  lo  ibe  roar 
i  herded  buurs,  the  Hoatin},'  lutt-liUU  round 
Bolurn  their  echoing  eiiund, 
And,  tjy  the  <lhii,  driuir  lioreul  li^lit, 
Qir'st  half  hia  dangers  to  the  wn-'lch'»  sight. 

Or  if  thy  fury  form, 

WlieD  o'er  the  midnight  deep 

The  dark-wioged  tomposis  swetip, 
iholda  from  some  high  cliff  tlin  incri'iutiig  storn 

Walchiug  wiih  strange  delight. 
3  tlw  bkck  liillows  to  the  lliuoder  ravo. 

When  l>y  Ihc  ligbtahig's  light 

I  the  tull  &hip  sink  bmiiittli  rho  wave 

L^car  too  in  spirit  wheru  tlii!  tii.-li]  »(  li^ht 
mtCere  contagion  on  the  tAtntcil  gnio, 

liVlien,  to  iho  moon'*  fiiinl  heaiu, 
n  mtiuy  a  carcuM  »Iiitie  the  dtiws  of  iilghl. 
And  A  dead  ulcnce  stills  thn  vale, 
ive  when  at  times  is  heard  Ihd  glulli'd  ruvMi 


Vhere  Kimc  wri«;ked  army  from  lim  ci.nijutror'i 
might 
Speed  th'^r  diiailrout  flight, 
L  Willi  thae,  finrcu  Gviiiu«!  t»t  me  tnirc  tlunr  way, 
Aiid  hear  at  tinica  the  deep  heiait-gruan 
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or  some  |>oor  auQerer  left  to  die  alone ; 
And  we  will  puuse,  where,  on  the  wild, 
The  mother  to  her  breast, 
On  the  heaped  snows  reclining,  clasps  her  child, 
Not  to  be  pitied  now,  for  both  are  now  at  rest. 

Block  HoutiOR !  speed  we  to  the  bed  of  Death, 

Where  one,  who  wide  and  far 
Hath  sent  nbrond  the  myriad  plagues  of  war, 
Struggles  with  liia  last  brt^ath  ; 
Then  to  his  wildly  starting  eyes 
1^6  spectres  of  the  slmigluered  rise  j 
Then  on  liU  frenBicd  ear 
Their  calls  for  vengeance,  and  the  demons'  yell, 

In  one  lieart-maddctiing  chorus  swell : 
Cold  on  Ills  brow  convuKing  slniids  the  dew, 
And  ni^'lit  eternal  darkens  on  his  view. 

HoRROK !  I  cull  thee  yet  once  more ! 
D<.':ir  ine  to  that  accursed  r^hoi'e. 
Where  on  the  stake  the  Negra  writhes. 

Assume  ihy  sacred  teri-ors  then;  disiHinsc 
The  giiles  cf  Pestilence ; 

Arouse  ihe  opiiressed;  teach  ihum  to  know  their 

I^ead  lln-ni  [o  vengeiiiiee  ;  and  in  tlint  dread  hour, 

■\VlH-n  ruin  rug.'s  wide. 
I  will  lH-li,.ld  aixl  smile  by  MkkCv's  side. 


TO  CONTEMPLATION. 

Kal  vajuc  ^io^  riv  lyyiSev  lixiTii  oKoira. 
*A  Ti^im  ^ofioiaa  rdv  ifpuuni,  alixi  rap^dxu. 

McHKaHv 

Faint  gieJUiwlliL- evening  nuliaiit-ellirougblliL' sky  i 
Tlic  soliifr  twiliglil  ilimlj  durkena  ruuiiJ : 
In  Aion  qiii<:k  lurck's,  Uic  sbrill  bat  llita  br ; 
(And  tlie  hIow  vupor  cnrb  aluog  the  ground. 

ICow  ihe  plewed  eye  frum  yon  lone  cottnge  mx% 
n  the  green  moad  lliii  emukv  lung-slimluwtng  pl»y: 
Th«  redltreaat  on  ttie  blossomed  spray 
Warblea  wild  lier  latest  lay; 
KAnd  la  I  ibe  rooks  to  yon  higli-mfWl  iniea 

ffiag  in  loug  Dies,  vociferous,  tbeir  wny. 
^  CUm  CoNTEiirt.ATiO!i  I  'tU  tliy  Tavorite  bour  i 
Cointi,  InnquUlixing  Puwerl 

I  view  ibee  on  tlie  mbny  sbore. 
When  Ocewi  »tiU3  lib  waves  to  rpst  i 
r.Or  wbi-.n,  slow-oiuviog  on,  tbu  surges  hoar 
Mnot  wiili  deei),  hollrjw  roar. 
And  whiten  o'ar  h\»  breast ; 
And  witim  the  moon  with  soAer  radiance  giftams. 
And  lovidier  beave  the  billows  in  her  bourn" 


J  When  llid  tow  galea  of  evening  moaii  along, 
I  I  lore  with  tbce  to  feel  tbe  calm,  eool  brceie. 
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AiiJ  roiinl  tlie  iiatlik'ss  fori',^l-»-ilcU  utnong. 
LUtcning  llie  nipUow  mumiiir  of  llie  Irees 
Full-Foliagcd.  aa  tlicy  wnve  ilieir  h(!mls  on  liigh, 
And  to  Uie  winds  respond  in  Bymplvonj'. 

Or  load  nic  where,  nmiil  tlic  tmntiiiil  vnlc, 
'Vhc  broken  slreainlct  flows  in  silver  light ; 

And  I  will  linger  whei-c  the  gale 

O'er  the  bank  of  violeta  aigliS) 
Listening  to  hear  its  softened  sounds  arise, 
And  hciirkcn  die  dull  beetle's  drovr«;ir  fliglil, 
And  wattli  the  lube-eyed  snail 

Creep  o'er  liis  long,  tnoou-gliuering  ItmI, 

And  mark  where  nuliiuit  tlimiigh  llu!  uiglit 
Shinto  in  the  gmss^reen  hedge  the  gk>w-vroriu« 
living  light. 

Tliee,  inMJccst  Power!  I  lnvr  lo  meet. 

As  oft  with  solitArj'  pace 
The  mined  abbey's  hnl1owi<<]  roiinHs  I  tmn>. 
And  listen  to  Ihe  echoings  of  my  fi-trt ; 

Or  on  some  hiilf-dt^tnolished  lomb, 
Who*c  warning  .texts  anticipate  my  doom, 

iinrk  the  Hear  orb  of  night 
Cast  throu^  the  iWed  ttrch  a  broken  light. 

Nor  will  I  not  in  some  motv  gloomy  hour 
l^^*oko  with  fearless  awe  thine  holier  power. 

Wandering  beneath  the  sacred  pilu 
^^'llcll  tiie  blast  moans  along  the  dark^umL'  aisle, 
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And  dftttcring  p«tters  all  araand 

Tbc  ainliiiglit  ^lower  xtith  dtrttry  sound. 

Birt  Eire«ter  *li$  Ii>  trAndrr  viU, 
By  mebwcbaW  drvsnii  hegnilrd, 
Wliile  tlie  Rimni^r  moon's  paio  raj 
FBindy  guides  me  on  111;  wftj 
To  Hxac  loDC  rornsotie  glen, 
Far  from  all  tlw  )iaDnts  of  men, 
Where  no  noise  of  Dfiroar  mdt: 
Breaks  the  ntlm  of  soliuiile ; 
Bal  sooilitng  Sllciiotf  i>Jo«p^  Ui  aU, 
Save  Ibe  neighburiiig  wuit-r&ll, 
Whose  hoarM!  waters  billing  near, 
Loftd  irilh  bollow  mundi  tlie  cur. 
Anil  witli  dnwn-ilitshod  torrcnl  whiM 
Gleam  hoarj  llirough  t!t'_'  aliiulr*  of  night. 

Thiu,  wandering  silrni  on  and  i\ryt. 
Til  nurse  Hefieclion's  sacred  woe. 
And  niijirt  uj>on  ihe  liufipier  day 
When  Ilnpc  would  wravo  bi-r  vkions  g»j, 
Kr<!  Fancy,  chilled  by  adrerw  fate. 
Left  sad  Reality  my  male. 

O  CoBtTKMi'LATiOK!  when  to  Menory'a  eyw 
The  risions  of  ilio  loiig-(iast  days  arisif. 
Thy  holy  power  imparU  the  beat  relief. 
And  the  calmed  spirit  loviw  ihi'  juy  "f  grief. 
BaiaioL,  ITftL 


TO  A  FIUENT). 


AsD  wmiliJsl  thou  scpk  Uie  low  ulirxle 

Where  Peace  delighu  to  dwell? 
Pause,  Tniveller,  on  Ihj-  way  of  lilu ; 
Wilh  mftny  a  Rimre  and  [x^ril  rirc 
Is  that  long  lubyrinfh  of  road ; 
Dark  id  tlitj  vule  of  years  liefore ; 
Pause,  Traveller,  on  thy  way. 
Nor  dare  the  dangerous  [laili  explore 
Till  old  Esperienee  comes  to  land  liia  leading  r 

Not  he  who  comes  with  lanteni-lighl 
Shall  guide  thy  groping  pace  aright 

Willi  faltering  feet  aiiJ  slow. 
No ;  let  hira  rear  llie  torch  on  high. 
And  every  maze  shall  mei-t  thine  eye, 
And  every  snare,  and  every  Ibe  j 
Then  with  steady  step  and  strong. 
Traveller,  shalt  thou  marcli  along. 


Though  Power  invite  ihee  to  her  hall. 
Regard  not  thou  her  tempting  call, 
Her  spleitdor'a  meteor-glare  i 
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h  courteoos  FbillL-nr  tlirre  awah. 
And  Wealth  adorn  the  dome  uf  State, 
Tbere  stalks  tlte  mulnigfat  -pcclre  Oare ; 
Peace,  Traveller,  doih  not  sojourn  tliere. 


If  Fame  allare  th«e,  cdnb  not  iliou 
To  that  sleep  mounuin's  rniggj-  brow 

Where  rtao'b  her  ^sHcly  pile ; 
For  far  from  ihence  dolfa  Peace  abide, 
And  thou  shalt  find  Fame's  favoring  emOe 
Cold  M  the  feeble  BUn  on  HecU'«  Rnow-cla<l  side. 


And,  TraveQer,  as  thou  hop'^I  lo  fini] 

That  lovr  and  luvtd  ulxxle, 
Retire  thte  from  the  iLrunging  road. 
And  shun  ihe  mob  of  huinaii-kind. 
Ah  I  hear  bow  uld  Expt^rience  schools !  — 
"  Fly,  fly  ihe  WMwd  of  kiiave-i  and  foob, 

And  ihou  fholt  fly  from  wik!  ! 
The  one  thy  he«ilio::>s  heart  will  greet 
flTith  Judas-smile,  and  thou  wilt  meet 

In  every  fool  a  foe ! " 

So  safely  mnysl  ttimi  pa^  from  these, 
And  reach  secure  the  home  of  Peace, 

And  Friend^liip  find  thee  iberet 
No  happier  stile  ciui  mortal  know, 
No  Imppier  loi  can  Eurih  bestow. 

If  Ixjve  tliy  lot  ahull  sbare. 
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Yel  slill  CoQteut  with  him  niny  dwell 
Whom  Hymen  will  not  bless, 

And  Virtue  eojoum  in  the  cell 
Of  Iiermil  Happiness. 


KESIEMBRA.NCE. 

Tba  mianlimnn  of  Tsulh  ll  %  d(b.  —  Ul, 

&1aii  hath  a  n'curj-  pil<:riinage 

As  through  ihc  woi'Iil  he  wends; 
On  every  sti^e,  from  youih  to  age. 

Still  discontent  attends. 
With  beavinega  he  casta  his  eye 

Upon  the  road  ht-fore, 
Aiid  still  n-membera.  with  a  aigh, 

The  days  that  are  uo  more. 

To  school  the  little  exile  goes, 

Tom  from  its  mother's  arms  i 
Wliat  tJien  slmll  soothe  bis  earliest  woes, 
When  novi^liy  haih  lost  its  charms? 
Condemned  to  ^uOer,  through  the  day, 
ResLroinls  which  no  rewards  repay, 
And  cares  where  love  has  no  concern, 
Hope  lengthens  as  ehe  counts  tlie  hours 

Before  Ids  wished  return. 
From  hard  control  and  lyrant-rules, 
The  unfeeling  discipline  of  echooU, 
In  thought  he  loves  to  roam ; 
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AnJ  lean  will  stnigglo  in  his  ov<-, 
Wblla  bit  r(!n9fml«r«,  willi  a  sigh. 
The  conifurU  of  Lis  bome. 


Youth  cumes ;  the  toil.t  airi  cares  of  life 

Torment  Uiu  n»t1(^Mi  mind: 
Wlicre  i>hiill  the  lirvi!  tvud  harassed  hfurt 

lu  iwnsolation  fiuil  ? 
Tbrn  is  not  Yimlh.  ns  Fiuicy  lelb, 

Life's  summer  prime;  ofjojr? 
Ail,  no !  Tor  1io)h:b  Uhi  lung  dulA}*!^ 
And  fcUngs  bla^iL-d  or  bcirajred, 

Its  fabled  bliss  d«tmv ; 
And  Vuulli  remi^mbers  with  a  sigh, 
Th«  carcloas  dayi  of  liifiuiL'jr. 

Malurer  Mrnihood  now  Brrivr«, 

AdiI  other  ihoiigbis  comi-  on  ; 
Bui,  witti  tlie  h&soleed  hopes  of  Youth, 

IlN  gi-neinuB  warmth  U  gone. 
Olid,  niii-'ululliig  cares  succeed, — 
The  tiBiid  thought,  the  wary  deed. 

The  dull  realities  of  truth. 
Biiuk  on  ihu  jiant  be  luraa  Iiis  eye, 
Bcmemlx^nQg,  with  an  envious  sigh. 

The  liupjiy  dreamt  of  Youth. 

So  iTftchve  he  th«  Inlter  etage 

or  thi»  our  morlikl  pilgrinuige, 

Wtib  feeble  slop  and  »law : 
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New  ills  that  latter  stage  await, 
And  old  Experience  learns  loo  late 

That  all  is  vanity  belov. 
Life's  vain  delusions  are  gone  bj, 

Its  idle  hopes  are  o'er  j 
Yet  Age  remembers,  with  a  sigh, 

The  days  that  are  ao  more. 
Wbstsvbt,  1T»B. 

THE  SOLDIER'S  WIFE. 


Weart  way-wanderer,  languid  and  sick  at  heart. 
Tnivelling  painfiiHy  over  the  rugged  road,  — 
WilU-visaged  Wanderer!  God  help  thee,  wretched 


Sorely  thy  Jilllo  one  drags  by  thee  barefooleU ; 
Cold  is  the  baby  that  hangs  ill  t)iy  bending  back, 
Meagre  and  livid,  and  screaming  for  raiscry. 

"  Woe-begone  mollier,  half  anger,  half  iigony. 
As  over  iliy  shoulder  thou  look'st  to  hush  the  babe. 
Bleakly  the  blinding  snow  beats  in  tby  hagyjrd  face. 

Ne'er  will  thy  husband  return  fi-om  the  war  again ; 

Cob!  i<  tliy  hcnrl,  iind  ;is  frozen  as  Clnirily ; 

O.Id  arc  iby  diildren.  —  Now  God  be  tliy  comforter  ! 

•  This  itsnii  mu  wrllUin  d/  S.  T.  CoLMIBOt 
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I* 


THE  WIDOW. 


Cold  was  the  night-wind,  diifldng  fast  the  snow 

feU, 
Wide  were  the  downs,  and  shelterless  and  naked, 
When  a  poor  Wanderer  straggled  on  her  journey, 
Weary  and  way-sore. 

Drear  were  the  downs,  more  dreary  her  refleo* 

tions; 
Cold  was  the  night- wind,  colder  was  her  tx>>om : 
She  had  no  home ;  the  world  was  all  before  her ; 
She  had  no  shelter. 

Fast  o'er  the  heath  a  chariot  rattled  by  her : 
"  Pity  me  1 "  feebly  cried  the  lonely  Wanderer ; 
**  Pity  me,  strangers !  lest  with  cold  and  hunger 
Here  I  should  perish. 

**  Once  I  had  friends,  though  now  by  all  forsaken  ; 
Once  I  had  parents,  —  they  are  now  in  heaven  ; 
I  had  a  home  once ;  I  had  once  a  husband  : 
Pity  me,  strangers ! 

**  I  hiid  a  home  once ;  I  had  once  a  husband ; 
^  am  a  widow,  poor  and  broken-hearted ! " 
Loud  blew  the  wind,  unheard  was  her  complaining, 
On  drove  the  chariot. 
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Thea  on  the  snow  ebe  laid  lier  down  to  rest  her; 
She  heard  a  liorseman :  "  Pit^  mc ! "  she  grouned 

Loud  woa  the  wind,  unheard  was  her  complwning, 
On  went  the  horseman. 

Worn  out  wilh  anguish,  toil,  and  cold  and  hui^er, 
Down  sunk  the  Wanderer ;  sleep  had  seized  her 

senses: 
There  did  the  traveller  find  her  in  the  morning ; 
God  had  released  her. 
Urutoi.,  17SS. 


HIE  CHAl'EI^DELL. 

Lo  I,  the  man  who  from  the  3Iuse  did  ask 
Her  deepest  notes  lu  swi-ll  the  jmtriot's  meeds, 

Ain  now  enforced,  n  I:ii'  iiiifiiter  lii:>k. 

For  Clip  iidil  gown  lo  leave  my  niin^trel  wet-cIs ; 

l<'or  Yiin  ilnll  toni-,  ihiit  liiiklcs  on  llie  :iir, 
Bid^  nie  lay  liy  ihc  lyii',  :imiI  <:<>  lo  morning  prayer. 

Oil,  how  I  hiilc  the  MXin.1 '.  it  is  the  knell 
Tliitt  still  11  iv(]nii'iii  tuIN  to  Cuiiifiirt's  hour; 

Ami  loiill.  mn  I.  at  Snp.-iMiii.m's  bell, 

Til  quit  i>r  ilorjilieus'  or  !l»?  Miim-'s  bower: 

ItHl.-r  lo  lie  iiml  thi/.f  tliiiii  fiupe  aniniii, 
llt'unJig  lilill  niiiinl'led  uVr  tlie  ^lune  elcmul  strain. 
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Thou  te<Uoii3  herald  of  more  tedious  prayers! 
Say.  dost  tliuu  ever  iumraon  fi-om  his  reitt 
One  being  wakening  to  religious  cares. 

Or  rouse  one  pious  transport  in  the  breast  ? 
Or  railier,  do  not  all  reluotaiil  creep, 
To  linger  out  the  time  in  Ustlessness  or  sleep  ? 

I  bve  the  bell  that  calU  the  poor  to  pmy, 
Chiming  from  villuge  clmroli  its  cheerful  saund, 

■\Vlii-n  Ihc  sun  smiles  on  Lnbor's  holy-iluv. 
And  uU  the  rustiu  train  are  gathered  round. 

Each  ilelUy  dixened  in  h!ii  Sunday's  best, 
'  Anil  plcusotl  to  hail  the  day  of  ]>iety  and  rest. 

And  when,  dim  shadowing  o'er  the  face  of  day, 

The  mantling  migts  of  eventiile  rise  slow, 

■  As  through  the  forest  gloom  I  ivend  my  way. 

The  miiidtor  curfew's  sullen  voice  1  know, 

P  And  pause,  and  love  ila  solemn  toll  to  hear, 

I,  nuvle  by  dislaiieo  Boft,  it  dies  Ti[>on  the  ear. 


LNorw 


billing 


r  with  an  idle  nor  u 

Do  t  nwuive  the  early  passiog'beU ; 
■  For,  sick  at  heart  willi  many  a  secret  ckre. 

When  t  lie  li»i<!iiing  lo  the  dead  man's  knell, 
I  think  tliHt  in  the  gravn  all  sorrow*  eea«e, 
Wd  would  full  f;un  recline  my  head,  and  be  at  peaee. 


Bui  thoo,  mcmorinl  of 
Wluu  fancy  smi  or  light 


gnUI 

host  thoti 
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Tiiy  vision-scaring  sounds  ulone  recall 

The  pra/er  that  trembles  on  a  jawn  k)  beavoi 
The  snulHiiig,  snaffiiog  Fellow's  nasal  tone, 
And  Bomirh  rites  rctiuned,  tliougli  Romish  faith  ■ 


TO  HYMEN. 

OoD  of  the  torch,  whose  §oul-illaiuing  llama 
Beain^  brightest  radiance  o'er  the  humao  liear^  I 

Of  ma,uy  a  woe  the  cure, 

Of  many  a  joy  llie  sourcu !  — 

To  llice  I  sing,  if  haply  may  the  M'uso 
Pour  forlli  llie  song  unblamed   from    IlieM   i 
hauDld, 

Wliere  never  beams  thy  torch 

To  cheer  the  sullen  scene. 

I  pour  the  song  to  thee,  though  haply  doomed 
Alone  nnd  unbeiov-ed  to  pass  my  days ; 

Though  doomed  perchance  to  die 

Alone  and  imbe wailed. 

I'et  will  the  lark,  albeit  in  cage  inthraDed, 
Siiiid  out  lier  voice  lo  greet  the  moniiiig  sun, 
As  wide  liis  cheerfiil  beams 
Light  up  the  landscape  round;  — 
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WliHii  h!gh  in  hearcn  she  bears  the  carolliog. 
The  priioner.  too,  b«giD$  her  morning  hvmn, 

And  hails  the  betun  of  joy, — 

Of  joy  lo  her  denied. 

Priaiil  lo  each  heller  fe«ling  of  tie  soul  I 
I  sing  lu  time ;  for  niuny  a  joy  u  thine, 

And  many  a  Virtue  comes 

To  join  thy  happy  train. 

red  by  ihv  splendor  of  thy  liacred  larch, 

e  bearon-Iight  nf  bibs,  young  Lore  draws  near. 

And  leaAf  his  willing  slaves 

To  wear  ihy  flowery  chain. 

1  cha^ened  Friondihip  con](>^  nho^  mildest 

sway 
n  dieer  tlie  hour  of  age,  when  binlcr  bum 

Tlie  fadiog  flame  of  Love, 

The  fading  flame  of  Life. 

il  of  every  hiisa  I  the  hu5y  hand 
F  Paney  oft  will  [laint  in  brighlcsl  hu« 
IIciw  calm,  how  clear,  iby  lorvh 
Ulumcs  the  wintiy  hour;  — 

U  pttint  the  weary  Uborer  at  that  hour, 
rben  friendly  darknes*  yields  a  patife  to  toil, 
Betuming  blithely  borne 
To  each  domestic  joy  j  — 
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Will  paint  llie  ircH-trinimcd  fire;  the  IViignl  meal. 
Prepaid  wilh  fond  solicitude  to  please  ■. 

Tlie  ruddy  children  round 

Climbing  tlie  father's  knee. 

And  ofl  will  Fancy  rise  above  (he  lot 
Of  honest  Poverty,  and  think  how  roan 
Nor  rich  nor  poor  enji^B 
His  best  and  happiest  state ;  — 

When  toil  no  longer  iriuome  and  constrained 
By  hard  necessity,  but  comes  to  please, 

To  vary  the  slill  hour 

Of  tranquil  happinesa. 

Why,  Fancy !  wilt  thou,  o'er  the  lovely  scene 
Pouring  thy  vivid  htie*,  —  wliy,  sorceress  lilnnd  1 

S(H>llie  sad  reulity 

^\'ith  visioniir)- bliss? 

Turn  thnii  ihiiie  eyes  lo  where  the  liallowcd  light 
Of  lA-aniing  shin.s;  ah!  railier  lea<l  thy  son 

Alimg  Iht  mystic  piiths 

Tu  drink  the  iiacred  sjiring. 

Lead  cnlnily  on  alon;;  llie  unvarivd  path 
To  solitary  Afrc's  drear  aliodu : 

Is  it  not  Ii:ipj>ines3 

Tliiit  gives  the  sting  lo  Death? 
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Well,  then,  is  he  whose  unimbittered  years 
Are  waning  on  in  lonely  listlessness : 

If  Life  hath  little  joy, 

Death  hath  for  him  no  sting. 

Oxford,  1704. 


WRITTEX  OX  THE  FIRST  OF  DECEMBER, 

Thodgh  now  no  more  the  musing  ear 
Delights  to  listen  to  the  breeze 
That  lingers  o'er  the  greenwood-shade, 
I  love  thee,  Winter  !  well. 

Sweet  are  the  harmonies  of  Spring, 
Sweet  is  the  Summer's  evening  gale, 
And  sweet  the  autumnal  winds  that  shake 
The  many-colored  grove  ;  — 

And  pleasant  to  the  sobered  soul 
The  silence  of  the  wintry  scene, 
When  Nature  shrouds  herself,  entranced 
In  deep  tranquillity. 

Not  undelightful  now  to  roam 
The  wild  heath  sparkling  on  the  sight ; 
Not  undelightful  now  to  pace 
The  forest's  ample  rounds  ;  — 
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And  see  Ibe  spiuigled  brandies  shine  ; 
And  mark  ibv  nia-is  of  many  a  line 
That  vailes  tbe  old  tree's  brown  bark. 
Or  o'er  tUe  gray  stone  sin-eads  i  — 

And  see  the  clustered  berries  bright 
Amid  the  holl/'s  gay  green  leaves  i 
Tlie  ivy  round  the  leafless  oak, 
That  clasps  its  foliage  close. 

So  Virtue,  ditGdent  of  slrengtli, 
Clings  to  Religion's  firmer  nid  ; 
So,  by  Religion's  nid  upheld, 
Enduros  calamity. 

Nor  void  of  beauties  now  the  spring, 
Wliose  waters,  hid  from  snniDaer-sun, 
Have  EOolhcd  the  thirsty  pilgrim's  ear 
With  more  tiian  melody. 

Green  moes  shines  there,  with  ice  inc*sed|;l 
The  long  gnus  bends  Sts  spearllke  fom 
And  lovely  is  the  silvery  scene 
When  faint  the  euubeama  emile. 

Reflection,  too,  may  love  the  hour 
When  Nature,  hid  in  Winter's  grave, 
No  more  expands  tbe  bursting  bui]. 
Or  bids  the  floweret  bloom;  — 


LYKIC   POEMS.  157 

For  Nature  soon,  in  Spring's  best  charms, 
Shall  rise  revived  from  Winter's  grave, 
Expand  the  bursting  bud  again. 
And  bid  the  flower  rebloom. 

Bath,  1708. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  FIRST  OF  JANUARY. 

Come,  melancholy  Moralizer,  come ! 
Grather  with  me  the  dark  and  wintry  wreath ; 

With  me  engarland  now 

The  sepulchre  of  Time, 

Gome,  Moralizer,  to  the  funeral  song  I 
I  pour  the  dirge  of  the  Departed  Days ; 

For  well  the  funeral  song 

Befits  this  solemn  hour. 

But,  hark !  even  now  the  merry  bells  ring  round 
With  clamorous  joy  to  welcome  in  this  day, 

This  consecrated  day. 

To  Joy  and  Merriment 

Mortal !  while  Fortune  with  benignant  hand 
Fills  to  the  brim  thy  cup  of  happiness. 

Whilst  her  unclouded  sun 

Illumes  thy  summer-day,  — 
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Canst  lliDU  rejoice,  —  rvjouQ  Unit  Time  flie^  ruttfl 
Tliiil  Nigbl  eIiuII  shadow  suun'lliy  suiDiutii'-sua i 

That  swift  the  streiun  of  Years 

Rolls  to  Eluniity? 

If  ihoii  host  wenllh  to  gmlify  each  wish, 
If  power  Li!  thinu,  remember  what  tliou  nrt  I 

Remember  thou  art  man, 

Anil  death  thine  heritage  1 

IIas(  lliou  known  Love  ?   Doth  Beauty's  better  ftunj 
Clieer  lliy  foitd  heart  with  no  capricious  eihile. 

Her  eye  all  elcfquence, 

All  harmony  her  voice  ? 

Oh  stale  of  happine^  1  —  Hark,  how  the  gale 
Moans  deep  and  hollow  through  Uie  leafless  grot  ad 

Winter  i*  dark  and  cold ; 

Wliere  now  the  chnruis  of  Spring? 

Say*Kt  (liou  that  Fancy  paints  the  future  scene 
lu  hues  loo  somtiroua  ?  that  the  durk-sloled  raoid 

Wiih  frowning  front  severe 

Appalls  the  shuddering  soul? 

And  wouldst  thou  bid  me  court  her  fairy  fomi. 
When,  as  she  sports  her  in  some  happier  mood. 

Her  nmny -colored  robes 

Float  varying  in  tlie  sun  ? 
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b '.  Tuinly  doe^  the  PJl^Un,  whose  long  road 
jeads  o'er  »  harren  mounl^n's  aWrm-vexed  height, 
With  wistful  eye  behold 
Some  qaiet  role  far  off. 


[Anil  there  are  those  who  love  the  pensive  song. 
To  whom  all  sounda  of  mirth  are  diasonant ; 
Thtm  in  a<:cordat)t  mood 
Thia  thoughtful  strain  will  find. 


For  hopeless  Sorrow  hails  the  lapse  of  Time. 

Rejoicing,  when  the  fading  orb  of  day 
U  sunk  again  in  night, 
That  one  day  more  is  gone. 

And  he  who  bears  Affliciion'a  heavy  load 
With  patient  piety,  well  pleiised  he  knows 

The  World  a  pilgrimage, 

The  Grave  hla  inn  of  rest. 


WRnTEN  as  SUNDAY  MORNESa, 

Go  ihou,  and  seek  the  House  of  Prayer  I 
I  to  the  woodlands  wend,  and  there 
In  lovely  Nature  see  Uio  God  of  love: 
The  swelling  organ's  {>eal 
Wakes  not  my  soul  to  zeal, 
Like  the  sweet  music  of  the  vernal  grove. 
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Tbe  gorgroiis  kIiaf  and  the  mystic  veM 

EzcLle  not  such  devotion  In  my  breast, 

As  whore  (lie  noontide  beam, 

Flaslii^d  from  #ome  broken  stream, 

Vibrates  on  the  dazzled  aiglit ; 

Or  where  ihe  do ud-sn upended  rain 

Swee|>a  to  shadows  o'er  the  plain ; 

Oi'  when,  reelinlng  on  the  cliff's  huge  lieight, 

I  mark  iho  billows  bur^t  in  eilrer  Jighi. 

Go  thou,  and  seek  the  House  of  Prayer  1 

1  to  the  wooilbiid'i  shiil)  repair. 

Feed  wiiii  all  Ntiiure's  i-lianiis  mine  ejes, 

And  tiunr  all  Nature's  meiodie^. 

Tha  iirinirose  biiiik  will  llii're  di«]>(;n»u 

Faint  fragruai^c;  to  tJie  awakened  sense; 
The  morning  beams  that  life  and  Joy  impart 

Wilt  with  their  inllucnce  warm  my  hearti 
And  the  full  tear  that  down  my  cheek  will  el«a], 

Will  spenk  the  prayer  of  priuse  I  feel. 

Go  thou,  and  seek  the  House  of  Frnyerl 

I  to  the  woodlands  bend  my  way, 
And  meet  Religion  there  1 
She  needs  not  haunt  the  high-arched  dome  to  pran 
\Vhei'e  storied  windows  dim  the  doubtful  day:. 

At  liberty  she  loves  to  rove, 
Wide  o'er  the  heiithy  hill  or  cownlipt  dnie ; 
Or  set'k  the  shelter  of  the  embowering  grove, 
Or  wiih  the  streamlet  wind  along  the  val«. 
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WMt  are  these  scenes  (o  her  i  unii,  whun  tbt^  Night 
Pours  ia  the  ^or[U  licr  eilver  sU-eums  of  liglit, 
~"  e  wooes  relleflion  in  the  silent  gloom. 
And  jiontltrs  on  the  world  to  cuuie. 

THE  RACE  OF   B/\NQUO. 


"  Flv,  son  of  Bannuo !  Fli^jmire,  fly ! 
Leave  tiiy  guilty  Eire  tu  die ! " 
O'tr  ihu  hiittth  the  stripling  fled, 
The  wild  Etorm  howling  round  \»i  head : 
Fear,  mighlicr  through  ttie  shades  of  iiigbt, 
Urgod  his  feel,  and  winged  Li«  flight; 
And  still  he  huari  hU  father"*  ury, 
■•  Fly,  son  of  Bauquol  FIcaaew,  fly  1 " 

■  Fly,  son  of  Banquo !  Flennw,  fly  ! 
Leav«  thy  guilty  sire  tu  die  1 " 

On  every  bhist  wo*  luinrd  tlie  motin. 

The  unguishi-d  iJiriek,  tbn  cleat h-fimight  gnwo  i 

Loftthly  night-lings  join  the  yell. 

And,  lo  I  tht;  midnight  rite*  of  ball  I 

"  Fomu  of  mn^ic !  spare  my  life  I 
Shield  mc  from  the  murden-r'B  koEf«I 
BeTon;  mc,  dim  in  lurid  light, 
FloM  tlie  phniirucn»  of  ihe  nighti 
Beliind  1  hcnr  niy  father  cry, 

■  Fly,  sou  uf  Baiii|uu  I   FleuiUM!,  fly  I '" 


"  Piireut  of  llie  sceptred  race. 
Boldly  trend  the  circled  space; 
Boldl/,  Fleonce,  venture  near ; 
Sire  of  monarchs,  spurn  at  fear : 
Siaterg,  with  prophetic  breath, 
Pour  we  now  the  dirge  of  Death  1" 


OxranD,  IT  93. 


WariTES  IN  ALENTEJO, 


1. 
When,  at  mom,  the  Muleteer 
With  early  call  announces  day, 
Sorrowing  that  early  call  I  hear, 
Which  scares  the  visions  of  delight  away ; 
For  dear  lo  me  the  silent  hour 
When  sleep  exerts  its  wizard  power, 
And  busy  Faiiiiy  then  let  free, 
Borne  uit  (lie  wings  ol'  Hope,  my  Edith,  fliee  to  H 


Wheu  ibe  slant  siinbennis  crest 
The  mountain's  sliadowy  breast ; 
When  on  ibe  upliind  slope 
Shines  [be  green  injrile  wet  with  morning  dow, 
And,  lovely  as  the  youthful  dreams  of  Hope, 
The  dim-eeea  landsca^  opens  on  the  view,  — 


I  gate  around,  with  raptured  eyes, 
I  On  Xalure's  cbarms,  where  no  iUaeion  lies, 
I  And  dro]i  the  joy  and  memory -mingled  (car, 
I  And  gigh  to  think  tlint  Eiliili  is  noi  liere. 


At  the  cool  hour  of  e 
When  all  is  calm  and  Mill, 
And  o'er  the  western  hill 
[A  richer  radiance  robe^i  the  mellowed  heaven. 
Absorbed  in  dai'knoss  ibence, 
Whan  slowly  fades  in  niglit 
The  ilim,  decaying  light, 
Lake  the  fair  day-dreams  of  Benevolence; 
Fatigued  and  sod  and  slow. 
Along  my  lonely  way  I  go. 
And  muse  upon  the  distant  day, 
And  sigh,  remembering  Edith  far  away. 


n  late  arriving  at  our  inn  of  rest, 
Whose  roof,  exiwsed  to  many  a  winter's  sky, 
«lf  shelters  from  the  wind  the  shii-erJng  gue 

y  the  lamp's  melancholy  gloom, 

I  see  the  miserable  room, 

r  And,  musing  on  the  c-vib  that  arise 

I*  From  dispro  portioned  inei]ii  all  ties, 

Pray  llmt  my  lot  miiy  be 
(  Ifeither  with  Riches  nor  with  Poverty, 

But  in  that  linppy  mean 
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Wliich  for  llie  soul  is  best, 
And  with  contentmenl  blest. 
In  some  eccludod  glen 
To  dwell  wilh  Feoce  and  Editli  far  from  men. 


TO  RECOVERY. 

Recovery,  where  art  thou  ? 
Daughtcrof  Heaven,  where  shall  n-e  se<.-k  ihv 
Upon  what  hallowed  foiinlnin  tinsl  ihou  hiid, 

0  Kymph  adored  1  thy  spell  ? 

By  the  gmy  ocean's  ver^, 
Daughter  of  Heaven,  we  seek  thee,  but  in  vn 
We  find  no  healing  In  the  Li-eexe  that  sweeps 

The  tbymy  mountain's  brow. 

Wliere  are  the  Imppy  boiirs. 
The  sunshine  where,  that  cheered  Ihe  morn  of  lifel 
For  Health  is  fled,  and  with  her  lied  the  joys 

Which  made  existence  dear. 


I  saw  tbo  distant  hills 
Smile  in  the  radianec  of  the  orient  beam, 
And  gaied  delighted  that  anon  our  feel 

Should  visit  eceuea  so  fair. 

I  looked  ahronil  nt  noon. 
The  nhndow  and  the  stonn  were  on  the  hil! 
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"The  crags,  wliich  like  a  fairy  fabric  .'iiori'', 
Diirkness  had  o 


On  you,  ye  coming  years, 
I'  So  falriy  shone  the  A|jril  gleam  of  hope  j 
kSo  darkly  o'er  the  distance,  late  so  bright, 

Mow  settle  lUe  black  clouda. 

Come  tbou,  and  chuse  away 
TOW  and  Pnin,  the  persecuting  Powers, 
Wiia  make  the  mi-lancliuly  iLiy  so  loug. 

So  long  the  resiles  night. 

Shall  we  not  find  tliee  herey 
SOTery,  on  the  salt  sea's  breeiy  gtrand? 
rls  there  no  healing  in  Die  gales  ihni  sweep 
The  ihymy  mountain's  brow? 

I  look  for  thy  approach, 
0  Ur»-preierviDg  Powiir  I  a«  one,  who  Eliaya 
.AlODe  in  darkness  o'er  the  patlilma  mareli, 

WaltJies  th«  dawn  of  d«y> 
HumfaxD,  Jul]',  i  TUB- 
YOUTH  AND  AGE. 

With  uht-erTul  slep  the  traveller 

Purines  lii*  civrly  way, 
Wlieii  first  thu  dimly-dnwoing  east 

ReveolK  the  rising  ilny. 


southet's  foeus. 

lie  bounds  along  hU  craggy  road, 
Be  hiulcns  up  the  tieiglil, 

And  alt  he  sees  and  ull  he  hears 
Administer  delight. 

And  if  tht:  mlat,  retiring  bIow, 
Boll  round  its  wavy  white, 

Hu  iliinks  the  morning  vapona  hide 
Some  beauty  from  bis  sight. 


But,  when  behind  the  western  douds 

Departs  the  fading  day. 
How  wearily  the  traveller 

Pursues  his  evening  way  I 

Sorely  along  the  eraggy  roatl 
His  puinful  footstejjs  eree]!, 

And  stow,  wilh  muny  a  feeble  puuse, 
He  labors  up  tlie  steep. 

And  if  the  mljts  of  night  close  round, 
Tliey  fJI  his  soul  wilh  fear; 

He  dreads  some  unseen  iirecipicOi 
Some  hiJden  danger  near. 

So  cheerfully  does  youth  begin 
Life's  pleu-saiit  morning  stnge ; 

Alas !  the  evening  traveller  feels 
The  feuri  of  wiirv  age ! 


168  SODTBEt'S  P0BU8. 

Tito  forcnleri  saw,  anJ  iliey  galhered  Around  i 
The  roots Blill  wtre  fosl.auil  die  bean  sUU  was  sc 
Tliey  lojJt  otr  ihe  boughs  ibat  so  beautlflil  spreftj 
But  the  Ivy  Uiey  spureil  ou  iu  rJials  tlial  fed. 

No  longer  ibe  bees  o'er  iH  Iionej'-dews  plaj'ed, 
Nor  tbu  beusis  of  the  forest  fei]  under  it«  shnde] 
Lopt  and  mangled,  tbe  trunk  in  lis  ruin  ia  see 
'  wbot  ita  beauty  has  been. 


The  Oak  baa  received  its  incuruble  wound; 
Tbej  have  loosened  the  roots,  though  the  heart  n 

be  sound ; 

What  the  travellers  at  distance  green-flouriahingaf 
Are  the  leaves  of  tlie  ivy  that  poisoned  the  trs 

Alas  for  the  Oak  of  our  Fathers,  that  stood, 
In  its  beauty,  the  glory  and  pride  of  the  wood  I 
WEHTBunr,  ms. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  PULTOWA. 

On  Vorska's  glillcring  waves 
Ttie  morning  sunbeauts  play; 
PuUowu's  walls  are  tlirong«d 
With  eager  multitudes  i 
Athwart  the  dusty  vule 
They  strain  their  aching  ere«, 
Wlit-re  to  th«  light  move*  on 
e  Ciiti[]iiuror  Charles,  the  iroii-hc»rlE<l  Swej 


Go.  iiM  LtMfHd  ki^! 
FuQ  of  ihj  fiwrno-  &Be[ 
Think  bnr  Ok  ksnbM  DttM 
CwncBa  luuuii^tfB  w^  *vora; 
TMnk  how  the  wrvleked  Ptde 

Go,  ifva>b«arted  king! 
JLiM  Narrs'f  glorj  avoU  Uijr  tMU|Ai7  bnast ; 
Th«  destfa-dijrof  tlijrgla(7.C1nrlOT,hailida«ac41 

Frond  Swwk !  the  fon  back  ris«a 
Thfti  on  ibj  tbaae  AaU  sot! 

Now.  Patkol,  ma;  tUne  iiv'>'^  *f^^  ■*** ! 

For  oT«r  iluU  rel«n[leM  Swede 

Buin  hatli  niixrd  liu  unreleDting  arm  i 

For  ere  lliu  nig!ii  dedcendi, 

Hia  retunui  lio*l  dimlroyed. 

Hilt  laurcU  blasted  lo  revive  no  more, 

He  fliei  boTore  ibe  MuBcorite. 


1(11  aOUTHEI'3    POF.U8. 

Impalifnily  lliiU  Imiighty  heart  niusl  iii-ar 
Long  yciiTs  of  liojie  deceived ; 
Lung  years  of  idleness 
Tlial  sleepkss  soul  mast  brook. 
Now,  Poikul,  may  thine  ii\jured  spirit  rest  I  I 
Tq  him  \c\ia  euffars  in  an  honest  cRiise, 
No  deulli  is  ignominious;  not  on  thee, 
But  upon  Charles,  the  cruel,  the  unjust,  — 

Not  upon  Ihce,  on  him 
The  ineffaceable  reproach  is  fixed, 

The  infamy  abides. 
Now,  Patkul,  may  tliine  injured  spirit  real!  I 
VcsTnoay,  ITSS. 


THE  TRAVELLER'S  RETURN. 
SwKET  to  the  morning  iraveller 

The  Bong  amid  tlie  sky, 
Where,  twinkling  in  the  dewy  light. 

The  skylark  soars  on  high. 

Anil  dice  ring  to  the  traveller 
The  gales  thai  round  him  |)Uy, 

When  faint  and  heavily  he  drags 
Along  his  noontide  way. 


Anil,  when  beneath  the  unelouded 

Full  wearily  loib  he. 
The  flowing  water  makei  to  him 

A  soothing  melody. 
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And  when  the  evening  light  decays, 

And  all  is  calm  around, 
There  is  sweet  music  to  his  ear 

In  the  distant  sheep-bell's  sound. 

But,  oh !  of  all  delightful  sounds 

Of  evening  or  of  morn, 
The  sweetest  is  the  voice  of  Love, 

That  welcomes  his  return. 

Wbstbubt,  1798. 


THE  OLD  MAN'S  COMFORTS,  AND  HOW  HE 

GAINED  THEM. 

"You  are  old.  Father  William,"  the  young  man 
cried; 

"  The  few  locks  which  are  left  you  are  gray ; 
You  are  hale,  Father  William,  —  a  hearty  old  man  : 

Now  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray." 

*'  In  the  days  of  my  youth,"  Father  William  replied, 
"  I  remembered  that  youth  would  fly  fast. 

And  abused  not  my  health  and  my  vigor  at  first. 
That  I  never  might  need  them  at  last." 

"  You  are  old,  Father  William,"  the  young  man 
cried, 

**  And  pleasures  with  youth  pass  away ; 
And  yet  you  lament  not  the  days  that  are  gone : 

Now  tell  me  the  reaj^on,  I  pray." 
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'■In  ibi!  ilays  of  my  youtli,"  Father 'Will  Jam  re 
"  1  n^niitiulierbcl  llmt  youlU  could  not  liisl ; 

I  UiDughl  of  llie  Tulure,  wlinlever  I  <liil, 
Thut  I  nevor  might  grieve  for  itii;  piol,'' 

"  Vou  are  old,  Father  TVJtlinm,"  the  joung  t 
cried, 

"  And  life  must  be  hastening  away  ; 
Tou  are  chcfrful,  anil  love  lo  converse  upon  dn 

Now  tull  me  the  reason,  I  pray." 

"I  am  cheerful,  young  man,"  Father  William  i 
plied  i 

"  I^t  llie  cause  thy  attention  engage : 
In  the  days  of  my  youth,  I  reiuenibered  my  G 

And  he  batli  not  forgollen  my  age." 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  GREEK  DDE  ON  | 
ASTRONOSry, 


Hail,  venerable  Niani  J 
O  firsi-crealed,  lifull 
riiou  who  art  duomed  in  ihy  dark  breast  to  Tc| 
The  dying  beam  of  light, 
The  eldest  and  the  latest  thou, 


Hail,  venerable  NiudtI 
Around  tliine  ebon  brow 
Glittering  plays,  witb  liglilning  rays, 
A  Hrtuiih  of  flowei-s  of  iire. 
rThe  varying  elouiU  witli  Aony  a  bue  Mttre 

Thy  immj-tintfld  veil, 
f  Boly  are  the  blue  graces  of  thy  zone ; 
But  who  U  lie  whose  tongue  can  tell 
K^tie  dewy  lustre«  which  ihiue  eyes  a<larn? 
^Iiovely  to  somD  the  Uunhva  of  tlie  tiom  ; 
To  some  the  glories  of  the  Day, 
When,  biasing  with  lueridJiin  my, 
FThu  gorgeous  Suu  asceiids  his  Iiighc^t  throne; 
\  Sat  I,  with  ^emu  and  severe  dplighl, 
L^U  waidt  thy  constant  cAr,  immortal  NtOHTl 


for  then  to  the  celeiftial  jialacea 

Urania  Iead«, — tlnmiii,  she 

llie  goil(]e«s  who  alone 

Stand:*  by  ike  binzing  throne, 

ESSiilgont  with  llie  Lght  of  Deity  ; 

Whom  VVisdoni.  the  Creatrix,  by  her  side 
Placed  00  (lii!  heights  of  yonder  sky, 
niling  with  amhro^iii)  love,  unlocked 
the  deptlia  of  Nature  to  her  jiierdng  eye. 
^Ue  myrinib  stmek  their  harpB  around: 
And,  with  Iriumphnnt  »ong, 
The  tuMt  of  Stan,  a  boauleoua  throng. 
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Ai'ound  tilt;  crcr-living  iliad 
111  juliilee  their  mystic  daoce  begun ; 
W'lien  at  thy  leaping  forth,  O  Sun  t 
The  Morning  started  in  aOj-ight, 
Astonished  at  thy  binb,  fcer  Child  of  Light  1 


Hail,  O  Urania,  hail ! 
Queen  of  the  Musea,  Mistress  of  the  Song  I 
For  ihou  iIi<Ui  deign  to  leave  the  heavenly  thru 

As  earthward  thou  iliy  steps  wert  bending, 
A  my  went  forth,  and  hiirUingered  thy  way ; 
All  Ether  laughed  with  thy  descending. 
Thou  hiidst  wreathed  tliy  hair  with  roses. 
The  (lower  that  in  the  immortal  bower 
Il<i  dealhieis  bloom  discloses. 
Before  thine  awful  mien,  compelled  to  shrink, 
Fled  Ignorance,  abashed,  wiib  all  her  brood,  — 
Dragons,  and  Hag»  of  bale^l  breath  ; 
Pierce  Dreams,  that  wonl  to  drink 
Tlie  Scpulchru's  black  Itlood; 
Or,  on  the  wings  of  gtorin^ 
Riding  in  fury-forms, 
Shric-k  to  ttie  mariner  the  shriek  of  Death. 


I  boast,  0  Guddesd  I  to  thy  name 
That  I  have  raised  tlie  pile  ut'  fane ; 

Therefore  to  me  be  given 
To  ixiiini  the  stui-ry  p»ih  of  lieaven. 
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To  charioteer  wiiU  wings  on  high, 
[.  And  lo  rem  in  the  Tempests  of  the  sky. 

5. 
Chariots  of  happy  Godal  Founinins  uf  Light! 

Te  Angel-Temples  bright! 
May  I  nnblamed  your  flnmy  thresholds  tread? 
I  leave  Earth's  lowly  scene; 
I  leave  the  Mooa  serene. 
The  lovely  Queen  of  Night; 
I  leave  tlie  wide  domuns 
I  Beyond  where  Mars  his  fiercer  light  can  fling, 
And  Jnjiiler'e  vofit  plains 
(The  many-belted  king) ; 
jBvfln  to  the  solitude  where  Saturn  reigna, 
I'Iffke  oome  stern  tyrant  lo  just  exile  driven. 
Dim-seen,  the  sullen  power  npprnrs 
In  that  cold  solitude  of  lieaven. 

And  slow  he  drags  along 
c  mighty  circle  of  long-lingering  years. 


Bor  shalt  thou  escape  my  sight, 
lio  at  the  threshold  of  the  sun-trod  domes 
1  trembling,  —  youngest  Daugliler  of  the  Night  I 
d  you,  ye  flery-tressiSd  strangers  I  yon. 
Comets  who  wander  wide, 
ff  Ell  I  along  your  pathless  way  pursue, 
Wlicnce  Ijcnding  I  may  view 
«  Worlds  whom  elder  Suns  have  vivified. 
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7. 


For  Hope  with  loveliest  visions  soothea  my  mind, 
That  even  in  Klan,  Life's  winged  power, 
When  comes  again  the  natal  hour, 
Sluill  on  heaven-wandering  feet. 
In  undecajing  youth, 
Spring  to  the  blessed  seat, 
Where  round  the  6elds  of  Truth 
Tlie  fiery  Essences  for  ever  feed ; 
And  o'er  the  ambrosial  mead 
The  breezes  of  serenity, 
Silent  and  Boolhing,  glide  for  ever  by. 


There,  Priest  of  Nature  !  dost  thou  shine, 
Newton  !  a  King  among  the  Kinga  divine. 
Whether,  wilJi  Harmony's  mild  force. 
He  guides  along  ils  course 
The  axle  of  some  beauteous  star  on  high ; 

Or  gazing,  in  the  spring 
EbuUii-tit  with  creiilive  energy. 
Feels  his  pure  breaat  with  rapturous  joy  posse 
Inebriate  in  the  holy  ecsta:«y. 


I  m.iy  not  c;ill  thee  mortal  then,  my  soul ! 
lumioruU  longings  lift  thee  to  the  skies  : 
Love  of  thy  native  home  inflames  thee  now. 
With  pious  madness  wise 
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D  thyself!  expand  thy  wings  divine! 
30(1.  mingled  with  tby  faiheK,  thou  sbalt  ehios 
A  star  amid  the  Eiarry  ihrong, 

A  Ood  ihe  Godi  aiaoag. 
LoaMx,  ttm. 


OOOSEBERttY-PIB. 


I. 
GoosEBvjiKr-PiB  is  bcst- 
I  Full  of  the  tbitine,  O  Mu«e,  begin  the  song! 
What  though  the  BunbennM  of  the  West 
Mature  vlthin  the  Turtle's  breast 
Blood  glntinoiu,  and  fat  of  verdant  hoe ; 
•  What  thongh  tlie  Deer  bouud  £i>orUvcly  along 
P  Cer  epringy  turf,  llie  Park's  elustic  vest,  — 
Give  them  their  honors  duo ; 
Bat  Gooseberry-pie  is  beau 

2. 

Behind  ht?  oxen  slow 
The  gmtient  Plniighman  plods : 
S  And  w  the  Sawrr  followed  by  the  clods, 
rSwth'N  geninl  notnli  reccive<I  the  living  seed. 
The  rants  dr»cenH,  the  );nuati  they  grow; 
.Saw  jtt  the  Tegi-iable  oeeaa 
Bdl  its  green  ripple  li>  the  April  gale? 

g  gaJdon  vave«,  with  fnultitudinoas  motloit. 
SweD  o'er  the  Miaiuinr  vale  f 


Il  flows  through  Alder  banks  along 

BeneAth  the  copse  Uiat  hidea  the  hill ; 

The  gentle  atreara  you  canoot  see, 

You  only  hear  its  melody, — 
The  alream  that  turns  the  MILL 

Pass  on  a  little  way,  paaa  on, 

Aiid  you  shall  catch  \u  gleam  anon ; 
And  hark,  the  loud  and  agonizing  groau 

That  inakea  its  anguish  known, 
Whei-e.  torturiHl  hy  the  Tyniiit  Lord  of  Meal, 

The  Brook  is  hroken  on  Uiu  Wheel ! 


Blow  fair,  blow  fair,  ihou  orient  gale  I 
On  the  white  bosom  of  the  sail, 
Te  Winds,  enamoured,  lingering  lie  I 
Ye  Wa»es  of  ocean,  spare  the  bark. 

Ye  Tem|>est8  of  tlie  sky  I 
From  distant  realms  she  cornea  to  bring 

The  sugar  for  my  Pie. 
For  this  on  Gambia's  arid  side 
Tlie  Vulture's  feet  are  Eunlud  with  hhiod ; 
And  Beelx<!buli  beholds  with  pride 

His  darling  planter  brood. 


First  in  the  spring  ihy  lesviw  were  sec 
Tliou  beauteous  bush,  so  early  greeu ! 
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2. 

Ttou  wert  working  late,  thou  baej,  busy  Bee! 

After  the  fall  of  the  Ciatus  flower, 
Wliea  the  Primrose-of-evening  was  readj-  to  burst, 

I  henrd  thee  last,  as  I  saw  thee  first; 

In  the  silence  of  the  evening  hour, 

Heard  I  tliee,  thou  busy,  busy  Bee  I 

S. 

Thou  art  a  miser,  thou  busy,  busy  Bee! 
Late  and  early  at  employ; 

Still  on  tliy  golden  stores  intent, 
Thy  summer  in  heaping  and  hoarding  is  spent, 

"Whiit  thy  winter  will  never  enjoy  i 
TVi^e  lesson  this  for  me,  thou  hmy,  busy  Bee  1 

4. 
Little  dost  thou  think,  thou  busy,  busy  Hce ! 

What  is  the  end  of  tliy  toil : 

When  the  latest  flowers  of  i!ie  ivy  are  gone. 

And  all  Ihy  work  lor  tiie  year  is  done. 

Thy  hia^lor  tomes  for  the  sjxiii ; 

Woe  then  for  thee,  thou  busy,  busy  Bee  ! 


TO  A  spmmt. 


!  thou  need'st  noi  run  in  fear  about 
sliun  my  turious  eyes; 


I»-2 
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To  eiiibleift  laws  in  wtiicli  the  weak  are  caught. 

But  which  the  strong  break  through; 
And  if  a  victim  in  thy  toils  ia  la'cn, 
lAe  sumo  poor  client  is  that  wi-etclied  %  i 
I'll  warrtml  thee  ibou'lt  drain 
Hb  life-blood  dry. 

5. 
And  Is  not  ihy  weak  work  like  human  schemes 

And  care  on  earth  employed  ? 
Such   ore   young   Uopcs   and   Love's    delightl 
dreams 
So  easily  destroyed; 
So  dues  the  Slateamnn,  whilst  the  Avengers  : 
Self-deemed  secure,  his  wiles  in  secret  lay ; 
Soon  sliall  destruction  sweep 
His  work  away. 


Thou  busy  laborer!  one  rewmbtiuice  more 

May  yet  the  verse  prolong; 
For,  Spider,  thou  art  like  the  I'oet  poor, 

Whom  thou  hast  helped  in  song. 
Both  busily,  our  needful  food  lo  win, 
Wif  work,  AS  Nature  taught,  with  ceaseless  puu^ 

Thy  bowels  thou  dost  spin, 
I  spin  my  brains. 
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THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  JERUSALEM. 

The  rage  of  Babylon  is  roused, 
The  king  puts  forth  his  strength ; 
And  Judah  bends  the  bow, 
And  points  her  arrows  for  the  coming  war. 

Her  walls  are  firm,  her  gates  are  strong, 
Her  youth  gird  on  the  sword ; 
High  are  her  chie^  in  hope, 
For  soon  will  Egypt  send  the  promised  aid. 

But  who  is  he  whose  voice  of  woe 
Is  heard  amid  the  streets ; 
Whose  ominous  voice  proclaims 
Her  strength  and  arms  and  promised  8uccx)rs  vain  ? 

His  meagre  cheek  is  pale  and  sunk  ; 
Wild  is  his  hollow  eye, 
Yet  awful  is  its  glance  ; 
And  who  could  bear  the  anger  of  his  frown  ? 

Prophet  of  God  !  in  vain  thy  lips 
Proclaim  the  woe  to  come ; 
In  vain  thy  warning  voice 
Summons  her  rulers  timely  to  repent. 

The  Ethiop  changes  not  his  skin  : 
Impious  and  reckless  still, 
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The  rulers  spurti  thy  voice; 
And  now  tlie  mensuro  of  llieir  crinies  is  fulL 


For  now  around  Jerusalem 
The  countless  foes  appear ; 
Fur  a:)  tlie  eye  can  reach 
Spreads  tlie  wide  horror  of  the  circling  giegp. 

Wliy  is  the  warrior's  check  eo  piUe  / 
Why  droop3  the  gallant  yontb, 
Wlio  laic,  in  pride  of  heart. 
Sharpened  his  javelin  for  the  welcome  war? 

'Tis  not  for  len-or  that  liU  eye 
Swells  witli  ihe  etmggling  woe ; 
Oh!  he  could  bear  his  illx, 
Or  rush  to  death,  and  in  llie  gnive  have  peace*  I 

HiB  parents  do  not  aek  for  food ; 
But  tlicjr  are  wcidi  with  want: 
His  wife  Las  given  her  babea 
Her  wrotcJicd  pittance, — she  toakes  no  complal 

Tlie  consiimmaling  hour  is  come  ; 
AJaii  for  Solyma  I 
How  is  she  desolate,  ^ 
She  that  was  great  among  the  uHtions,  fall 

And  lliou,  thou  miiierulile  khigl 
Whore  ia  tliy  IrualeU  flock, — 


Thy  flock  so  beautiful ; 
[' Tbj  Fathoi's  throne,  tlie  temple  of  thy  God ? 

Rej>entance  brings  not  back  the  past; 
It  will  not  call  ag^i 
Tliy  niunlcred  sous  to  life, 
■QKor  vUion  to  those  tytivaa  sockets  more. 

Thun  wretclieil,  eluldliss,  blind  old  man ! 
Heavy  thy  jmnUhnienl ; 
Drcadt'nl  thy  present  woes; 
Ufts!  more  linradfiit  thy  remenihered  guilt. 
VnnuBT,  lT>s. 

THE  DEATH  OF  WALLACE. 

Jot,  joy  in  London  now ! 
[Be  goes,  the  rebel  Wallace  gocii  (o  diralh  ; 
t  length  the  tnutor  mect^  the  tnutor'a  doom ; 
Joy<  joy  ill  Lonilon  non  1 

He  on  a  sledge  ia  drawn, 

ng  right  arm  uani^apoiKMl  and  in  diatna, 
Lnd  garlanded  around  hu  lieIml«M  head 
The  laurel  wreath  of  stoni. 

They  throng  lo  viaw  blm  now 
rha  in  the  fii^ld  biul  tied  biJbre  lii»  sword ; 
^Vlto  >t  Ibe  nnoiH  of  Watlaee  onr«  grew  pole. 
And  faltered  out  b  prayer 


■    '  ' 
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Tes,  thejr  can  meet  his  eje, 
Tlint  only  bearaa  with  paiient  courage  now ; 
Tes,  they  can  look  upon  those  manly  limbs, 

Defenceless  now  and  bound. 

And  that  eye  did  not  shrink, 
As  he  beheld  the  pomp  of  infamy ; 
Nor  one  ungovemed  feeling  shook  those  limbs. 

When  the  last  moment  came. 

What  though  suspended  sense 
Was  by  their  legal  craelty  revived ; 
What  though  ingenious  vengeance  lengthened  life 

To  feel  protracted  death ;  — 

WliiLt  though  the  hanginiui's  hntid 
Grasped  in  his  living  breast  the  heaving  hem-l.  — 
In  ilie  last  agony,  the  last  sick  pang, 

Wallace  had  comfort  still. 

He  called  to  mind  his  deeds 
Done  for  his  country  in  the  embattled  field  ; 
lie  thouglit  of  that  good  cause  for  which  he  died. 

And  it  was  joy  in  death. 

Go,  Edward !  triumph  now  ! 
Caml.rin  isf;il!en,and  Scotland's  strength  iscrusl.c-.I 
On  Wallace,  on  Llewellyn's  mangled  limbs, 

Tiie  fowls  of  heaven  have  fed. 
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Unrivnlled,  unoppostH, 
Gfl,  EvIwRni,  full  of  glot-j'i  lo  thy  grave ! 
The  weight  of  patriot-blood  upon  ihy  soul. 

Go,  Edward,  to  tliy  God  1 


THE  SPANISH  AHMADA. 

Clicir  shone  Ihe  mom,  the  gnle  was  fair, 
"When  from  Conina's  crowded  port, 
rilh  many  n  che'Ttul  ^hoiit  and  loud  accluim, 
The  huge  Armada  passed . 

To  England's  gljorea  tlieir  streamei's  point, 
To  England's  stioi-es  their  sails  are  api-oid  ,- 
Tliey  go  lo  Iriumiih  o'er  the  sea-^irt  land, 
And  Itumu  hath  blest  their  arms. 

Along  the  ocean's  echoing  verge, 
Along  tlie  mounlitin  rnnge  of  rocko, 
%e  dnetcring  miillitiidt's  behold  Iheir  pomp. 
And  raise  the  votive  prayer, 

Commingling  with  the  ocean's  ronr, 
Ceaseless  and  hoarse  Iheir  murmurs  rise ; 
RAnd  toon  they  intst  to  $ec  ihe  winged  hark 
That  bears  good  tiding*  home. 
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The  watch-tower  now  in  distaoce  einka ; 
And  now  Galicia's  mountain  rocks 
Faint  OS  the  far-oS*  clouds  of  evening  lie, 
And  now  they  fade  away. 

Each  like  some  moving  citadel, 
On  through  the  waves  they  sail  sublime  ; 
And  now  the  Spaniards  see  the  silvery  cliffs, 
Behold  the  sea-girt  land. 

0  fools !  to  think  that  ever  foe 
Should  triumph  o'er  that  sea-girt  land  I 
0  fools !  to  think  that  ever  Britain's  sons 
Should  wear  the  strangei's  yoke  I 

For  not  in  vain  hath  Nalure  reared 
Around  her  roast  those  silvery  cliffs  ; 
For  not  in  vain  old  Ocean  spreads  his  waves 
To  guard  his  favorite  isle. 


On  come  her  gallant  i 
Wliai  now  avail  Rome's  boasiud  charms? 
Wliere  are  tlip  Spaniard's  vaunts  of  eager  wrath, 
His  hopes  of  conquest  now  ? 

And  hark  !  the  angry  Winds  arise, 

Old  Ocean  heaves  his  angry  Waves ; 
The  Winds  and  Wave*  against  the  invaders  fight. 
To  guard  the  sea-girt  land. 
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Howling  around  lib  jialace-towor^ 
The  SpanUU  <lea)iul  bearj  the  storm ; 
Ilv  tbitilu  upun  kb  navies  far  awaj, 
And  boding  doubis  krise. 

Long  OTer  [ii^cayV  bobleroua  surge 
Tbe  iratcbnian'd  selling  «ye  atiall  strain ; 
Long  elinll  lio  gnze,  but  never  wing&J  baHc 
Sboll  bear  good  lidings  bome. 
WkcrncuT,  ITS8. 


ST.  BAllTHOLOTrEW'S  DAY. 

The  niglit  is  come :  no  (eim  disturb 
Tbe  dre»mn  of  innocence  ; 
T&cj  trust  in  kingljr  fiulli  nnd  kinglir  oaiilia 
They  sleep,  —  ulas !  ihey  sleep. 

Go  to  tlie  puluco,  «ould*t  iboii  know 
How  hideous  night  can  be; 
'  Eye  i«  not  cIo»ed  in  iboM  ttccursod  walls, 
Nor  heart  at  quiet  there. 

'nt  Monarch  from  the  window  leana^ 
He  tislciui  (o  tlie  night, 
kai  with  a  horrible  and  eager  bojM 
Awaita  the  uiidiiigbt  bell. 
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Oh !  he  has  hell  within  him  now ! 
God,  always  art  thou  just ! 
For  innocence  can  never  know  such  pangs 
Aa  pierce  successful  guilt. 

He  looka  abroad,  and  all  is  still: 
Hark !  now  the  midnight  bell 
Sounds  througli  the  silence  of  the  night  alone, 
And  now  the  signal  gun  I 

Thy  hand  is  on  him,  righteous  God  I 
He  hears  the  frantic  shrieks. 
He  hears  the  glorying  yelis  of  massacre, 
And  he  repents  —  too  Ia(e> 

He  hears  the  murderer's  savage  shout. 
He  hears  llie  groan  of  dealh  ; 
In  vain  llicy  ily,  —  soldiers  defenceless  now, 
Women,  old  men,  and  babes. 

Righteous  and  Just  art  thou,  0  God  ! 
For,  jithi:5  dying  hour, 
Those  shrieks  and  groans  re-echoed  in  his  eat. 
He  heard  (hat  murderous  yell. 

Tliey  thronged  around  his  midnight  eouch, 

The  phantoms  of  llie  slain; 
It  preyed  like  poison  on  his  powers  of  life: 
Rigliteous  art  tliou,  0  God ! 
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SpiriU  wlio  suffered  at  thai  liour 
For  Treedom  and  for  fiiilli ! 
.   STe  SAW  your  uuuntry  bt^nt  beneath  the  J'vke, 
ir  failb  udU  Ireedom  crusbod  i  — 

And  like  n  giiirit  from  kb  sleep 
Ye  saw  when  France  awoke ; 
Te  uw  the  iieoplu  bnr^t  llicir  double  chain. 
And  yt)  had  joy  in  heaven  1 

WanavKT,  not. 


THE  HOLLY-niEE. 

1. 
O  Rkxdkr  !  hast  thou  ever  stood  to  see 

The  Holly-lree? 
The  eje  that  contemplates  it  well  perceives 

Its  glossy  leaves 
Ordered  by  an  Intelligence  ao  nriae 
As  might  confound  the  Atheist's  sophistries. 


Below,  s  circling  fence,  iu  leaves  are  seen, 

Wrinkled  and  keen ; 
No  grazing  cattle  through  their  prickly  round 

Can  reacii  Iu  wuuud : 
Bni,  an  llu-y  grow  where  outlung  Is  to  &ar, 
!>iiuwlli  and  uiianned  tlie  poliitleM  leaves 


soutiiet's  poeus. 


I  love  lo  view  these  things  with  curioua  eyes, 

And  moralize ; 
And  in  tliis  tvisdom  of  the  Ilollj'-tree 

Can  emblem  sco 
Wherewith  pcrciiance  to  make  a  pleasant  rhjrmu, 
One  which  may  profit  in  the  aflcr-time. 


Thus,  though  abroad  perchance  I  migtit  app 

Uursli  and  austere, 
To  those  nlio  on  my  leisure  would  intrude 

Reicrved  and  i-ude, 
Gentle  at  lioino  atuid  my  fiiends  I'd  be, 
Like  the  higli  loaves  upon  Ilic  Hulty-ti-ce. 


And  should  my  youth,  as  youth  is  apt  I  know. 

Some  liar.-iincj!  show. 
All  vain  it-pfrilii'S  I  day  bj-  day 

■Would  wi-ar  away, 
Till  the  sniooili  temper  of  my  iigc  should  be 
Like  the  liigh  leaves  upon  the  Holly-lree. 

G. 
And  as,  when  all  the  summer  trees  are  seen 

So  bright  and  green, 
The  Ilolly-leaves  a  tober  hue  display 

Less  bright  than  they, 
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But  irhea  (be  bare  and  winlrj'  ivoods  we  see, 
IWliut  ItiBii  so  dieerful  as  ite  Uolly-trec  ?  — 

7. 
0  serious  should  my  youth  sppear  amoiig 

The  thoughtless  throng; 
a  would  I  seem,  umid  llio  youag  and  ga/, 
More  grave  than  ihey, 
in  my  age  a.i  cheerful  I  might  be 
9  the  green  wLolep  of  Uio  Ilolly-lree. 

WUTHUBT,  ITB8. 


THE  EBB-TIDK 

Slowlt  thy  flowing  tide 
in,  old  Avon !     Scurcejy  did  mine  eyes, 
■  vraltJifuIly  I  iruimcd  thy  greenwood-side, 
Perceive  ita  gentle  tiie. 

With  many  a  stroke  and  strong 
e  laboring  boatmen  upward  ]ilicd  their  oars ; 
ETet  little  way  they  made,  tliougli  laboring  long 
Between  thy  winding  ehorcs. 

Now  down  thine  ebbing  tide 
e  unlabored  boat  falls  rapidly  along ; 
e  Miliary  helmsman  sits  lo  guide. 

And  singa  an  idle  Bong. 
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Now  o'er  the  rocks,  that  lay 
So  silent  late,  ibe  slialloiv  current  roars ; 
Fast  flow  thy  waters  on  Ibcir  seaward  way. 

Through  wi<lcr-spr»Miding  shores. 

Avon  I  I  gaze,  and  know 
The  lesson  emblemed  in  lliy  varying  way  : 
It  speaks  of  human  joyj  (liat  rUe  so  alow, 

So  rapidly  deeay. 

Kiagdoma  which  long  have  stood, 
And  ^low  to  strength  and  [louvr  attained  at  lust, 
Thus  from  the  summit  of  high  Fortune's  flood 

They  ebb  to  ruin  fast. 

Thus  like  iby  flow  appcai-a 
Time's  tardy  course  to  nianliood's  envied  Magm.  1 
Alas,  how  Imrryingly  Uie  ehhlng  years 

Then  hasten  to  old  age  I 
WuiDDKr,  ITM. 

THE  COMPLACSTS  OF  THE  POOll. 

"And  wherefore  do  the  Poor  complain?' 

The  Ricti  Man  nskcd  of  mc: 
"  Come  walk  abroad  with  mc,"  I  said, 

"And  I  will  answer  ihce." 

Twas  evening,  and  the  frozen  streets 
Were  cheerless  to  behold  i 
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She  turned  hei-  bead,  and  bode  the  cliild 
That  screamed  behind  be  slill ;  — 

Tbea  told  us  that  ber  busband  served, 

A  soldier,  far  awa/ ; 
Aad  thei'urore  to  her  pariah  she 

Was  begging  back  her  way. 

We  met  a  girl,  —  her  dress  waa  looae, 
And  sunken  was  her  eye,  — 

Who  with  a  wanton's  hollow  voice 
Addressed  the  passers-by. 

I  nsked  her  wliat  there  was  in  guilt 

Tliat  could  her  heart  allure 
To  slutmc,  dise;i$c,  niul  late  remorse : 

She  anstvered  she  w.is  poor. 

I  turned  me  to  the  Rieh  Alan  then, 

For  silently  stood  he : 
"  You  iisked  me  why  the  Poor  complain. 
And  iliese  have  aiisivcred  thee." 

TO  .M.UIY. 

Mart!  ten  checkered  years  have  passed 
Since  we  beheld  e:ich  other  last ; 
Yet,  Maiy,  I  i-eiucniber  ihce, 
Nor  canst  thou  hiivc  forgotten  me. 


Tlic  bloom  vds  then  njion  thy  facv. 
Thy  form  had  every  youthful  grace; 
I,  loo,  had  tiien  the  vrnnnlli  of  roulli, 
'm  And  in  our  henrle  wot  bU  its  trvdi. 


I  We  conversed,  were  ihere  others  by, 
1  Wilh  coiamoa  mirlh  and  random  eye  ; 
I  Bttt,  when  escaped  the  sigh  I  of  men, 
I  Bow  serioas  waa  our  converse  thra  I 


I  Our  1^  was  then  of  years  lo  come, 
EOf  hopeui  wlu'eh  a^ked  u  humble  ilotira, 
I  Themes  which  lo  loving  Ihuufchtf  migbt  n 
I  Altliougli  we  never  spoke  of  love. 


i  At  our  lost  meeting,  sure  Ihy  heait 
I  Wits  even  as  lonth  as  mine  to  partj 
I  And  yet  we  little  thought  tliat  then 
I  Wo  parted  —  not  lo  meet  again. 

rXon^  Miiry,  nfler  that  ndicu, 
P3Cy  deiireat  ibj'-d  reams  were  of  you  : 
rnla  eteep  I  saw  you  still,  and  long 
~  'ido  you  the  theme  of  socrtjt  song. 

fWhen  manhooil  and  JIs  car«s  came  on, 

^c  luimblc  liogies  of  youili  were  gone  t 
KAnd  other  liop'.'s  and  other  fears 
■£Saced  the  lUougUu  of  happier  years. 
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Akantime  tbrongh  many  a  varied  year 
Of  thee  DO  tidings  did  I  hear, 
And  tiiou  hast  ncrer  heard  017  name 
Save  Arotn  the  vague  reports  of  fame. 

But  then,  I  tTQSt,  detraction's  lie 
Hath  kindled  anger  in  thine  eye ; 
And  thou  my  praise  wcrt  proud  to  see,  — 
My  name  should  still  be  dear  to  thee. 

Ten  years  hare  held  tbeir  conree ;  thus  late 
I  learn  the  tidings  of  thy  fate ; 
A  husband  and  a  father  now, 
Of  thee,  a  wife  and  mother  thou. 

And,  Mary,  as  for  thee  I  frnmc 
A  prayer  which  halh  no  selfish  aim, 
No  hapjiicr  lut  can  I  wish  thee 
Than  such  as  Heaven  hath  granted  me. 
London,  1S02 


TO  A  FRIEXl), 


1. 
Do  I  R'grct  tiie  past  ? 
Would  I  itjiiin  live  o'ljr 
Th«  morning  hours  of  life? 
Kay,  William  I  nay,  not  no] 
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D  the  irann  jojancc  of  the  summer  sun, 
I  do  not  wish  again 
The  changeful  April  day. 
Nay,  William  !  nny,  not  60 ! 
Safe  havened  from  the  sea, 
I  would  not  tempt  again 
The  uncertain  oceao's  wrath, 
e  be  to  Him  who  made  me  what  I  am. 
Other  I  would  not  be. 


V  Vhjr  Ib  it  pteasant,  then,  to  sit  and  talk 
Of  days  that  are  no  more  ? 
Wlieii  in  hia  own  dear  home 
The  traveller  rests  at  la«t, 
^And  li^lis  how  oflen,  in  his  wandering), 
The  thought  of  those  far  off 
Hatli  made  hia  cjcs  o'lrflow 
With  no  uomaiiiy  tern's ; 
Delighted  he  recalb  [trod ; 

Wgh  what  fair  scenes  hU  lingering  feet  have 
knt|  erer  when  he  tells  of  perils  past 
And  troubled  now  no  more, 
IB  eyes  ore  brightest,  and  a  readier  joy 
Flows  tliankful  from  liis  heart. 


Ko,  William  1  no,  I  would  not  live  again 
The  morning  hours  of  life ; 
I  would  not  be  again 
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The  slave  of  hope  and  fear ; 
I  would  not  leam  again 
The  wisdom  by  Experience  hardi)'  tanght 


To  me  the  past  presents 
No  object  for  regret  j 
To  me  the  present  gives 
All  cause  for  full  content. 
The  future?  —  it  is  now  the  cheerful  noi: 
And  on  the  sunny-smiling  fields  I  gaze 
With  ej-es  alive  to  joy : 
When  the  dark  night  descends, 
1  willingly  shall  close  my  weary  lids, 
In  sure  iind  certain  hope  to  wake  again. 

Wbstduky',  ITSS. 


THE  DEAD  FRIEND. 


to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  my  Sou 
Descend  to  contumpl.ile 
The  form  that  once  was  dear  : 
The  S}.irit  is  not  ihero 
■\Vhidi  kiiulk-d  that  dead  eye, 
Wliieh  throbbed  in  that  cold  heart, 
Wlitch  in  lliut  motionless  hand 
Ilath  met  thy  frii'iidly  grasp  ; 
The  Spirit  is  not  there  1 


i02  boutbbt's  POBHB. 

Edmund  I  we  did  not  err  I 
Our  best  affections  ben 

They  are  not  lilce  tlie  toys  of  in&ncj  | 
The  Soul  outgrows  them  not  i 
W«  do  not  cast  them  off: 
Oh,  if  it  could  be  so, 

It  were  indeed  a  dreadful  thing  to  die  1 


Not  to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  m;  Soul, 

Follow  thy  friend  beloved ; 

But  in  the  lonely  hour, 

But  in  the  evening  walk, 
Think  that  he  companies  thy  solitude ; 

Think  that  he  holds  with  thee 

Mysterious  intercourse; 
And,  tliough  remembrance  wake  a  tear, 

There  will  be  joy  in  grief. 

WUTBDIIT,  ITM. 


SONGS  OF  THE  AMERICAN  INDIANS. 


THE  HURON'S  ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEAD. 

1. 

Brother,  thou  wert  strong  in  youth ! 

Brother,  thou  wert  brave  in  war ! 

Unhappy  man  was  he 
For  whom  thou  hadst  sharpened  the  tomahawk's 
edge ! 

Unhappy  man  was  he 
On  whom  thine  angry  eye  was  fixed  in  fight ! 

And  he,  who  from  thy  hand 

Received  the  calumet, 

Blest  Heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

2. 

When  the  Evil  Spirits  seized  thee, 
Brother,  we  were  sad  at  heart : 
We  bade  the  Jongler  come 
And  bring  his  magic  aid ; 
We  circled  thee  in  mystic  dance, 
With  songs  and  shouts  and  cries, 
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To  free  thee  from  their  power. 

Brother,  but  in  vain  We  strove ; 

The  number  of  thy  days  was  full. 


Thou  sit'st  amongst  us  on  thy  mat, 
The  bearskin  from  lliy  shoulder  hangs, 
Thy  feet  are  sandalled  ready  for  the  way. 
Those  are  the  unf^iigueable  feet 

That  traversed  the  forest  track; 

Those  are  the  lips  that  late 

Thundered  the  yell  of  war ; 

And  that  is  the  strong  right  arm 
Which  never  was  lifted  in  vain. 

Tlioic  iips  are  silent  now. 
The  limbs  iliat  wei-e  active  are  stiff, 

Loose  kings  tlie  sli-ong  right  arm  I 


And  where  \i  that  whidi  in  ihy  voice 
The  kngiiiise  of  rnend.sliii>  spake. 
That  giive  llie  slren;;lh  of  thine  arm 
That  iilk-d  Ihy  limb,-  wilh  lifi^? 

It  was  not  llioii,  for  tlion  art  here, 
Tlion  art  aniorig-t  usslill; 

But  the  life  and  the  A^ehng  are  gone. 
The  Iroqnnis  will  k-ani 
That  thou  hast  cc:ised  from  war; 
Twill  be  a  joy  like  victory  to  them. 
For  thou  wert  the  scourge  of  their  natioi 
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Brother,  we  sing  ihe*  llie  song  of  deuUi ; 
In  ihy  coffin  of  bark  we  lav  llice  lo  rest ; 

The  bow  i^hall  be  placed  by  iby  aide, 
And  Uie  slinfls  lliiii  are  pointed  and  featliered  lor 
flighl. 
To  the  Country  of  the  Dead 
Long  and  pninrul  h  lliy  wny ; 
Orcr  rivrra  wide  nnd  deep 
Lies  the  road  thnt  mam  be  passed. 
By  bridges  narrow- walled, 
MHiere  scarce  llie  Soul  can  force  its  way, 
Wliilv  tite  Ioo8e  fabiic  tollers  uuder  it. 


Safely  tnay  our  brother  pass ! 
Siifely  may  he  reach  the  fields, 
Where  the  sound  of  the  drum  und  the  t^hrll 
Shall  he  beard  from  the  Country  of  Souls  ! 
The  Spirits  of  thy  Sires 
Shall  come  lo  welcome  thee : 
The  God  of  tho  Dead  in  his  Bower 
Shall  receive  thee,  and  bid  lh«e  join 
The  dance  of  eternal  joy. 

7. 
Brother,  we  puy  thee  the  riici  of  death  ; 

Rest  in  Iby  Bower  of  Doliglit  1 
WnnDar,  USV. 


SOUTH  bit's   POEUS. 


THE  PERUVIAN'S  DIRGE  OVER  THE  BOliY 
OP  HIS  FATHER. 


Rest  in  peace,  mj  Father,  rest ! 
With  danger  and  toil  have  I  borne  thy  corpse 

From  the  Stranger's  field  of  death. 
I  bless  thee,  O  Wife  of  the  Sun  ! 
For  veiling  thy  beams  with  a  cloud, 
While  at  the  pious  task 

Thy  votary  toiled  in  fear. 

Thou  bjiilcst  the  clouds  of  night 
Inwrap  tlice,  and  hide  lliee  from  Man ; 

But  did:<t  thou  not  see  my  toil, 
And  put  on  the  darkness  to  aid, 
0  Wife  of  the  visible  God  ? 


Wretched,  my  Father,  thy  lift;! 

Wretched  the  life  of  the  Slave ! 

All  day  for  anotln;r  he  loils ; 

Ovenvearied  at  night  he  lies  down, 

And  dreams  of  the  freedom  that  once  he  ciijoyc< 

Thou  wert  blest  in  the  liajs  of  Ihy  youth. 

My  Father !  for  then  thou  wyrt  free. 
In  Ihe  fields  of  the  nation,  thy  hand 
Iti.re  its  part  of  Ihe  general  tjisk ; 


And  when,  with  the  wog  ani)  the  ilance. 

Ye  brought  the  bacrest  home, 
As  all  in  llie  labor  tiail  shared. 
So  jiifltlr  Ihej  shared  in  the  fruiu. 


Them  risible  Ixird  of  the  Eonh, 
Thou  GoJ  of  my  Fathers,  ihou  God  of  my  hean. 
O  Giver  of  light  and  of  life ! 
When  tlie  Strangers  came  to  our  shores. 
Why  didst  thou  not  put  forth  thy  power? 
Thy  thunders  nboiild  then  have  been  hurled. 
Thy  fires  should  in  lightnings  Lave  dashed  I 
ViBible  God  of  the  EarUi, 
Tlie  Strangers  mock  at  thy  mighl  i 
To  idols  and  lieams  of  wood 
They  force  ns  to  bow  the  knee ; 
They  plunge  us  in  caverns  and  dens. 
Where  never  ihy  Idessed  li^it 
Shines  on  unr  poisonous  toill 
But  not  iifthe  caverns  and  dens, 
O  Sun !  are  we  mindless  of  thee : 
Wc  pine  for  the  want  of  thy  beams, 
W«  adore  thee  with  angubb  and  groans. 


My  Father,  rest  in  pcac«l 
Be«t  with  the  dust  of  thy  Sires ! 
They  placed  their  cross  in  thy  dying  grasp  i 
The^  bore  thee  to  their  burial-place. 
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Aiid  ovur  tiiy  bruuthlej^s  fntuie 
Tbeir  bloodv  atid  mercUpis  Priest 
Mumbkil  liis  inn^c  hastily. 

Oh  !  couUl  tliy  bone*  be  fit  peace 
In  the  field  wliei-e  tbe  Strangers  nre  laid? 

AJone,  in  tlikiiger  ani)  in  pain, 

My  Falher,  I  bring  thee  here. 

So  may  our  God,  in  reward, 

Allow  me  one  fairlil\il  friend 
To  lay  me  beaide  Uiee  when  I  am  released! 

So  may  lio  summon  me  »oon, 
Timi  my  Spirit  may  joiu  lliee  lUere, 
Wlieri!  llie  Slrangere  never  sbttU  come ! 


SOSG  OF  THE  ARAUCANS  DURINQ  A 
TIIUNDER-STORM. 


The  slorni-cloud  grows  deeper  ubovei 
Amucjins !  the  tempest  is  ripe  in  llic  sky ; 
Our  forefntliers  rnme  from  tlie  Islands  of  BIik 

Tliey  come  to  the  war  of  llie  winds. 

The  Souls  of  ihe  Strangers  are  there. 
In  iheir  garmenis  of  darkneM  they  riile  llimugli  tli^ 

Ton  eloud  that  rolls  luridly  over  the  hill 
Is  red  with  iheir  weapono  of  fire. 
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Hark  I  liai-k  1  in  the  howl  uf  llie  wiu<l 

The  shout  of  the  battle,  tlie  claiig  of  tlicir  druma  I 

Tbu  horsemen  are  mm,  nnd  the  shock  of  the  fight 

la  llie  bhi5t  that  disbranches  the  wood. 

Behold  from  the  cluudii  of  (heir  power 
c  Hghlniog,  —  the  lightning  is  huicvd  nt  our  sirc«. 
R'And  the  thunder  tliat  chokes  tlic  broad  pavciaeiit  of 
heaven, 
And  the  darkness  that  quenches  the  day  I 

Ye  SouU  of  OUT  FatbMn,  be  braro  1 
^Te  shruDk  not  before  the  Itivadere  on  earth, 
STe  ttwnbled  not  then  at  their  weapons  of  fii«; 
Brave  Spirits,  yo  tremhh;  not  now  ] 

We  gnxc  on  your  warfare  in  bopts 
ffe  »end  up  onr  shout«  to  i-nmuragc  your  anns : 
Idfl  the  huice  of  your  vcngojtnce,  0  Fathers  t  Kith 
force. 
For  the  wrongs  of  your  country  strike  hume! 

the  land  was  your  own 
Sons  of    Deiiniciiou  cani«  over  lite 

I  the  old  fell  asleep  in  the  fnlneM  »f  day«. 
And  their  children  wept  over  their  |;nives;  — 

Till  the  Stmngen  came  into  the  land 
JTiUi  longnes  of  deceit  and  with  wrnpnn*  of  Qre: 


SIO  gouttmrt  Pot:us. 

Then  the  sirtin^li  of  the  people  in  youih  v/at 
And  the  fulher  wapt  over  his  son. 

It  thickens,  —  the  tumult  of  fight ! 
Loudor  niiil  louder  the  blast  of  the  bftltle  is  heard  ll 
Remember  tlie  wi-ongs  that  your  coimti7  endureaB 

Remember  the  fielda  of  your  fume  ! 

Joy  I  joy !  for  the  Slraiigti-s  ivooil  j 
They  give  way,  they  retreat,  they  iii-e  routed,  th<^ 

fly  I 
Parsue    them  I    parsae    them !    rciiicmbe 
wrunga  1 
Let  your  l&nces  he  drunk  with  tlieir  wounds.  I 

The  Souls  of  your  wives  shall  rejoice 
As  they  welcome  you  back  to  your  lEJaiida  ol'  Btlii! 
And  the  breeze  that  refreshes  the  toil-tlirubhing  broWj| 

Waft  thither  the  song  oJ'  your  praise. 

Westdurt,  it  do. 


BONO  OF  THE  CHIKKASAH  WIDOW. 

'TwAS  the  voice  of  my  husband  tlint  came  on 
gale  J 

His  uuappeasetl  Spirit  in  anger  complains: 
Rest,  rest,  Ollanohta,  be  stitl  1 
The  liny  of  revenge  is  at  hand. 
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The  Stake  is  made  ready,  the  captives  shall  die ; 

To-morrow  the  song  of  their  death  shalt  thou  hear ; 
To-morrow  thy  widow  shall  wield 
The  knife  and  the  fire :  be  at  rest  I 

The  vengeance  of  anguish  shall  soon  have  its  course, 
The  fountains  of  grief  and  of  fury  shall  flow  ; 
I  will  think,  Ollanahta !  of  thee, 
Will  remember  the  days  of  our  love. 

Ollanahta,  all  day  by  thy  war-pole  I  sat, 
Where  idly  thy  hatchet  of  battle  is  hung ; 
I  gazed  on  the  bow  of  thy  strength 
As  it  waved  on  the  stream  of  the  wind. 

The  scalpft  that  we  numbered  in  triumph  were  there. 
And  the  musket  that  never  was  levelled  in  vain ; 

What  a  leap  has  it  given  my  heart 

To  see  thee  suspend  it  in  peace ! 

When  the  black  and  blood  banner  was  spread  to 

the  gale,  [heard, 

When  thrice  the  deep  voice  of  the  war-drum  was 

I  remember  thy  terrible  eyes, 

How  they  flashed  the  dark  glance  of  thy  joy. 

I  remember  the  hope  that  shone  over  thy  cheek. 
As  thy  hand  from  the  pole  reached  its  doers  of  death ; 
Like  the  ominous  gleam  of  the  cloud, 
Ere  the  thunder  and  lightning  are  born. 
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He  went,  and  ye  came  not  lo  warn  liim  'm  > 
Kiii(lru4  Spirits  of  Him  who  is  liuly  and  great !  ^ 

And  where  was  thy  warning,  O  Bird  1 

The  timely  announcer  of  ill  ? 


Alas!  when  tliy  brethren  in  cunquest  returned;  i 

Wiien  I  saw  the  white  plumes  handing  over  ll 

heads, 

And  the  pinc-hoiiglis  of  Irhmiph  before. 

Where  the  swiliw  of  their  victory  swung, — rl 

The  war-hymn  tliey  pomod,  and  ihy  voic 

there! 
I  called  thee ;  aUa  I  the  white  deerskin  was  broughtfl 

And  thy  grave  was  prepared  in  the  tent 

Which  I  had  made  ready  for  j»y  I 

Ollitnnlita,  all  day  by  thy  wai^pole  I  sit; 
Ollunahta,  all  nigUi  I  weep  over  thy  grave  1 

To-morrow  the  victims  shall  die, 

And  I  liiail  have  joy  in  revenge. 
VmrnURr,  lies. 

THE  OLD  CHIKKASAH  TO  HIS  GRANDSf 

Now  go  to  the  battle,  my  Boy ! 
Dear  child  of  my  eon, 
There  is  strength  in  thine  arm. 
There  is  hope  in  thy  heart, 
Tlioii  art  ripe  for  the  labor*  of  war. 
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Thy  Sire  was  a  stripling  like  Uiee, 
When  be  went  to  the  firet  of  his  fields. 

2. 
P'Bft  returaed,  in  the  ghry  of  conquest  returned: 

Before  him  his  trophies  were  borne, 
I  Tlwoe  scalps  that  liave  hung  till  the  sun  am]  ilie 
rain 
Have  rusted  tlioir  raven  locks. 
f'Bere  he  sHwil  when  the  mom  of  rejoicing  arriweJ, 
The  dfty  of  the  warrior'e  reward; 
When  the  bunners  suiibeuming  were  spreiul. 
And  all  heiirlji  were  dancing  in  joy 
To  tiie  sound  of  the  victory-druni. 
B  Heroes  were  met  to  recoire  ihttir  reward  j 
KBnt  distinguiehed  among  the  roang  Heroes  thai  day, 
•  pride  of  his  :iation,  lliy  Father  was  «cen  : 
The  swnn-fvathers  liung  from  his  neck, 
His  Ince  like  ihu  rHitibnw  was  tinged. 
And  hin  eye,  —  huw  it  sparkled  in  pride ! 
t  elders  appi'oached,  and  they  placed  cm  bis  brow 
The  crowu  that  his  valor  had  won. 
And  they  gave  him  the  old  honored  name. 
K-^Ehey  reported  the  deeds  he  hud  done  in  the  war. 
And  the  youth  of  the  nation  were.  loIO 
To  respect  him.  and  trcAd  in  his  stcp^. 


My  Boy  I  I  have  seen,  and  wiih  hope, 
The  courage  that  rose  In  thine  eye 
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When  I  told  thee  the  tale  of  hia  death. 

His  war-pole  now  is  gray  with  moss, 
Hia  tomahawk  red  with  rast ; 
His  bowstring,  whose  twang  was  death, 
Kow  sings  as  it  cuts  the  wind ; 

But  his  memory  is  fresh  in  the  land. 

And  his  name  with  the  names  that  we  love. 


Go  now  and  revenge  him,  my  Boy ! 
That  his  Spirit  no  longer  may  hover  by  day 
O'er  the  hut  where  his  bones  are  at  rest, 
Nor  trouble  oar  dreams  in  the  nighL 
Uy  Boy,  I  shall  watch  for  the  warrior's  return. 
And  my  soul  will  be  sad 
Till  the  steps  of  thy  coming  I  see. 
Wanauar,  Hit. 


OCCASIONAL     PIECES. 


THE  PAUPER'S  FUNERAL. 

Wbat  !  and  not  one  to  heaTe  ibe  pious  ^igli  ? 
Not  on«  whose  Borrow-awoUeii  and  ucbing  eye, 
For  social  acxam,  for  Ufo'a  endearments  fled, 
8baU  drop  a  tear,  aiid  dtseU  upon  the  doud i 
Poor,  wreidied  Outwtsll  I  will  weep  tiir  tliee. 
And  sorrow  for  forlorn  hnimuiity. 
Ytid,  1  will  wc«p,  but  nut  that  tliou  art  couiu 
To  the  cold  subbtuh  of  the  silent  tomb  ; 
For  pining  wmit  and  hcarl-conauming  cnro, 
Soul- withering  cviU,  never  enter  [here. 
I  sorrow  for  iliu  ills  tliy  life  has  known, 
As  lliroiigh  UiB  World's  long  pilgrimage,  alone. 
Haunted  by  Poverty  and  woe-begone, 
UnloTud,  unfriended,  thoit  didst  journey  on  ; 
TUy  youth  in  ignorance  and  labor  passed, 
And  thine  old  nge  all  barrenness  and  blAst. 

K.  was  thy  (ate,  which,  while  it  doomed  kt  woe, 
cd  theo  wisdom  to  support  the  blow. 
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And  robbed  of  all  its  energy  tby  mind, 
Ere  yet  it  cast  thee  on  thy  fellow-kind, 
Abject  of  thought,  the  victim  of  distress, 
To  wander  in  the  world's  wide  wilderness. 

Poor  Outcast,  sleep  in  peace !  the  wintry  storm 
■Blows  bleak  no  more  on  thine  unsheltered  form  ; 
Thy  woes  are  past ;  thou  restest  in  the  tomb : 
I  pause,  and  ponder  on  the  days  to  come. 

Bristol,  1T95. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  FUNERAL 
It  ii  the  funeral  march.     I  did  not  think 
Tliat  there  had  been  sucli  m:igie  in  sweet  sounds  1 
Iliirk,  from  tlie  blackened  cymbal  that  dead  lone !  — 
It  awes  ihe  very  rabble  niuliitude  ; 
They  follow  jijleiitly,  their  earnest  brows 
Lifted  in  solemn  thought.     'Tis  not  lite  pomp 
And  pagciinlry  of  death  tliat  with  such  force 
Arrests  the  sense  :  the  mule  and  mourning  train, 
The  while  phimc  nodding  uVr  the  >al>le  hearse. 
Had  ptissed  unheeded,  or  perchance  awoke 
A  serious  smile  upon  the  poor  man's  cheek 
At  Pride's  last  iriutnph.     Now  these  measured 

sounds, 
Thi»  uuiversikl  language,  to  the  heart 
Speak  insluni,  and  on  nil  these  various  minds 
Compel  one  feeling. 
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Bat  a  neb  better  thuogbu 
Will  fitaa  away  how  soon !  and  these  vrbu  twre 
Am  follovring  t]>cir  dead  oomnule  to  the  grnvc, 
Ere  ibe  night>(all  will  in  their  rerelrf 
<^i!ndi  nil  reniembram.v.     From  llie  ^es  of  life 
UniuUundly  reut,  a  man  who  kniiw 
Nfl  rcMi»g-i>Iiice,  no  dear  di-ligbts  of  home, 
Belike  who  never  aaw  his  chiltlreii'g  face, 
Who=ie  children  knew  DO  father.  —  he  le  gone; 
Dropped  froin  esii^ience,  like  a  bla&ted  leaf 
That  fram  the  summer  tree  U  awepi  away, 
It«>  k«i  unsitm.     She  hears  not  of  hia  deaili 
Who  bore  him,  aud  already  for  her  son 
Uer  tean  of  bitiomciis  are  shed :  when  fimt 
He  bad  put  on  the  livery  of  blood, 
Sbfl  wept  him  dcnil  to  her. 

Wo  BRi  indncd 
Cfaty  bt  the  potter'^  hand!     One  favDmi  mind, 
Soure  lower  iban  the  angitl^  shnll  explora 
The  ways  of  Nature;  whilst  his  frllow-mau. 
Framed  with  like  miracle,  the  work  of  God, 
Miwt  a*  the  unmuonablc  bcnst  drag  on 
A  life  ot  labor,  —  like  ihis  soldier  here, 
His  wondrous  facuUici  bestowed  in  vain, 
Be  moulded  by  his  faie  till  h«  becomes. 
A  mere  machiDe  of  murder. 

And  there  are 
Wlio  tar  that  tliis  hi  Well  I  as  Gud  haa  made 
AD  tbinip  for  mnii'i  good  pleasure,  m  of  meo 
The  many  for  the  few  I     Couit^naraUats, 
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BeveiijnJ  lip-comforters,  that  once  a  ivi-t-k 
Proclaim  liow  blessed  are  tlie  poor,  fur  tlii^y 
Shall  have  iheir  wealth  liereiiAcr,  and  lUougli  n 
Toiling  and  troubled,  tliey  ma^  pick  the  c 
That  from  the  ricb  man's  table  tall,  at  length 
In  Abraham's  bosom  rest  with  Lazarus. 
Themselves  meantime  secure  rheirgoodihingsbl 
And  feaat  with  Dives.     Thede  are  they,  O  Lanj 
Who  in  thy  plain  and  simple  gospel  see 
All  mysteries  but  who  find  do  peace  er^oined, 
No  brotherlioud,  no  wrath  denounced  on  them 
Wlio  shed  [hcirbretlirea's  blood, — blind  at  noo 
As  owls,  lynx>eyed  in  darkneu  I 

0  my  God  I  \ 
1  thank  thee,  with  no  pharisaic  pride 
I  thank  thee,  that  I  am  not  such  as  the»c ; 
t  thank  tbee  for  tlie  eye  that  sees,  the  heart 
That  feels,  the  voice  that  In  these  evil  days, 
Amid  these  evil  longues,  exalts  itself) 
And  cries  aloud  against  iniquity. 
BnirroL,  ITBB. 


ON  A  LANDSCAPE  OF  OASPAH  HJUSSDI 

Oasi'ab,  how  pleasantly  thy  pictured  scenes 
Beguile  the  lonely  hour !     I  sit  and  gaze 
With  lingering  eye,  till  dreaming  Fancy  makei 
The  lovely  landscape  live,  and  the  rapt  soul 
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From  the  foul  haunts  of  herded  huDUku-kind 
Flies  far  away  with  spirit  speed,  and  tastes 
The  untainted  air  that  with  the  lively  hue 
Of  health  and  happine.'is  illumes  the  eheek 
|l  Of  mountain  Liheriy.     My  willing  soul 

U  eager  folloirs  on  thy  fairy  llighta, 
liFancyl  best  friend,  —  whoso  blessed  witcheriefl 
■^ith  cheering  prospects  cheat  the  traveller 
f  Cot  the  long,  weai-ying  dewrl  of  the  world- 
lilTor  dost  thou.  Fancy  I  with  such  magic  muck 
T*My  bean,  as,  demon-bom,  old  Merlin  knew, 
I.Or  Alquif,  or  Zariafiel's  sisier  sage, 
Who  in  her  veugeance  for  so  many  a  year 
Httld  in  the  jacinth  sepulchre  enlninced 
Liiiuart,  the  pride  of  Grecian  chivalry. 
Friisid  of  niy  lonely  liours  I  thou  lende&t  me 
To  such  calm  joys  as  Nature,  wise  and  good, 
ProlTera  in  sain  to  all  her  wretched  sons,  — 
Her  wrcl^hed  sona  who  pine  with  want  amid 
Ljtne  nbimdAnt  earth,  and  blindly  bow  them  down 
[Before  the  Sloloch  shrines  of  Wealth  and  Power, 
inthors  of  Evil.     Well  it  is  eometimea 
!liat  thy  delusions  should  beguile  the  heart. 
It  of  reality.     The  little  pile 
X  tops  the  summit  of  that  craggy  h!l] 
U  be  my  dwelling :  craggy  is  llie  hill, 
d  Sleep ;  yet  through  yon  hazels  upward  leads 
fte  easy  path,  along  whofte  winding  way, 
[Vow  do«e  embowered,  I  hear  the  unseen  stream 
uh  down,  anon  behold  its  s|iarkling  foam 
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Gleam  lliroiigli  llic  ibieket,  and.  luccndiiig  on, 
Now  pauMi  me  to  survey  the  goodly  vale 
That  opeus  on  my  proapeut.     Half  way  uji, 
Flea^iuit  il  vnrc  upuu  some  bruiid,  miiuoiIi  rai^| 
To  sit  tmd  sun  myacir,  and  look  lieluw. 
And  wuU^h  tlic  gouLlierd  duwn  you  higli-lianked  p 
tlrging  his  flock  grotesiiuo,  anil  bidding  now 
His  leiui,  rough  dog  fn>m  some  near  clilT  go  ilrlvi 
The  straggler  (  while  Ula  barkings  loud  and  qui 
Amid  their  tremulous  bltuit  urisiiig  oft, 
FfUDler  and  fiiint«r  from  the  liollow  roiid 
Send  their  far  eulioes,  till  the  walerlull. 
Hoarse  huraling  from  the  cavomed  clilf  Lent 
'ITieir  dying  murmurs  drown.    A  liillc  yci 
Onward,  and  I  have  gained  the  utmost  licighu 
Fair  Bprcad»  iho  valo  bolow:  Z  tno  the  stream 
Stream  radiant  on  beneath  the  noontide  eky. 
A  passing  cloud  darkens  the  boi'derlng  sleep, 
Where  the  lowii-spires  behind  Ihc  castle-tuwen  m 
Riae  graceful.     Bi'owii  the  mountain  In  its  shad 
Whose  cinjling  grandeur,  jiarl  by  mists  co 
Part  with  while  rouks  reaploudenl  In  llie  si 
Should  bound  mine  eyes,  —  ay,  and  my  wishes  U 
For  I  would  Imvft  no  bo|ie  or  fear  beyond. 
The  empty  turmoil  of  tlie  worlhlens  world, 
lis  vuuithui  and  vices,  wuuld  not  vex 
My  4uiet  heart.     The  traveller,  who  beheld 
The  low  tower  of  the  little  pile,  might  deem 
It  were  die  house  of  God  i  nor  would  Le  err 
So  deeming,  for  that  home  would  be  the  lu)me 
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Of  Peace  and  Love,  and  they  would  hallow  it 

To  Him.     Oh  life  of  blessedness !  to  reap 

The  fruit  of  honorable  toil,  and  bound 

Our  wishes  with  our  wants !     Delightful  thoughts. 

That  soothe  the  solitude  of  weary  Hope ! 

Ye  leave  her  to  reality  awaked, 

Like  the  poor  captive,  from  some  fleeting  dream 

Of  friends  and  liberty  and  home  restored, 

Startled,  and  listening  as  the  midnight  storm 

Beats  hard  and  heavy  through  his  dungeon-bare. 

Bath,  1795. 


IV. 
WIUTTEN  OX  CHRISTMAS  DAY,  1795. 

How  many  hearts  are  happy  at  this  hour 
In  England !     Brightly  o'er  the  cheerful  hall 
Flares  the  heaped  hearth,  and  friends  and  kindred 

meet, 
And  the  glad  mother  round  her  festive  board 
Beholds  her  children,  separated  long 
Amid  the  wide  world's  ways,  assembled  now,  — 
A  sight  at  which  Affection  lightens  up 
With  smiles  the  eye  that  age  has  long  bedimmed 
I  do  remember,  when  I  was  a  child, 
How  my  young  heart,  a  stranger  then  to  care, 
With  transport  leaped  upon  this  holiday. 
As  o'er  the  house,  all  gay  with  evergreens, 
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From  friend  to  friend  with  joyful  speed  I  r 

Bidding  a  merry  Christmus  ta  them  all. 

Tliose  years  arts  pnsl;  their  plensuririt  and  thdir  ptd 

Are  now^like  yonder  convetit-crested  hill 

Thnt  bounds  the  dislnnt  prospect,  indistinct, 

Yet  pictured  upon  Memory'^  mygtic  glara 

In  faint,  fnir  hues.     A  weary  truveUer  now, 

I  journey  o'er  the  desert  mnuut^-tnxcks 

Of  Leon,  wilds  all  drear  and  comforllesa, 

Where  the  gray  lizai-da  in  the  noontide  sun 

SiKiit  on  the  rocks,  and  where  the  goatherd  sl&i 

Roused  from  his  sleep  at  midnight,  when  he  boi 

The  pivwiiitg  wolf,  and  falters  as  he  calls 

On  saints  to  save.     Here  of  the  friends  I  think 

Who  now.  I  ween,  remember  me,  and  fill 

The  glass  of  votive  friendship.    At  the  name, 

Will  not  Ihy  cheek.  Beloved,  change  iU  hue, 

And  in  tho^e  gentle  eyed  uncalled-fur  tears 

Ti-eiable?     I  will  not  wish  thee  not  [u  weep; 

Such  tears  are  free  from  hiltemess,  and  they 

Who  know  not  what  it  ii  sometimes  to  wake 

And  weep  at  midnight  are  but  instruments 

Of  Nature's  common  work.     Yes,  think  of  mc, 

My  Edith  !  —  think  that,  travelling  fur  away, 

Tliua  I  heguile  the  solitary  hours 

Willi  many  a  day-dream,  picturing  scenes  as  fiurl 

Of  peace  and  comfort,  and  domestic  hliss, 

-is  ever  to  the  youthful  poet's  eye 

Cwalive  Fancy  fashioned.     Think  of  me. 

Though  ah^ent,  thine ;  and  if  tt  sigh  will  rise, 
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And  tears,  unbidden,  at  the  thought  steal  down, 
Sure  hope  will  cheer  thee,  and  the  happy  hour 
Of  meeting  soon  all  sorrow  overpay. 


V. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  VISmNQ  THE  CONVENT 
OF  ARRABIDA,  NEAR  SETUBAL, 

MARCH  22, 1796. 

Happt  the  dwellers  in  this  holy  house ; 
For  surely  never  worldly  thoughts  intrude 
On  this  retreat,  this  sacred  solitude, 
Where  Quiet  with  Religion  makes  her  home. 
And  ye  who  tenant  such  a  goodly  scene. 
How  should  ye  be  but  good  where  all  is  fair, 
And  where  the  mirror  of  the  mind  reflects 
Serenest  beauty?     O'er  these  mountain- wilds 
The  insatiate  eye  with  ever-new  delight 
Roams  raptured,  marking  now  where  to  the  wind 
The  tall  tree  bends  its  many-tinted  boughs 
With  soft,  accordant  sound ;  and  now  the  sport 
Of  joyous  sea-birds  o'er  the  tranquil  deep ; 
And  now  the  long-extending  stream  of  light. 
Where  the  broad  orb  of  day  refulgent  sinks 
Beneath  old  Ocean's  line.     To  have  no  cares 
That  eat  the  heart,  no  wants  that  to  the  earth 
Chain  the  reluctant  spirit,  to  be  freed 
Prom  forced  communion  with  the  selfish  tribe 
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Who  woi'sliip  Slnmmon,  —  yeii,  emaniOpalc 
From  this  world'j  bondage,  even  while  lite  soul  J 
Inhahiis  slill  its  corruptible  clay, — 
Almost,  ye  dwellcra  in  this  holy  liousc. 
Almost  I  envy  you.     You  never  see 
Pale  Misery's  asking  eye,  nor  roam  about 
Those  huge  anJ  hateful  haunts  of  crowded  mvn,  I 
Where  Wcallh  and  Power  havo  buiU  their  p 
Frail  J  spreads  liis  snares  secure,  man  preys  on  a. 
Iniquity  abounds,  and  rampanl  Vice, 
With  an  infection  worse  than  morlaL,  taints 
The  herd  of  human-kind. 

I  too  could  love, 
Ye  lenauls  of  tliis  sacred  solitude. 
Here  to  abide,  and,  when  the  sun  rides  higli, 
Soek  some  sequestered  dingle's  coolest  shnde ; 
And,  at  ibe  lireexy  hour,  along  the  bfach 
8tray  with  slow  step,  and  giuie  upon  ihe  deep. 
And  while  the  brenlh  of  evening  fanned  my  bnj 
And  the  wild  waves  with  tliL-ir  continuous  sound  | 
Soothed  my  accustomed  ear,  think  thankfully 
That  I  hod  from  the  crowd  withdrawn  in  time. 
And  found  a  harbor.     Yet  may  yonder  deep 
Suggest  a  less  unprofitable  thought. 
Monastic  brethren  1     Would  ihe  mariner, 
Though  slorms  may  MMnetiraes  swell  the  miglt^ 

waves, 
And  o'er  the  reeling  bark  with  thundering  crash 
Impel  the  mountunous  surge,  quit  yonder  deep, 
And  rather  float  npon  some  irnnquil  soa, 
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Wliose  tnorL'less  na1er«  noi-er  feel  llie  gale, 

In  safe  stagnation  ?     Bouse  Ibyself,  my  sou)  I 

]Ko  scftison  this  for  self-deluding  dreums; 

It  is  lliy  epring-lioie ;  sow,  if  thou  wouliJst  r«ap; 

Then,  after  honest  labor,  weloomc  rest, 

III  full  contentment  not  to  bo  enjoyed 

Unless  when  duly  earned.     Ob,  liuppy  Uien 

'   I'o  know  that  we  have  wnlknd  iimong  miuikind 
ire  smned  ngiiin^  than  unniiig!  linpjty  then 

'  To  muse  on  tntuiy  n  sorrow  overpast. 
And  think  the  business  of  the  day  is  done. 
And  as  the  o^oning  of  our  lives  shall  close, — 
The  peaceful  evening,  —  with  a  Cbriptian's  hope 
Expect  the  dawn  of  everlastiug  day  1 


ON  MY  OWN  MUnATURE  PICTURE, 


AxD  I  was  oiiiw  like  this  I  tluU  glowing  cheek 
Was  mine,  thuw  pteftsure-sgnu-kling  nye» ;  iliat  brow 
Smooth  OS  the  level  lake,  when  not  a  bn'ex« 
XKca  o'er  thu  sleeping  stu'focel     Twenty  years 
Biive  wrought  slmngH  allt'nition.     Of  the  frieniti 
Who  once  so  dearly  prixod  tliis  minialnre, 
And  loved  it  for  its  likeness,  some  nrc  gone 
To  tlicir  but  hiMuc;  and  some,  estranged  in  heart. 
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Beholding  me.  ivith  quick-averted  glance 
Paaa  on  ihe  other  side.     But  still  ihese  hues 
Remain  unaltered,  and  these  features  wear 
The  look  of  111611167  and  Innoeenee. 
I  search  myself  to  vain,  and  find  no  trace 
Of  what  I  wtu :  Ihosc  lighily  arching  lines 
Dark  and  o'erchnnging  now,  and  that  aneei  fiica  I 
Seiiled  in  these  slrong  lineaments  I     There  wera^ 
Who  formed  high  hopes  ami  flattering  ones  of  Ibat 
Tonng  Robert !  for  thine  eye  was  quick  to  speiik  I 
Each  opening  feeling.    Should  they  not  have  knowi 
If  the  rieh  rainbow  on  a  morning  cloud 
Reflects  its  radiant  dyes,  the  husbandman 
Beholds  the  ominous  glory,  and  foresees 
Impending  storms  !     They  aiigitrerl  Imppily 
Tliat  ihou  didst  lore  each  wild  and  wondrous  Ii 
Of  fairy  fiction,  and  thine  infant  tongue 
Lisped  with  delight  the  godlike  deeds  of  Greece  I 
And  rinng  Rome;  therefore  they  deemed,  forsootU 
That    thon   shouldst  tread  Preferment's  pleaa 

path. 
Sl-jiidging  onra !  they  let  thy  little  feet 
Stray  tn  the  pleasant  patlis  of  Poesy  [ 
And,  wlien  thou  shouldst  have  pressed  amid  t 

crowd. 
There  didst  thou  love  to  lingei-  out  the  day, 
Loitering  beneath  the  laurel's  barren  shade. 
Spirit  of  SpenskrI  was  the  wauderer  wrongp 


OCC1.SI0KA.L    PIBCEfl. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAVORITE  OLD 
SP.\XIEL. 

AsD  lliey  have  drowoed  Uiee,  then,  at  last,  poor 
Phillls ! 

I  The  burden  of  old  age  was  heavy  on  Ihee, 
I  And  yet  ihou  shouldst  bave  lived  I     ^Vltot  Uiou^ 

tliine  vje 

.  Was  dim,  and  watched  no  more  with  eager  joy 
,  The  wonted  call  thai  on  thy  dull  seme  sunk 

With  fniitlesa  repetition,  the  warm  sun 
r  Might  Btill  have  cheered  thy  slumbers ;  lliou  did^t 

love 

L  lb  lick  the  hand  that  fed  thee;  and,  though  |iast 
r  ToDth'a  active  seaion,  even  life  itself 
I  Wu  comfort.     Poor  old  friend,  how  earnestly 
I 'Would  I  have  pleaded  for  lliee  !  thou  hadst  been 
L'Btill  the  companion  of  my  boyish  sports; 
I '  And,  as  I  roamed  o'er  Avon's  woody  cliffV, 
r  From  many  a  day-dream  has  thy  short,  iiiiiirk  hark 

~        '  jd  my  wandering  soul.     I  iiavo  beguiled 
kOAen  the  melanelioty  hours  nt  sehool, 

lonred  hy  some  little  tymnt,  with  the  thougtit 
B<Of  distant  home,  and  I  rrraoinbcir-d  then 
fThy  Uthful  fondness ;  for  not  mean  the  joy, 
iBotuming  nt  tliu  happy  holtdayi, 
P^I  felt  from  tliy  dumb  weloomp.     Pensively 
V  Sometimes  luive  I  rfnuiHieil  Ihy  slow  decay, 
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Feeling  myself  clianged  [oo,  and  musing  much 

On  many  a  snd  vicissitude  of  life. 

Ah,  poor  companion !  when  thou  followedst  Ixst 

Thy  master's  parting  footsteps  to  the  gate 

Which  closed  for  ever  on  him,  thou  didst  lose 

Thy  truest  fiicnd,  and  none  was  left  lii  plead 

For  the  old  nge  of  brute  fidelity. 

But  fui'e  thee  well !     Mine  >s  no  narrow  creed ; 

And  He  who  gave  thee  being  did  not  frame 

The  mystery  of  life  to  be  the  sport 

Of  merciless  Man.     There  is  another  world 

For  all  that  live  and  move,  —  a  belter  one, 

Where  the  proud  bipeds,  who  would  fain  confine 

IsFiNiTK  GoODNKS3  to  the  little  bounds 

Of  their  own  charily,  may  envy  lliec. 


RECOU-ECriOXS  OF  A  DAY'S  JOURNEY 
L\   SPMS. 

Not  less  dr'liglited  do  I  oill  lo  mind. 
Land  of  Roiuiince!  lliy  ivilU  and  lovely  scenes, 
Than  I  beheld  them  first.     Pleaded  I  ruti-aee 
With  Memory's  eye  ihe  placid  Minim's  course, 
And  catch  Hi  winding  wati-r-  filcamiiig  bright 
Amid  the  broken  di>tunre.     1  review 
Leon's  wide  wa^les,  iiiid  lieiglifs  preci]iiloiis, 
>^ee]i  with  a  plciisurc  not  umnixed  with  dread. 


0CCAKtOKA.t    l-IECES. 


229 


As  tlie  sagacioDs  muloa  along  Uie  brink 
Wound  patiently  and  altmr  iheir  way  secure  i 
I  And  rude  Ualk-Ja's  lioveU,  and  huge  roclu 
<  And  mounlaliis.  where,  when  all  be&iile  wad  dim, 
>  Dark  and  broad-headed  the  tall  piues  ercil 

ti  ihe  Tariheft  eminence  diatiix:!, 
I  Creating  llio  evening  sky. 

Balo  now  falls  thick, 
b  And  damp  and  heavy  b  ttie  uuirhulesume  lur: 
f  X  by  Ikin  friendly  hearth  remvniber  Spuui, 
I  And  Iread  in  fancy  once  again  thr  ruud, 
t  Where  twelve  monlbs  sine*;  I  Iield  my  way,  tuid 

lhou(;bt 

'  Of  Knglnnil  and  uf  all  my  heart  lirM  dear, 
I  And  wbhcd  iMt  day  were  come. 

The  morning  mist, 
r '  Well  I  remember,  hovered  o'er  Ihc  bealh. 
b  When  wiib  the  earliest  dawn  of  day  we  lt<fl 
I  TTiB  solitary  Vent.i.*     Soon  ihi-  »un 
I  Bow  in  his  glory ;  iiCHtlercd  by  the  brtiexe, 
||  The  thin  fog  rolled  away,  and  now  emerged 

V  where  Oru)>e'a's  castled  hill 
r  Towered  ilarfc,  and  dimly  «eon ;  and  now  we  ptuaed 
f  Tormlva'e  quiet  hut«,  aitd  on  our  way 
I  PadMid  frequently,  looked  back,  and  gaxed  around, 
r  Then  journeyed  un.  yei  turned  and  gazed  again, 
I  So  lovely  waii  llif  i?eeiic.     Tluit  dtteal  |>ile 
1^  Of  the  TolediM  now  with  all  its  luwi-n 

B  lu  the  wuiligbt.     Half  way  u|i  the  hill, 
■  VtaUi!*  P«ndh<ui>]p«. 
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scitiTiier  3  rot:M3. 


Embowered  in  olives,  like  the  aliodc  of  Pciice, 
Lay  Lagartiiia;  and  tlic  cool,  freafa  gale, 
Bending  the  young  com  on  the  gradual  glupc. 
Played  o'er  iu  varying  verdure.     I  beheld 
A  convent  near,  and  could  almost  have  tliought 
Tlie  dwellers  there  must  needs  be  holy  men ; 
For,  as  they  looked  around  them,  all  they  aaw 
Was  good. 

But,  when  the  purple  evu  came  on,  \ 
How  did  the  lovely  landscape  fill  my  heart  I 
Trees,  scaiiored  among  peering  rocks,  adoniud 
Tlie  near  ascent;  llie  vale  was  overepread 
Willi  ilex  in  its  wintry  foliage  gay. 
Old  cork-trcea  through  their  sah  anil  swelling  lini] 
Bursting,  and  glaucous  olives,  unilcrueaili 
Whose  fcrtiliKing  intliience  the  green  herb 
Grows  greener,  and,  with  heavier  ears  enriched,  I 
The  healthful  harvest  bends.     Pellucid  strcaini 
Tlirough  many  a  vocal  cliannel  from  the  hills 
Wound  through  ilie  vullcy  their  melodious  nay 
And,  o'er  the  intermediate  woods  descried, 
Naval -Moral's  church-lower  announced  to  us 
Our  resting-place  thai  night,  —  a  welcome  marb  ^ 
Though  willingly  we  loitered  to  behold 
In  long  expanse  Plasencia's  fertile  plain, 
And  the  h'gh  mountain-range  which  bounded  it,  J 
Now  losing  fast  the  roseate  hue  tluit  eve 
Shed  o'er  its  summit  and  its  snowy  breast  t 
For  eve  was  closing  now.     Faint  and  more  faiirt^ 
The  murmurs  of  the  goatherd's  smttered  tlock 
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liliiig  slow, 

the  cLtirch -lower 


Were  borne  ujwn  the  aii 
I  The  bi-oaU-wiii^L'il  stork  i 
top 

His  consecrated  nesl,     O  lovely  8con«s  1 
I  giused  upon  you  witli  intense  ilelJglit, 
Anil  yet  witli  tlioughls  tlial  weigh  tlie  epirit  down. 
I  was  a  Alronger  in  a.  foreign  lund ; 
[And,  knowing  tlmt  these  eyes  should  nevermorfi 
I-  Behold  llinl  gloriona  prospect,  Enrth  ilaell' 
^Appeared  the  place  of  pilgrimuge  it  is. 


TO  MARGARET  HILL. 


F;  JIasqaRrt,  my  coiisiu  ! —  nay,  you  must  not  smile : 
{■X  lore  tlie  lioniely  uiid  familiur  phrase ; 
i  I  will  coll  thee  Cousin  Margaret, 
bHovever  quaint  amid  the  measured  tine 
■'^fira  good  old  turm  appears.     Oh !  it  look*  ill 
J  When  delicate  tongues  disclaim  old  terms  of  kin, 
F^lr-iDg  and  Madam-ii)g  as  civilly 

•  if  the  rond  between  the  heart  and  lips 
I  Were  such  a  wenry  and  Lnplandisb  wny, 
KVtuU  the  poor  travellers  ounc  tn  the  red  gHle« 

Bftif  frozon.     Trust  me,  Counin  niargiiix-t, 
K^or  many  a  day  my  memory  halli  playod 
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y  b   POKMS. 


Tlie  fi-L'ditor  wiili  me  on  your  account. 

And  inuilti  me  shanm  to  Uiinlc  tbat  I  should  u* 

So  luug  Ibit  tiehi  of  kiiidtio^.     Bui  ia  trutlf, 

Like  Clirislinu  on  liU  pilgrimage,  I  bear 

So  beavy  a  pack  of  business,  tlial,  albeit 

I  toil  on  mainly,  in  our  twolvH  bourn'  race 

Time  leavers  me  disUuictxI.     Loath  indeed  wnrn  1 

Tbat  for  a  moment  you  should  lay  to  me 

Unkind  neglect,     iline,  Margaret,  is  n  heart 

That  smokes  not ;  yet  methinks  there  should  1 


Who  know  its  genuine  warmth.     I  ftm  noi  ooa 

Who  con  play  off  my  smiles  and  courtt^aies 

To  every  lady,  of  her  lapdog  tired, 

Who  wants  a  plaything;  I  am  no  sworn  friend 

Of  half  an  hour,  as  apt  to  leave  m  love; 

Mine  ere  no  mushroom  feelings,  which  spring  up  J 

At  once  without  a  seed,  and  take  no  root, 

WiselioHt  distrusted.    In  a  narrow  sjihere. 

Till'  liiilo  tirclo  of  domestic  life, 

I  wodM  be  known  and  hired:  i)ie  world  beyond  J 

Is  not  for  lue.     But,  Margatvl,  sure  1  tliink 

That  you  should  know  me  well ;  fur  yon  and  I 

Grew  up  logi-ilier,  and.  wl«?n  we  luuk  bttfk 

Upon  old  tinier,  our  recollectioim  iiaiuL 

The  eame  fainUiar  faces.     Did  I  wiL-ld 

The  wanil  of  Slerlin'd  magic,  I  would  luuke 

Brave  wildierall.    We  would  liuve  a  fiury  itliip,-^ 

Ay.  a  tiow  urk,  as  lu  that  other  tluod 

Which  swupl  the  suns  of  Aniik  from  the  eurth  t 


:CKs.  V3h 

The  Sylpha  aliould  waft  us  Ui  some  goodly  Ule, 
Like  thill  where  wiijloiii  uM  ApoUMoii, 
Rcliring  wisely  from  llie  IrouUoiia  world. 
Bnill  up  liU  blameless  spell;  unil  I  nould  bid 
I  The  SeS'iiymphs  pile  nroiinil  [heir  coral  Uiwere, 
L  Tlial  we  might  stand  ufion  tlie  beach,  and  mark 
l'  Tlic  far-off  breakers  shower  their  ^Iver  epmy, 
f -And  hear  the  eternal  roar,  whose  pleasant  souni 
''Told  IIS  that  never  mariner  should  reach 
Our  qa\tii  const.    In  suuh  a  blessed  ialc 
Wu  mighi  renew  the  days  of  infancy, 
And  life,  like  a  long  childhood,  pass  away 
Wilbout  one  care.    It  may  be,  Margaret, 
y  That  I  sliall  yet  be  gathered  to  my  Iriends ; 
[■For  1  am  not  of  those  who  live  estranged 
I  Of  choice,  till  at  the  lust  they  Join  their  ntoe 
[■In  Ihe  family  vaulL     If  su,  if  I  should  lose, 
rliike  my  old  friend  tlie  Pilgrim,  this  huge  pauk 
So  heavy  on  my  shoulders,  I  and  mine 
Right  pletiHHUlly  will  end  our  pUgrtniiigi\ 
If  not,  if  I  should  never  get  beyond 
This  Vanity-town,  there  is  another  worid 
I  Where  friend?  will  meet     And  oftr.n,  Margaret^ 
r  I  gaste  nt  night  into  the  bounille»s  eky, 
I.  And  think  thai  I  shall  thoro  be  born  again, 
L  The  exalted  native  of  some  belter  star ; 
li  And,  like  the  iinlaught  American,  I  look 
¥^  find  in  heaven  the  thin^  I  loved  on  «anh. 


SOtlTUETd    fOEMS. 


AUTUMN. 

Nat,  William,  nny,  not  ao  1  the  changeful  yoat^  1 

In  all  its  due  successions,  to  my  siglit 

I'resenU "but  vnried  beauties,  transient  all, 

All  in  iheir  season  good.     These  fading  leaves,  J 

That  with  their  ricli  variety  of  hues 

jMake  youilcr  forest  in  the  slanting  son 

So  beautiful,  in  jou  awake  the  thought 

Of  winter,  —  cold,  drear  winter,  —  when  the  tre 

Each  like  a  fleslilesd  skeleton  Ghall  stretch 

lis  bare,  brown  boughs;  when  not  a  flower  s. 

spread 
lis  colors  to  the  day,  and  not  u  bird 
Carol  its  Joyauce ;  but  all  nature  wear 
One  sullen  aspect,  bleak  and  deflate. 
To  eye,  ear,  feeling,  comfortlesH  alike. 
To  me  their  many-colored  beautiua  speak 
Of  times  of  merriment  and  festival. 
The  year's  best  holiday :  I  call  to  mind 
The  school boy-<lays,  when  in  the  falling  leaves 
I  saw  with  eager  hope  the  pleasant  sign 
Of  coming  Christinas ;  when  at  morn  I  took 
My  wooden  calendar,  and,  counting  up 
Once  more  lis  oflen-told  accouni,  sniootUcd  off" 
Each  day  with  more  delight  the  daily  notch. 
To  you  the  beauties  of  the  autumnal  year 
Make  mouruful  emblems ;  and  you  think  of  nuui 
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Doomed  lo  tlie  grave's  long  winter,  spirit-bruken, 
Beodiiig  beneath  (lie  bunlun  of  his  yours, 
Sense-tluUed  and  fretful,  "  full  of  achee  aod  pains," 
Yet  dinging  still  lo  life.     To  me  the;  show 
I  Tke  Fulm  dcvay  of  nature  when  ibc  mind 

Retaina  ita  stieiigth,  ami  in  tlic  lauguid  eye 
I  ncligion*^  holv  hopes  kindle  a  joy 
Y  That  makes  old  age  look  loTelj-.     All  to  you 
L  Is  dark  and  cheerless :  you  in  tliii!  fair  world 
T  See  some  deslrojuig  principle  abroad,  — 
[  Air,  earth,  and  wiiter  Aill  of  living  ihinga, 
\,  Each  on  the  oilier  preying ;  and  the  ways 
Of  toan  n  sirangt*,  [lerjilexing  labyrinth, 
\Vhere  crimes  and  raisen'es,  each  prolucing  «ac)i, 
Hendcr  life  loRlhsome,  and  destroy  the  hoiie 
That  should  in  death  bring  comfort    Ob,  ray  friend, 
I  That  tb;  faith  nere  as  mine !  thai  ihon  couldst  see 
I  Death  >tiU  producing  life,  and  evil  siiU 
rVorking  its  own  deairueiionl  uouUUi  liebold 
[llie  strifes  and  troubles  of  tltU  troubled  world 

nth  ihu  strong  eye  that  sees  the  promised  dny 
Bpawn  tlirough  this  night  of  tempcsl !     All  things 

then 

w  Would  minister  to  joy ;  then  should  thine  lieart 
Ii8e  healed  and  liannonized,  and  thou  woulditt  feel 
LGod  always,  everywhere,  and  all  in  all. 
Wnrnckr,  IT»B. 


THE  VICTOIIV. 

Hark,  bow  tlie  diun;li-b<?lb,  with  reiioublUig  pei 
Stun  Ihe  gluil  eftrl     Tidings  of  jo^  liave  eome,- 
Gowl  liUiiigs  of  great  joy  1     Tivo  gnlliuil  ships 
Met  on  lliu  element,  —  lliej-  root,  they  fought 
A  despernlu  fight.     Good  tiiliiiga  of  greul  joy  I 
Old  Etiglftiid  iriumplied  1     Yet  iiaolher  Any 
Of  glory  for  the  ruler  of  the  waves  I 
For  thosH  who  fell  {'twas  ia  their  country's  cause), - 
They  have  iheir  puling  jiunigniphs  of  pmUe, 
And  ore  forgotten. 

There  was  one,  who  di*-d 
In  thai  day's  glory,  whose  obscurer  name 
No  proud  historian's  jxtge  will  chronicle^ 
Pence  to  his  honost  soul !     I  read  his  name,  — 
'Twas  in  iho  list  of  felnughler,  —  and  thanked  Go^ 
The  sound  waa  not  familiar  to  mine  ear. 
But  it  was  (old  me  after,  that  ihia  man 
Was  one  whom  lawful  violence  had  farced 
From  liis  own  borne  nud  wife  and  little  onea, 
Wio  by  his  labor  lived  i  that  be  was  one 
Wlio^e  uiicorrupted  heart  could  keenly  feel 
A  husband's  love,  a  father's  anxiuusness ; 
That  from  the  wages  of  iii^  toil  lie  fed 
The  distant  dear  ones,  and  would  talk  of  them 
At  midnight  when  he  trod  the  silt^nt  deck 
With  him  he  valued,  —  talk  of  tiicm,  of  joys 
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"Wliicli  lie  Iiftd  known,  —  O  Gctd  I  and  of  die  hour 
Wlien  \hey  sliould  meet  Again,  till  Im  full  heart. 
His  manly  lioart,  at  lifflea  woulil  overflow. 
Even  like  a  child's,  with  very  Icndci'ness. 
Peace  (o  liia  bonesl  spirit !  suddenly 
b  It  came,  and  merciful  llie  boll  of  ik'niU 
I  That  it  came  suddenly,  and  sliuliered  liiiu, 
'  Nor  left  a  moment's  agonixinj^  Ibouglit 
h  On  lliose  he  loved  so  well. 

He  oucaQ'dcep 
b  Kow  Ilea  at  rest.     Be  Thou  her  comforter, 
b  Who  art  tbe  widow's  friend !     Uun  does  not  know 
Wbat  a  cold  siukncss  made  licr  blood  run  back, 
When  fii^t  she  heard  ihe  lidingn  of  Uie  fighL; 
Man  does  not  know  witli  what  a  dreadful  hope 
'  Sha  listened  to  ihc  namfs  of  those  who  died ; 
[  Han  doed  not  know,  or,  knowing,  will  not  heed, 
It  With  what  an  agony  of  tenderness 
I  She  gazed  upon  ber  children,  and  beheld 
f  His  linage  who  wa^  gone.    O  God  I  bu  tbou, 
^  Who  art  the  widow's  friend,  her  comforter  I 


I  Tbod  ctiroiiiule  of  crimes !     I'll  read  no  more  t 
I  Tor  I  nm  one  who  willingly  would  lore 
[•  Bis  feltow-kind.     O  gentle  Poesy ! 
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socthet's  pokms. 


Receive  me  from  the  cburi's  puUiileil  scenes, 
From  diingr^on  horrors,  froni  llie  fiyUia  of  war,  — 
Receive  me  lo  your  liniitits,  that  I  may  nurse 
My  naiure'a  better  feelings;  for  my  soul 
Sickens  at  man's  miaiJeeda. 

I  spuke,  when,  lo  I 
There  stood  before  me,  in  her  jnnjesty, 
Clio,  tlic  strong-eyed  Muse.     Ujjon  her  brow 
Sftio  a  calm  anger.    "  Go,  young  mnn  ! "  she  cried 
"  Sigh  among  myrtle  bowers,  aoi]  let  thy  soul 
Efluse  iMelf  in  slraios  so  sorrowful  swe«t 
That  loTc-sick  maids  may  weep  upon  thy  pagQi 
Soothed  with  dclidous  sorrow.   Oh,  shame,  shaoufl 
Was  it  for  this  I  wakened  thy  young  mind  ? 
Wa«  it  for  tliis  I  made  thy  swelling  heart 
Throb  At  the  deeds  of  Greece,  anJ  thy  boy's  eya 
So  kindle  wlum  that  glorious  SfiarUkn  died? 
Boy,  boy,  deceive  rae  not !     Wbut  if  Ihe  tale 
Of  raurden^  millions  strike  a  chilling  piuig; 
Wlittt  if  Tibt-'rius  in  his  islund  Atews, 
And  Philiji  at  his  beads,  alike  inspire 
Strong  anger  and  contempt,  —  hast  tliou  not  r: 
With  nobler  feelings,  with  a  deeper  love' 
Forfreedom?     Yea:  if  righteously  thy  soul 
Loathes  the  block  history  of  human  erimes 
And  human  misery,  let  tlmt  spirit  fill 
Thy  song,  and  it  shall  teach  thee,  boy  I  to  rtuse 
Strains  such  as  Cuto  might  have  deigned  to  hear, 
As  Sidney  in  hi^  hull  of  bliss  niny  love." 
WrumoKV,  IT  OB. 
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WRITl'EN  IMMEDIATELY  AFTER  READING 
THE  SPEECH  OF  ROBERT  EMMET, 

Olf  nXS  TRIAL  AXD  CONVICTION  FOB  HIOH  TREASON, 

8EPTBHBBR,  1803. 

**  Let  no  man  write  my  epitaph ;  let  my  grave 
Be  uninscribed ;  and  let  my  memory  rest 
Till  other  times  are  come,  and  other  men, 
Who  then  may  do  me  justice."  * 

Emmet,  no ! 
No  withering  curse  hath  dried  my  spirit  up, 
That  I  should  now  be  silent,  —  that  my  soul 
Should  from  the  stirring  inspiration  shrink, 
Now  when  it  shakes  her,  and  withhold  her  voicei 
Of  that  divinest  impulse  never  more 
Worthy,  if  impious  I  withheld  it  now, 
Hardening  my  heart.    Here,  here,  in  this  free  Isle, 
To  which  in  thy  young  virtue's  erring  zeal 
Thou  wert  so  perilous  an  enemy,  — 

*  Those  were  the  words  in  his  speech:  **  Let  there  bo  no 
inscription  upon  my  tomb ;  let  no  man  write  my  epitaph :  no 
man  can  write  my  epitaph.  I  am  here  ready  to  die.  I  am  not 
allowed  to  vindicate  my  character;  and,  when  I  am  prevented 
from  vindicating  myself,  lot  no  man  dare  to  calumt.iate  me. 
Let  my  character  and  my  motives  repose  in  obscurity  and 
peace,  till  other  times  and  other  men  can  do  them  justice. 
Then  shall  my  character  be  vindicated ;  then  may  my  epitaph 
be  written.    I  have  done." 
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Here  in  free  England  slmH  an  EngUsli  hand 
Build  ihy  iniperi»lublu  monument ; 
Oil  1  lo  thine  own  misfortune  and  to  ours, 
Bjr  tlane  own  deadly  error  so  beg^uUed, 
Here  In  fiee  England  shall  aa  En(;listi  ?oioe 
Raise  up  tli;  rnouriiing-soiig.     Fur  lUou  host  p 
Tlic  bitter  punuliy  of  that  Dii»deed ; 
Justice  liaiU  dune  lii:r  unrelenting  piu-t, 
If  she  ill  truth  be  Justice  vrlio  driven  on, 
Bloody  and  blind,  the  diurtot  wltecU  of  Di^Ub. 


So  ^Dung,  so  glowing  for  tlic  general  good, 
Oh,  what  a  Ictwly  miudiood  luul  l)et;ii  thine. 
When  all  llm  violent  workings  of  thy  youth 
tlitd  passed  away,  had^t  lliou  been  widely  spar 
Lcf\  to  ihe  slow  and  certain  influences 
Of  Btleut  feeling  and  maturing  [houglit  I 
IIow  had  that  heart,  lliat  iiobla  lieai't,  of  thine, 
Wliieh  even  now  had  snapped  one  spell,  whiet 

beat 
With  liuuli  brave  indignation  at  the  sliame 
And  guilt  of  France,  uiul  of  her  niiscrcanl  lord,- 
Hew  had  it  clung  to  Eiigbindl     With  what  love,  j 
What  pure  and  perfect  love,  returned  to  lier, 
Now  woftliy  of  thy  love,  the  champion  uow 
For  freedom, — yea,  the  only  cbaiupien  now, 
And  eixin  to  be  the  avenger  I     But  tbe  blow 
Iluth  fallen,  the  uidiscriminating  blow, 
Tliut  for  its  portion  lo  the  grave  coniiigned 
VoutJi,  Genius,  generous  Virtue.     Oh,  grief, 


Oh,  Borrow  anil  reproach  !     Have  ye  to  learn, 
Deaf  10  Ilio  iia^i.  anJ  lu  the  fulore  blind, 
[  Ye  who  lhU9  irremissihly  exact 
L  TIte  fbrfeit  life,  how  lightly  life  b  slaked, 
j  TThen  in  dUtempered  timea  the  feverish  mind 
f  To  elrong  delusion  yields?     Have  ye  lo  leura 
Willi  wlial  a  deep  and  spirll-slirriiig  Toice 
Piljr  doth  call  Revenge?     Have  ye  no  hearts 
To  feet  and  understand  how  Mercy  tames 
The  rebel  nature,  maddened  by  old  wrongs^ 
And  binds  it  in  the  gentle  bands  of  love, 
Wlien  eleel  and  adamant  were  weak  to  hold 
That  Samson-strength  subdued  ? 

Let  no  man  write 
I  Thy  epitnph !    Emmet,  nay ;  thou  shall  not  go 
Without  lliy  funeral  strain  I    O  young  and  good 
}  And  wise,  though  erring  hero  I  thou  ebalt  not  go 
k  Cnhonored  nor  unsung.     And  hotter  thus 

Beneath  that  iiidiscri  mi  tutting  stroke, 
'  Bettor  to  fall,  than  to  have  lived  to  mourn, 
E  As  sure  thou  wouldst,  in  misery  and  remorse, 
I  Thine  own  disastrous  triumph  j  to  have  seen, 
mis  tbu  Almighty  at  that  awfUl  hour 
■^nd  turned  away  his  fwre,  wild  Ignorance 
T X«t  loow,  and  frantle  Vengeance,  und  dark  Ziyil, 
I.Aoil  all  bad  pa^eions  tyrannoui>,  and  the  fires 
I  Of  Persecution  onee  again  ahlaxe. 
I  How  hntl  It  dUnk  Into  lliy  soul  to  see, 
I  Lut  curse  of  nil,  the  rulBati  slaves  of  Frnncs 
mj/a  thy  dear  native  country  lonting  it! 
voL-u.  B 


2i-2 
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How  happier  thu^  in  that  heroic  mood 
That  takea  away  Ihc  sting  of  death,  to  dio, 
By  all  ilie  good  and  all  the  wise  forgiven ; 
Tea,  JO  all  ages  by  the  wise  and  good 
To  be  remembered,  mourned,  and  houored  itilll 


XTT. 
THANKSGIVISO  FOR  VICTORY. 


Glory  to  thee  in  ibine  omnipoieu**, 

O  Lord  1  who  art  our  shield  and  our  defence, 

Anil  doat  dispense, 
Aa  seemelli  lie!<t  lo  thine  unerring  will, 

(Which  passeth  mortal  sense,) 

Tlie  lot  of  Victory  still ; 
Edging  somcliniea  with  might  the  sword  ui^uat|| 

And  bowing  to  the  dust 
The  rightful  cause,  lliut  so  s 
May  tliine  apjiointed  purposes  fulfil ; 
Sometimes,  as  in  tliis  late  auspicious  hour 

For  wliich  our  hymns  we  raise, 
Making  the  wicked  feel  thy  present  power ; 

Glory  to  thee,  and  praise, 
Almighty  God,  tiy  whom  our  strength  wna  gireal 
Glory  to  thee,  O  Lord  of  enrth  and  heaven  1 
Keswick,  IfilG. 
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XV. 

STANZAS 

WRirrui  IX  ULDT  lojssdalx'b  albcx,  at  lowthkk  CAmji, 

OCT.  13, 182L 

1. 

Sometimes  in  youthful  years, 
When  in  some  ancient  ruin  I  have  stood, 
Alone  and  musing,  till  with  quiet  tears 

I  felt  mj  cheeks  bedewed, 
A  melancholy  thought  hath  made  me  grieve 
For  this  our  age,  and  humbled  me  in  mind. 
That  it  should  pass  away,  and  leave 

No  monuments  behind. 

2. 

Not  for  themselves  alone 
Our  fathers  lived ;  nor  with  a  niggard  hand 
Raised  they  the  fabrics  of  enduring  stone, 

Which  yet  adorn  the  land : 
Their  piles,  memorials  of  the  mighty  dead. 
Survive  them  still,  majestic  in  decay ; 
But  ours  are  like  ourselves,  I  said. 

The  creatures  of  a  day. 

8. 

With  other  feelings  now, 
Lowther !  have  I  beheld  thy  stately  walls. 
Thy  pinnacles,  and  broad,  embattled  brow, 

And  hospitable  halls. 


244 


SOnTHET'S  POEU8. 


The  aiin  those  niJe-spread  battlements  Bhall  c 
And  silent  years  unlianning  shall  go  by. 
Till  ccnCuricB  in  their  course  invest 
Thj  towers  with  sanctity. 


But  thou  tbe  while  sbalt  bear 
To  after-times  an  old  and  honored  name, 

And  to  remote  posterity  declare 

Thy  Founder's  virtuous  fame. 
Fair  structure,  worthy  the  triumphunt  itge 
Of  glorious  England's  opulence  and  power  1 
Peace  be  thy  lasting  heritage, 
And  happiness  ihy  dower  I 


1. 
TcRNKR,  t!iy  pencil  bring*  to  minil  a  day 

"When  from  Laveno  and  the  Bouscer  Hill 
r  OTcr  Lake  Vcrbanus  held  my  wny 

In  pleasant  fellowship,  with  wind  nt  will; 
Smooth  were  Ihe  waters  wide,  the  sky  serene. 
And  our  hear!,-  gladUeiied  with  Ihe  joyful  scent 
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Joj'Ail,  —  for  all  things  ministered  delight, — 
The  lake  and  land,  the  moiiulains  aiid  the  vales  i 
I  The  Alps  Ihetr  snowy  «iimniira  reared  in  light. 

Tempering  with  gelid  breath  the  iuumur  gnlcs ; 
I  And  verdant  shores  and  woods  refreshed  the  eye. 
That  eke  bad  ached  bcneaih  that  brillinnt  sky. 


t  To  that  elaborai«  island  were  we  bound, 
Of  yore  the  scene  of  Borromean  pride, — 

[  Folly's  prodigious  work :  where  all  around, 
Under  its  coroael,  and  self-belied, 

l-Xook  where  you  will,  you  cannot  clioosc  bat  » 

[The  obtrusive  motto's  proud  "IIumiliti!" 


I  Far  off  the  Borromean  saint  was  seen. 

Distinct,  though  distant,  o'er  his  native  town, 

I'iVhere  his  Colossus  n-ith  benignant  mien 
Looks  from  lis  station  on  Ai-ona  dowii : 

[  to  it  the  Inland  suilnr  liRs  liis  eyrs, 

I  Froni  tlie  wide  lake,  nhen  perilous  clonus  arias.  . 


^Bnt  no  ■torra  Ihrenlnneil  un  thai  snmmer  day ; 

The  wholu  rich  >:ci:ncnppi-nred  forjoyaoeA  made  j 
l<Wilh  many  a  gliding  linrk  the  more  was  gay. 

The  Buldi  and  groves  in  all  titeir  weialtli  ormyivd : 
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I  could  have  Lhouglit.  the  Sun  bi^hcld  willi  amilei 
Those  lowns  ari<l  palaoi^s  and  j>opuIi*iia  islea. 


From  fair  Arona,  even  on  such  a  day, 
When  gludness  was  descending  like  a  shover,  | 

Great  painter,  did  thy  gifted  eye  Burvey 

Tlie  splendid  scene ;  and,  i;onsi;iou3  of  its  powi 

Well  hath  tliine  hand  iairaitable  given 

Tlie  glories  of  llio  lake  and  land  and  heaven. 
Keswick,  1E28. 


OS  A  PICTURE  BY  J.  M.  ^VRIOHT,  ESai 

(Bnfnnd  Bit  U»  "  R«inik>  "  of  IBW.] 
1. 

The  skylark  hath  perceived  his  prison-door         ' 
Unclosed ;  for  libei'ty  the  captive  tries : 

Puss  eageriy  hath  watched  him  from  the  floor. 
And  in  her  grasp  he  flutters,  pants,  and  dies. 

2. 
Lucy's  own  Pusa,  and  Lucy's  own  dear  Bird, 

Her  fostered  favoiiiea  both  for  many  a  day, 
That  which  the  tender-hearted  girl  preferred, 

She  in  her  fondness  knew  nol,  sooth  to  say. 
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For  if  the  skylark's  pipe  were  shrill  and  strong. 
And  iis  rich  tones  t!ie  thrilling  ear  might  plense, 

Tet  Pussybel  could  breatiie  a  fireside  song 
As  wianiog,  when  she  lay  on  Lucy's  knees. 


Botli  knew  her  voice,  and  each  alike  would  seek 
Her  eye,  her  smile,  her  fondling  touch  to  gain : 

How  fiiinlly,  then,  may  words  her  sorrow  speak. 
When  by  the  one  she  seea  the  other  slain  t 


The  flowers  fall  scattered  Irom  her  lifled  hands ; 

A  cry  of  grief  she  utters  in  affright ; 
And,  self-condemned  for  negligence^  she  stands 

Aghast  and  helpless  at  the  cruel  sight. 


Come,  Lney,  let  me  dry  those  tearful  eyes ; 

Tcdce  thou,  dear  child,  a  lesson  not  unholy, 
From  one  whom  Nature  taught  to  moralise, 

Both  in  his  mirth  and  in  his  melancholy. 

7. 
I  wQl  not  warn  thee  not  (o  set  thy  heart 

Too  fondly  upon  perishable  things : 
In  vain  the  earnest  preacher  spends  his  art 

Upon  that  theme ;  in  vnia  the  poet  sings. 
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It  is  our  nature's  strong  necessity, 

And  tliU  the  soul's  unerring  Imttncts  lell : 

Therefor©  I  say,  let  us  love  worthily, 

Dear  cliild,  and  ihca  we  cannot  lorn  tnn  well  1 


Better  It  is  nil  losses  to  deplore, 

VTIticIi  dutiful  nfTcction  can  euslnin, 
Tliiia  tbttt  Uie  heart  should,  in  its  inmost  core. 

Harden  wiUiout  it,  and  have  lived  in  vain. 

10. 
This  love  which  lliou  hast  lavished,  and  the  woi 

Wliicli  raakc.i  thy  liji  now  quiver  with  di»lreea,fl 
Are  liut  a  vent,  an  innocent  oveiiJow, 

From  the  deep  springs  of  fenude  tenderaMa. 

U. 
And  something  I  would  teach  Ihee  from  the  gri^  i 

That  thus  hath  filled  those  gentle  eyes  wilh  U 
The  which  rony  be  thy  sober,  sure  relief, 

When  sorrow  visits  thee  in  afler-years. 

12. 
I  ask  not  whither  is  the  spirit  fiown 

That  lit  the  eye  which  thero  in  death  is  sealed^ 
Our  Father  halh  not  made  that  mrslery  known  1^ 

Needless  the  knowledge,  therefon  not  revedaa 


13. 
But  did;t  lliou  kaon,  in  sure  ao<l  EacTed  truth. 

It  bail  a  pincu  assigned  !a  vondcr  skies, 
Thctf,  tliniugli  an  endlcse  life  of  jojrous  youth. 

To  wnrble  in  the  l)OWe»  of  purudiso ;  — 

U. 
Lucy,  if  then  the  power  to  iliee  were  given 

In  tlint  cold  form  its  life  to  rc-«ngn{;e, 
Woulilat  tbou  call  back  Uie  warbkr  fi-ora  its  lieaven. 

To  be  again  ihe  tenant  of  a  cage  ? 

IS. 
,  Only  that  ibou  mighisi  clierish  it  iigain, 

Wouldst  tbou  Ihe  object  of  lliy  lore  recall 
M  To  morial  life  and  dionce  and  change  and  [>ain 

And  deatli,  widdi  must  he  suffered  once  by  all  ? 

IG. 
rOh,  no,  thou  myVl ;  oh,  surely  not, —  not  sal 

I  read  tlie  answer  which  ihosc  looks  txpre^i 
[For  pure  and  true  afftclion,  well  I  know. 

Leaves  in  the  heuit  no  room  fur  scUUhneM. 

17. 
.  Buch  loTc  of  all  our  virtues  U  the  gem ; 

Wv  bring  with  its  the  immortal  seed  at  birth: 
P  lOf  heaven  il  u,  and  heavenly ;  woe  to  them 

Who  make  it  wholly  earthly  and  uf  earth  I 
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18. 


What  we  love  perfectly,  for  its  own  sake 
We  love,  and  not  our  own,  being  ready  thos 

Whate'er  self-sacrifice  is  asked,  to  make  ; 
That  which  is  best  for  it,  is  best  for  us. 

19. 
O  Lucy !  treasure  up  that  pious  thought : 

It  hath  a  balm  for  sorrow's  deadliest  darts ; 
And  with  true  comfort  thou  wilt  find  it  fraught, 

If  grief  should  reach  thee  in  thy  heart  of  heartSi 

BUCKI,A»D,  ISIB. 


My  days  among  the  Dead  are  passed  ; 

Around  me  I  behold. 
Where'er  ih'ese  cn.'ita1  eyes  aro  cast. 

The  mighty  minds  of  old; 
Sly  never-fiiiling  frieiiJiS  aro  they, 
With  whom  1  converse  day  by  day. 

2. 
With  llicm  I  take  dclipht  in  weal, 

And  seek  relief  in  woe  ; 
And,  while  I  understand  and  feel 

How  much  to  them  I  owe, 
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Uy  checks  IiaTe  often  been  bedewed 
With  tears  of  ihougbiful  gratitude. 


Hj  tliODghis  are  witb  the  Dead  ;  with  them 

I  live  in  long-past  jennt, 
Their  Tirlues  love,  their  fitalta  condcmD, 

Partake  their  hope«  and  fears, 
And  from  ifacir  lessons  seek  and  6nd 
Insimclion  with  an  Iitiiable  mind. 


My  hopes  are  willi  the  Dead ;  aauo 
Hy  pla4!e  with  iheui  triU  be, 

And  I  with  them  sliaU  travel  on 
Through  all  futurity; 

Tet  leaving  here  n  luuoe,  I  truat, 

That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust. 
KuwiCK,  ists. 


mrrATED  from  the  Persian. 

I  XiOfCD  I  wito  art  miirrirul  m  well  as  ju»I, 
J,  Aiclinfl  thine  ear  in  me,  a  child  of  dust : 
|jIot  what  I  would,  0  Lord  !  1  offer  thee. 

Aim  I  bnt  what  I  can. 
^^KtJier  Alfniglity,  who  lin»t  made  me  man, 

i  bade  tne  look  to  heaven,  for  thou  art  there. 
■Accept  my  sacrifice  and  humble  prayer. 


iS2  SOOTH  El's   POKKS. 

Four  things  which  are  not  in  tby  treasury, 

I  laj  before  thee,  Lord,  with  this  petition :  — 

Mj  nothingness,  my  wants, 

My  sins,  and  my  contrition. 

LoWTRSB  Cabtu:,  isa& 
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Cabstos  It  ■  nuiU  rillsgc  kbout  flm*  milM  rram  Billi,  >  titti* 
to  llM  left  of  Itw  Brutal  Raul.  Tha  aunar  WM  p«n«d  with 
b]-  tha  minlu  of  B.itli,  sboot  the  iKiga  of  Heii/y  L,  tn  Sir 
Rep<r  >)«  Si.  to.  <n  uchuigs.  It  coBiinucd  in  hi<  rnmiljr  till 
tbo  relen  of  Edvinl  tl.,  wti«D  il  paswtl  to  tiia  Ihnuly  of  Ingr, 

ganRntioni.    In  [iroeau  of  timt,  il  cnni*  to  the  Rimngloiii, 

and  su  bj  Iham  hiIiI  m  JoMjih  Ijangtan,  «I»h>  tlunghter  uid 

twifVM  brDHf^il  It  in  nurrltga  to  Witiiiiin  Cora  Liui^:lon,  Esq. 

Ihc  dturab,  irUieti,  in  UM,  «nu  valneil  at  T  nurfc*,  ti.  W. 

I   Va»qipni)iriMadtulheiirl<irBiii]  oouTcnl  orBatli,Biut  *  tIcu- 

onliiin>d  h»ni  hy  BI«lii>p  Jolin  it  Drokmil'-ml.  Knr.  1. 

I,  decrMliiR  that  tlu  riati  uid  hli  nieM»on 

'   ifaoald  h»«  a  ball,  with  chwnben,  kllehan,  an 

I    irilh  a  tUrJ  part  iif  tl»  prlmi  uul  eurtUng*,  auil  a  pignnn- 

LM,  furm«r1r  tivlimging  (u  111*  jniMmaj;*  i  llint  tit  tlimlij 

t   tan  OM  BCTTi  of  nniM"  1irir|.  jniuistlug  of  three  pueeli,  tote 

"      " ■  inoiiage,  (ogcUict  with  com- 

.   !i  jiIaOHU  tliKnetur  iiT  tha 

,    l^d  diiir.-'.  '  Il  ha  tbnalij  nctHro  IVom 

fpdotii  -(ijiirtCTof  LuaiJ^suTi  joarij, 

d  hsTi  til,  u»'  ...ni. :.-.'.  :....!  iLtl  .nuU  UlhH  of  !<(t>iia  and 

r1ilii|tv>  liinmi^iiui  th«  iTuriihl  that  Uie  reDs»nu  nforuiilil 

d  ilieir  (Upcfuon.  m  rrclon  of  Ilia  (old  ohunLh,  iliouU  bar* 

L  iM  tka  anOila  IhdiI.  u  Itli  a  park  bekHigliig  to  tha  htuJ  (tlia  acn 

MBtiODHl  dilIv  ■Kcniiinl),  Bijil  r*»in  all  (twI  tltho*, 

of  onrn  aa  of  hajt  tha  mM  reUf^hnii  In  tuilnla  id] 

.nnllnafy  ami  iilnofjlnary,  inonmbanl  onlbt  chnrah, 

nelon  thamiE    Tba  I'rtor  of  Bath  ba<!  a  vrarly  iKOiinn 

r^  of  Um  *li»ni<  i>f  M.  —  G>ffi<u<fl't  IKA  tf  SammrlAirt, 

iiL  pp.  Ml-MT. 
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Om  as  1  journey  through  the  vale  of  ycore. 
By  hopes  enlivened,  or  depressed  by  fears, 
Allow  me,  ]Uemory,  in  thy  treasured  store 
To  view  the  days  that  will  return  no  more. 
And  yes  !  before  thine  intellectual  ray 
Tlie  clouds  of  mental  darkness  melt  away ! 
As  when,  at  earliest  day's  awakening  dawn, 
The  hoveling  mists  obscure  the  dewy  lawa, 
O'er  all  the  landscape  spread  their  influence  chill, 
Hang  o'er  the  vale  and  wood,  and  hide  the  hill ; 
Anon,  slow  rising,  comes  the  orb  of  day; 
Slow  fade  the  shadowy  misis,  and  roll  away ; 
The  [)i-os]H'Ct  opens  on  the  traveller's  sight. 
And  hills  and  vales  and  woods  reflect  (he  living  light. 

O  thou,  the  mistress  of  my  future  diiys  ! 
Accept  thy  miiisii'ers  ret im*] "'dive  lays; 
To  whom  Iho  minsiivl  uiul  the  lyrt-  belong. 
Accept,  my  KiiiTii,  Mi-moiy's  pensive  song. 
Of  Ionj;-iia^t  days  I  .=in-.  ere  yut  1  knew 
Or  Ihouv-hl  uiid  grief,  or  Iiup|iincss  mid  you; 
Hrc  yet  my  ii.fiuit  hearl  had  learnt  to  prove 
The  eur.s  of  life,  the  lioi«-s  and  feurs  of  love. 


Corslon.  twelve  ye; 
(lave  |.as-ed  with  r 


.us  f.irtui 
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Yet  still  win  Mi'inorj'a  busy  eye  retrace 
Each  liule  vtslige  of  tlm  w«ll-kii(iwu  plaeo  i 
Eiicli  wimlcd  huuiit  And  scene  itf  yciutliTiil  Joy. 
Wbcru  murrimeiit  lins  chr;ere<l  the  careleue  1)oy  i 
Well  plensud  will  fiinwy  Blill  the  spot  surrey 
Where  once  be  triumjilieil  in  the  boyish  [iliiy, 
Willioiit  Dn«  eare  vrhere  every  mora  lie  rosu. 
Where  every  evuiiiiig  suiilc  to  utlra  rujso^ie. 

Large  whs  the  house,  though  fuUun,  in  course  ut' 

fate. 
From  iu  old  grwidonr  and  mnnorinl  atnte. 
Lord  of  the  manor,  here  the  jovlnl  squire 
Ouce  called  hts  leniiDts  round  ttio  crackling  liiv  i 
Hero,  while  iliu  glon-  oi' joy  «titf\i«cd  his  face. 
Hi  t<ild  hid  Ancient  exploits  in  the  chase, 
And,  (iroud  liia  rivtd  sportsmen  to  surpass, 
He  lit  u^in  the  pipe,  and  filled  again  iha  glaas. 

Dul  now  no  more  was  heard  at  early  mom 
The  echoing  clangor  of  ilia  huntsman's  hoin  ; 
No  more  the  eager  hounds  wlih  deepening  cry 
Leaped  round  him  as  they  knew  their  pa^ilme 

nigh; 
The  squire  no  more  oheyed  the  morijlug  eall. 
Nor  favorite  spaiiieU  lillud  the  sportsman's  liall; 
Por  he,  the  hist  dusceiiduiit  of  his  niee, 
Klept  with  Iiiii  father*,  mid  forgot  the  chase. 
Tliere  ntivt  in  [letty  eiupire  o'er  the  school 
Tlie  mighty  luiuier  held  despotic  rule  i 
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Trembling  in  silence  all  his  deeds  we  saw, 

His  look  a  mandate,  and  bis  word  a  law ; 

Severe  liis  voice,  severe  and  stern  his  mien, 

And  wondrous  strict  he  was,  and  wondrous  wi 


Even  now,  througli  many  a  long,  long  yeai',  I  Inu-e 
The    hour  when   &nt  with  awe  I  viewed  lii>> 

Even  now  recall  my  entrance  at  the  dome, — 
"Twiis  the  first  duy  I  ever  left  my  liomu ! 
Years  intervening  have  not  worn  awiiy 
The  deep  remembrance  of  that  wivtchi^d  day, 
Nor  latight  mu  (o  forget  my  earlie>I  ffiiis, 
A  ruolhur's  f.mdiii-^s  and  a  muiliL-iV  t.-iii>  ; 
Wbuti   .'lose   sliu   iiresiicd   inc   lo   Ji.T  M.m.wiug 

]l<!llL-(, 

As  loiiib  ii,'=  even  I  myself  lo  pail ; 
And  I,  iis  I  buliiOd  her  «>i-rows  Mow, 
Witb  i.:unfiil  effort  hid  my  inward  woe. 

But  lime  lo  yoiitliful  [roubles  briiifjs  r.'lii-f. 
And  eii.-li  new  object  wcuns  ibe  diil'l  IVom  grtrf. 
Like  Ajnil  sIl.w.ts  lliu  U-Jirs  of  youlb  .|.-swii.l  ; 
Sudilenly  tlicy  fall,  and  suddenly  lb.-y  .rn.l. 
Anil  fie^ber  jdeasiiru  .■beers  ibe  following  bo-ir. 
\f  brighter  shines  ihe  sun  after  tlie  April  >bi.w.T. 

Melliink-i  even  iioh-  the  iiitervievv  I  >ec, 
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Madi  of  mjr  future  Unjipineid  llxtj  saU, 
Slacli  of  the  easy  life  iht:  iwlinUti^  l«(l. 
Of  sfinciuas  pln^ •gniiiiiU  anil  of  wliolisumn  nir, 
The  best  in^ruclioii  aud  Ui«  leiidvresi  uure  i 
And  when  I  (ollawed  lo  the  gardeunloor 
)It  father,  till  tliraugh  tean  I  saw  oa  wura, 
Hnw  civilly  ihey  Kwthed  my  fmrltng  punl 
,   And  never  did  llicj  epu^  ta  civilly  again. 

Why  lovet:  ike  soul  un  earlier  yeitrs  tu  dwell. 
When  Memory  epreodu  ttround  her  saddi-ning 

Wlien  discwilvnt,  willi  sullen  glmim  o'ercuisl, 
Toms  from  thp  pn-sent,  and  prt^fers  thn  piwt? 
Why  cills  fvliection  to  my  pensive  view 
Koch  trifling  act  of  infniicy  hiikw, 
&acb  tricing  lut  with  pleasure  pondering  o'er, 
Kren  nt  thi;  time  nhun  trifles  plr-aso  no  more? 
Yei  is  rcmfluibnuice  sweet,  though  well  I  know 
Tlic  day*  of  childhnoil  i»r«  Iml  ilnys  of  woe ; 
Some  mdu  rentrRinl,  some  petty  tyrant,  soarB 
WImt    olsn    ehonld    be    oar   sweetest,  blilhett 

Tel  is  it  Kwcct  lo  call  tiiuso  lionn  In  mind,  — 
ThiKc  easy  hours,  for  ever  left  behind) 
Ere  core  begnn  the  spirit  to  op|)re8s, 
Wlicn  ignonuice  itsrif  was  luppineas. 

Such  wiu  my  slate  in  those  remetniH.'reii  years, 
Whud  two  small  acnM  hounded  oil  my  fears: 
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And  therefore  still  with  pleasure  I  recall 

The  tapestried  achcml;  tlie  bright,  brown-boarded 

hall; 
The  murmuring  brook,  that  every  morning  saw 
The  due  observance  of  the  cleanly  taw ; 
Tlie  walnuts,  where,  when  fuvor  would  allow, 
Full  od  I  went  to  senrch  each  well-stripped  bough) 
The  orab-tree,  which  supplied  a  secret  honrd 
With  roiisted  craba  to  deck  the  wintry  board: 
These  trifling  objeels  then  my  heart  possessed. 
Tliese  trifling  objects  still  remiun  impressed ; 
So,  when  with  unskilled  hand  some  idle  hind     - 
Curves  liis  rudo  name  within  a  sapling's  rind, 
In  aili^r-ycars  the  iH;iisant  lives  to  sec 
Tliii  t'X])anding  Icili-rs  grow  as  grows  the  tree; 
Though  cvciy  wiiiti-r's  dwoljiling  sway 
Sliiike  Ihf  luiiiriie  grove,  and  sweep  the  If.ivcs  away, 
Th;it  riKlo  inst-riplion  uneffae.-d  will  Ii.m, 
Uiiallei'cd  liy  the  storm  or  wintry  blii-H. 


Oh,  while  well  i>U:aM-<\  the  I.-ttcn;d  tmveljcr  roams 

Among  old  temples,  palaces  -tO'l  dome^ ; 

.Stray  Willi  the  -\nib  o'it  tlie  wreek  of  time. 

Where  erst  I'liJmyra's  tower?'  iirose  i^uliMmc  ; 

Or  marks  llie  Uzy  Turk's  l<'lliargi<;  pride. 

And  Oreeian  shivery  on  llyssus"  side,  — 

Oh,  be  it  mine,  iilool"  from  public  !<Irife. 

To  murk  llie  cbaiiges  of  iloiiieslic  life, 

The  tillered  se.-nes  where  ori..-e  I  bore  a  part, 

Wlii-ri'  every  change  of  fortune  sti-ikes  the  heart! 
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f  Afi  trbeci  tlie  merry  hvUn  with  echoing  soutid 
t.  Procluim  tim  news  of  victory  urouuil, 
Rtgoiuing  patrioU  run  the  news  to  i^prewl 
or  glurioiia  conquest  and  of  tbonsands  dtnA, 
All  join  the  loud  hazen  with  enger  brcnth. 
And  triumph  in  the  tale  of  blood  and  death  ; 
I  But  if,  extended  on  the  battle-plmn, 
f  Cul  off  in  conquest,  Bome  dear  friend  be  slain, 
I  Afieclion  then  will  flil  the  son-owing  eye, 
I  And  suffering   Nuture   grieve    ilmt   one    should 
die. 


L'  Cold  was  tlio  moi-n,  and  bleak  the  wintry  blast 
f  Blew  o'er  the  meadow,  when  I  saw  thee  Inst. 
V  My  bcKom  bounded  us  I  wimdered  round 
I  "With  eilunt  steji  the  long-roiuemhered  ground, 
I  "Wlicrc  I  bad  Uiiiered  out  so  many  an  hour, 
["Chnsed  ihe  gay  butterfly,  aiid  culled  ibe  flower, 
f'Sought  llie  swill  arrow's  erring  course  to  tmee, 
ftOr  with  mine  equaU  vied  amid  the  vliaac. 
^2  saw  tlic  chureli  where  I  hiid  elept  away 

e  tedious  serriee  of  the  suuiitier  day  ; 
bOr,  bciiring  siidly  all  the  prt>urhcr  told, 

er  waked  and  slilvered  with  the  cold. 
COft  have  my  foctstepa  roamed  the  saered  ground 
[.W  lie  re  heroes,  kings,  and  pncU  sleep  around : 
FOA  traced  the  mouldering  citstle's  ivied  widl, 
Bpr  aged  convent  tottering  to  its  fall ; 
Tet  never  had  ray  bosom  frit  such  pain, 
I,  Corston.  when  I  saw  thy  scenes  again ; 
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For  many  a  long-lost  pleasure  came  to  view. 
For  many  a  long-past  sorrow  rose  anew ; 
Wlieru  whilom  all  were  friends  I  stood  alone, 
Unknowing  oil  I  saw,  of  all  I  saw  unknown. 

Tlicre,  wliere  vaj  little  hands  were  wont  to  rear 
With  pride  the  earliest  salad  of  the  year  ; 
Whore  never  idle  weed  to  spring  was  seen. 
Rank  thorns  and  nettles  reared  their  heads  ob- 

Still  all  around  and  sad,  I  saw  no  more 
The  pluyful  group,  nor  heard  the  playful  roar; 
There  echoed  round  no  shout  of  mirth  and  glee ; 
II  sceinud  as  though  the  world  were  chiingiid  like 


Enough '.  it  boots  not  on  the  past  to  dwell : 
Fiiir  SL'edi!  of  other  years,  a  long  farewell ! 
Rou.<G  up,  my  soul !  it  houts  not  to  iv^iine ; 
Rou:rC  up!  for  worthier  feelings  should  lie  thine. 
Thy  p»th  is  plain  and  straight;    lliat  light  is 

Onward  in  faith,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Iloaven. 
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ih  lout  rwDTMilfDt  for  iH.  —  TBI  Hou>  or  Aen 


Vet  one  Suiij^  more,  one  high  mi>l  »)lerou  siraia, 
t  Ere,  Pliwlius!  on  tliy  ttitiiiila'a  ruined  whII 
1  I  hatig  the  silent  hnr]) :  there  may  ila  strings, 
I  When  th(!  nidii  icmpeat  shakes  the  agotl  pile, 
|lhUnk«  melftnclioly  mnsiel    One  song  more  I 
V,]*XK&TKft,  bear  me!  fnr  to  you  I  hymn 
P-^lie  rotivo  lay  ;  whether,  as  sagea  deem, 

Tfo  dwell  in  inmont*  Heaven,  the  Coonaellorat 

Of  Jove  i  or  if,  !!>>iiprome  o/  Deities. 

All  things  are  yours,  and  in  your  holy  train 

Jove  proudly  rank«,  and  Jono,  whiie-arraol  CJaeen 
L  And,  wisest  of  Immortals,  the  draail  Maid 
I  Altieuian  Pullas.     Venerable  Povrers, 
I  'HeArken  your  hymn  of  praise  I     Though  from  your 
riles 


Hunin  nnf  ■xpUimti'in  of  Iba  nima  Pfn.i 

•■■ppoatil  lu  rvJcn  in  Ibg  inn^wt  hisvrni. 

f  Thli  wu  tli«  bnllrl  of   th*  saoicnl  [T«tri 

A  Compltoos. 


■1  ihcy 
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Estranged,  iinj  cxik-d  fivm  your  altiirs  long, 
I  Imve  not  censed  to  love  you.  Household  Gods ! 
In  many  a  long  nnd  melancholy  hour 
Of  solitude  and  sorrow,  hath  my  heart 
Witk  earnest  longings  pi'aycd  to  rest  at  length 
Beside  your  hallowed  licarth ;  for  Peace  is  there  t 
Yes,  I  have  loved  you  long !     I  call  on  ye 
Yourselves  to  witness  with  what  holy  joy, 
Sliunning  the  common  herd  of  human-kind, 
I  iiave  retired  lo  waleh  your  lonely  fires. 
And  commune  with  myself:  delightful  horn's, 
Tliat  gave  mysterious  pleasure,  made  me  know 
Mine  inmost  heart,  its  weakness  and  its  strength, 
Tiiugln  me  10  dierlsli  with  devoulest  care 
lis  ik't'ii,  unworldly  rL'e;iiig>.  lauglit  me  loo 
The  bL-it  of  lessons,  —  to  resjitct  myself. 


Nor  have  I  ever  w.v<<-A  lo  [■f\fiviK-e  von. 
Domestic  Di^ilks  !   tVom  the  lij^l  duivn 
Of  rea-o.i,  llirougli  lli<;  iidvnluvons  pallis  of  youth, 
KvL-n  lo  Ihis  teller  day.  when  on  mine  ear 
The  uproar  of  iMnlL-ri/llj.;.'  iialion^  sounds 
Itnt  like  Ihe  iKi-^sing  wind,  and  wake-  no  pulse 
T,.  minuli.     \VI„;n  a  child  (fur  r^till  I  love 
rodw,.||  Willi  tondncs:.  on  my  .■hildi>li  yi-ars), 
When  (ir^;.  a  liillu  oins  I  lull"  my  horn,-,' 
I  can  rcm.inbiT  lia>  liisl  -liff  f  IVIl. 
And  llic  lir-1  piiirifnl  smik  ihal  rk.llicd  my  front 
Will,  Crliii;;-  nol  il,  own  :   sadly  al  ni-lil 
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fid,  wlion  llic  lingering  bour  of  i'cbI  was  come, 

I  wul  ffiili  tears  my  pillow.     As  I  gifw 
a  yeara  aiid  knowledge,  and  ihe  course  of  tima 
Devtloped  (he  young  feelings  of  my  heiiu. 
When  mosl  I  loved  in  solitude  to  rove 
Amid  tlie  woodland  gloom  i  or  wliere  tlie  rucka 
Darkened  old  Avon's  slreiiin.  in  the  ivied  ukve 
Eeelusu  to  sit  and  brood  the  future  song,  — 
Yet  not  tlie  le^  PESATBa,  loved  I  llien 
I  llie  less  ut  evening  hour 
ed  I  beside  llic  well-trimraed  Hre  to  si[, 
iorbed  in  many  a  dear  deeeitlul  drenm 
If  visionary  joys,  —  deceitful  dreams, 
Lnd  yet  not  vain ;  for,  painting  purest  bli^s, 
Ifcey  formed  to  Fancy's  monlil  licr  vomry^*  henrt 

r  Chorurell's  sedgy  side,  and  in  the  meiwls 
%ere  Isis  in  her  calm,  clear  slream  reflects 
willow's  bending  boughs,  at  early  dnwn, 

ilido  hour,  and  when  the  niglit-mist  rose, 
rnenibered  you  ;  and  when  llii:  n(>i»e 
r  lewd  Inlemperaiieo  on  my  lonely  ear 
t  with  loud  tumult,  as  recluse  I  sale, 
Rising  on  days  when  man  should  he  redeemed 
torn  servitude  and  vice  and  wi-etehednes*, 
blessed  you.  Household  GoiU !  because  I  loved 
r  peaceful  altars  and  seretier  rttea. 
T"did  I  eease  to  reverence  you,  when  driven 
mid  the  jarring  crowd,  nn  unfit  mnn 
>  mingle  with  the  world  ;  still,  still  my  lieur: 
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Siglietl  Tor  your  eaiictuaij,  and  inlj  pined ; 
And,  loathing  liumon  convbree,  I  Iiave  strayed 
Where  o'er  the  sea-bcacli  chillj  howled  the  blast, 
And  guzed  upon  the  world  of  waves,  and  wished 
That  I  were  far  beyond  the  Atlantic  deep, 
In  woodland  liauntu,  a  sojourner  with  Peace. 

Kot  idly  did  the  ancient  poets  dream, 
Who  peojilcd  earth  with  Deities.     Tlicy  trod 
The  wood  with  reverence  where  the  Dryads  dw«lt ; 
At  day's  dim  dawn  or  evening's  misty  hour 
They  saw  the  Oreads  on  their  mountain  haunts, 
And  felt  their  holy  influence;  nor  impure 
or  thought,  nor  evt-r  with  polhitcd  hiind^" 
Toiichud  llicy  iviihout  ii  ]>r.iyer  tlie  Snind's  s|ii-ing; 
Nor  ivilhoiil  ivvcrt'iicu  lo  the  liiver-goil 
C«>sscd  ill  iiiihi.i.[.y  liour  hU  lini|iid  Mri-um. 
Vi'i  Kii-  ihi-^  itillLi(.'iu-{!  ir:inM.-iit ;  siirh  bm-f  awe 
Iiis|i{i'iiig  a'  ijiu  lliuudm''s  long,  IiiikI  \w.i\ 

*  H^  iror*  ijn'iiui'  aoraiiuv  KtuJti^pnov  rMup 
"Oi  nmj/iio'  ihiifii,  tnJ»>rT,ri  Si  X'^^IC  I'wrrnf, 


Sirikc;^  to  the  feeble  spiriL     IIoa;rli<)l(l  God?, 
Xoi  such  your  empire  !  in  your  votoriiM*'  brenats 
No  rnooientarj'  impulse  ye  awake ; 
Xor  fleeting,  like  llieir  IdcrI  energies, 
,Tlic  deep  devotion  that  your  fano«  impart. 
O  ye  whom  Youth  has  wildered  on  your  way. 
Or  Flt^iuuro  with  licr  siren  song  hath  hired. 
Or  Fuiiio  with  spirit-stirring  trarcp  hulh  called 
To  elirnb  her  summits,  —  (o  your  Household  Gods 
Beiiirii  !  for  not  In  Pleasure's  gay  Rhodes, 
Nor  in  ilic  miquiei,  unsafe  hulls  of  Fame, 
DolU  tluppint'ss  abide.     O  ye  who  grieve 
Unch  fur  tliu  miseries  of  your  lel]o>v-kind, 
I  More  for  their  vices ;  yc  whose  biinesl.  vyvs 
>  Scowl  on  Op(>r«saion  i  ye  whose  honest  lirni  U 
I  Beat  high  when  Freedom  sound*  her  drcjid  nltii-m  ; 
1  O  y«  who  quit  the  path  of  peaceful  life, 
r  Crusading  for  mankind,  —  a  spaniel  race 
That  lick  the  hand  that  heals  ihcm,  or  tcai-  all 
Alike  in  frenzy,  —  to  your  Housobold  Gods 
Return  I  for  by  their  altai-s  Virtue  dwuUa, 
Aiid  Happiness  willi  heri  for  by  their  flrei* 
■  Tmnqutlllly,  in  no  luiaocial  mood, 
tSits  silent,  lUleiiing  lu  (be  paltering  (theweri 
■7or,  so  SuepicUm  *  ulecp  not  at  the  gate 
PiOf  Wisdom,  FuLieliood  shall  nuL  enter  tliei-e. 
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Aa  on  the  height  of  some  huge  eminence, 
Readied  with  long  lubor,  the  wayfaring  man 
Pauses  awhile,  aad,  gazing  o'er  t)ie  plain 
With  many  a  sore  step  travelled,  tuma  him  thea 
Serious  to  contemplate  the  onnard  road, 
And  calls  to  mind  the  comforts  of  his  home, 
And  sighs  tliat  lie  has  Jefl  them,  and  resolves 
To  stray  no  more ;  I  on  mj  way  of  life 
Muse  thus,  Fenatea,  and  with  firmest  ftuth 
Devote  myself  to  you.     I  will  not  quit, 
To  mingle  with  the  crowd,  your  calm  abodes. 
Where  by  the  evening  hearth  Contentment  sits 
And  hears  the  cricket  chirp;  where  Love  delights 
To  dwell,  an<I  on  your  altars  lays  hi.*  torch, 
Tiiat  hunvi  with  no  GXlinguisbahle  llitmc. 

Iloitr  nic,  ye  Powers  benignant!  there  is  one 
Miwi  bi.'  niinu  inmalc;  for  I  m:ty  not  choose 
But  luve  him.     lie  is  one  whom  miiny  wrongs 
IIuvc  ^ick.nM  of  the  world.     Tliere  wiis  a  time 
Wln-n  be  Kotilii  weep  to  lieiir  of  wirkt'ilness, 
And  woiiiti^r  iit  llic  liile  ;  wbcn  for  ibe  (ipjiit'ssed 
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f  And  lovely  a«  Apega's*  iiculpiured  form. 
Like-  that  falsu  image  caught  hid  naira  embracci 
And  piei'cod  hii  open  brea^U     Tho  reptile  raw 
Clung  rocin<l  hi«  Ikmoiii,  and,  with  viper  folds 
Encii'cling,  i>tuug  the  fool  who  foei«rcd  them. 
His  mother  vrne  Simplicity,  hU  sire 
Benevolence ;  in  earlier  dajra  he  bore 

.  His  fnther's  name-,  the  world  who  injured  him 
Call  him  Misanthropy,    I  uuy  not  uhooM 
But  love  him,  Household  GoUa  I  for  wc  grew  up 
To^^ether,  and  in  the  same  school  were  hred, 
Aiid  our  poor  furiuiie»  the  sume  course  have  held. 
Up  to  this  huur. 

Penates  I  some  there  ure 
Wiio  my,  that  not  in  the  inmost  heaven  ye  dwdl, 
Giuing  with  uje  remote  on  hU  ihe  wnya 

'  Of  man,  hU  Guardian  Gods  ;  wiselier  they  deem 

'  A  dearer  interest  to  the  human  raee 

I  Xink»  you,  yourselves  the  Spirits  of  ibo  Dead. 

I  Vo  mortal  eye  may  pierec  the  inviailile  world. 

I  Hn  light  of  human  reason  penolrnte 

y  Ttie  depth  where  Truth  lioe  hid.     Yet  to  tliia  fdtli 

I  My  heart  witli  instant  sympathy  assents ; 

}  And  I  would  judgo  all  ByHloms  and  all  failhs 

t  By  that  best  touchsleuc,  from  who^e  test  Deceit        , 

_  *  Odd  of  the  wnyi  >n4  m»iii<i  iif  Hi*  lymiit  Kiibit.  If  oiw 
I  |lf  hU  labjmU  r«riuai]  liili^iid  liim  monnyili*  cumiiinmlin]  Uim 
W  io  naxbnnt  111*  Apogu,  ^  tlie  itatuo  of  a  bBiiutinil  womnn,  to 
W  fbnnaj  u  to  cUip  Ihn  victim  to  lisr  breiut,  In  wliloli  i  [wtuIeU 
■   4ajgcr  Wiu  couveataJ. 
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Shrinks  like  the  Arch-fiend  at  Ilhuriel's  apear ; 
And  Sophistry's  gay,  glittering  bubble  bursts, 
As  at  the  spousals  of  the  Nereid's  son, 
"When  tliat  false  Florimel,*  witli  her  prototype 
Set  side  by  side,  in  her  unreal  charms. 
Dissolved  away. 

Not  can  the  linlls  of  Ileavtin 
Give  hi  ihe  hutnnii  soul  such  kindreil  J03'', 
As  hovering  o'er  its  earthly  haunts  it  feels, 
When  with  the  breeze  it  dwells  around  Ilie  brow 
Of  one  beloved  on  earth;  or  when  at  night 
In  dreams  it  comes,  and  brings  wilh  it  tlic  Day^i 
And  Joys  that  are  no  more ;  or  when,  pcrehance 
Willi  power  permiitod  to  alleviate  ill 
And  fit  llic  pufferer  for  the  coming  wc"-, 
Sonic  strange  pri-sngc  the  Spirit  bn-ailii-:,  iiml  till.- 
Tlie  breast  with  ominons  Icur,  prcjiiiririg  it 
the  aniictrd  heart 


For  soiTinv,  pom's  into 
The  balm  of  i-csignali< 
Wilh  lu-avenjy  hoi.e. 
To  vi^it  day  by  diiy  lb 


nd  ii 


His 


1  Im 
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h(l  witldi  all-aniious  for  ilie  promised  (lower: 
9iii«,  10  llie  bldst  spiril  in  innocence 
md  ]iure  alTeclious  like  n  lillle  i-liild, 
bwbct  will  ii  be  to  hover  o'er  iliu  iViends 
P^vl(iv(.-il ;  llion  Bw«ete«t.  if.  b8  iluiy  promp(», 

ill  earthly  care  n't  in  iheir  bruasis  have  sown 
0  ge^da  of  Ti'iiih  and  Viiiuo,  holy  flowers 
jp'lioso  odor  reacbeili  Htavon. 

When  my  sick  Uvnrt 
'  vrlih  liojie  long  delaytnl,  iLiin  M'bich  no  vnw 
Tdgltd  on  the  sjiirll  heavier)  from  iiself 
ecka  the  best  uumrurl,  oneu  linve  I  deemed 
u  did.il  wilncflii  every  inniiMl  Uiou|;ht, 
I !  my  denr,  dear  friend  !     For  not  in  vnin, 
9  eni'ly  summoned  on  thy  henvcnly  rciui'se  ! 

«  thy  brief  ittjtmrn  here  ;  me  didst  ihou  leuve 
[Piih  ''irengtUeneil  step  to  follnw  ihe  ri^Iii  jmih, 
11  wc  shall  meet  again.     Meantime  1  soothe 
I  deep  regret  of  nature,  wtlh  belief, 
i  KuML'XU  1  lluil  tliiiie  eye's  uelestlnl  ken 
rvtulcs  tno  now,  marking  willi  no  meini  jny 
c  movement*  of  llie  heart  tltat  IovihI  thee  wi-ll  1 


I.Such  f<'«lings  NiUare  prompts;  ami  hcnci 
riles 

Fwlic  Goile  !  arofic.     When  for  hk  tun 
>t'leM  grief  Syrophtuics  bewailed. 
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Mourning  kU  age  lefl  cUIldless,  aad  hJs  wealth 

Heuped  lor  an  alien,  lie  with  obstinate  eje 

Still  on  tlie  imaged  marble  of  the  dead 

Dwell,  piuupering  sorrow.   Tliither  from  lii^  wmlh 

A  sikfe  asjlum,  Acd  the  offending  stave, 

And  garlanded  the  statue,  and  implored 

Ilis  young  lost  lord  to  save.     R«men)bnin<;e  tlieu 

Softened  the  father,  and  he  loved  to  see 

The  voiive  wreath  renewed,  and  the  rivli  siuuke 

Curl  from  the  costly  eenscr  slow  and  sweeU 

Prom  Egypt  soon  the  sorrow-eootliing  rites 

Divulging  spread ;  before  your  idol-forms  * 

By  every  hearth  the  blinded  Pagan  knelt. 

Pouring  his  jiraycrs  to  thc^,  and  olfering  there 

Viiin  siii-rilioe  or  iiujiioudi,  and  sonK-'liint'S 

Wiih  liiiiii.'in  liluoil  yuiir  ^uiiutuiii-y  delilud; 

Till  ihe  lirnt  Uniius,  tynuiI-t-onijiiiTiiL^  diief. 

Anise:  he  lir^t  the  iin|iiim-i  riicj  put  ihnvn. 

}I<;  litliu'si,  who  for  FiTiduni  livt'd  aixl  di<^d. 

The  I'riiind  of  hutn:in-kin.l.     Th.-n  did  your  fciists 

Frei|ui:iil  reuur,  and  liliiim-lus!i ;  and  whi.-n  ciime 

The  soli^inii  fi'siival,!  wliii-e  ha]i|iif:it  rites 

E[iibk'm<-<1  EipiiUiiy,  the  hulie^i  [ruth, 

C'L-owiied  wilh  guy  g-.irliinds  were  your  stsilues  M-en  ; 

Til  yuu  ihe  tVugrunt  oeii^ier  sniukud,  tu  voii 

*  It  io  iiiiC  curtninly  kiiovn  under  uhat  r>iriii  the  E'i'iiiilr* 
wfro  wonliiii|i<il!  acconlhisto  sonir,  in  wwnk'n  or  l>riiifn  n.li 
■hiifiT't  like  triimpcM;  according  Co  otlien,  tlicy  ucru  rr|ir« 


The  rich  libation  flowed :  vain  Ba«riflce  I 
For  iiol  [he  pop|>y  wrealU,  nor  fruiW  nor  wine, 
Yc  ask,  Peimled  I  nor  [lie  altar  cleansed 
Willi  man^  a  raj'stiu  furm;  yn  a$k  the  heart 
HoUe  puri.-,  anti  hy  itomedtic  Peaue  and  Lovi; 
Halluwed  to  you. 

Hearken  yotir  liyrou  ot  pnti«c, 
f  Pcnules  I  tg  juur  Blirines  I  codte  for  re^t, 
I  There  onl,v  lu  be  found.     Ollen  Bi  eve, 

in  tay  wiiiiderings  I  have  «een  far  off 
9  Some  lonely  light  that  spake  of  comfort  Uiei-e, 
I  It  told  my  lieait  of  many  n  joy  of  home. 
When  I  was  huincli'ds.     Ot\un  as  I  gazed 
Prom  some  liigh  emineneo  on  goodly  valc:?! 
,    And  coU  and  villages  cmhowered  below, 
[  Tlie  thought  would  rise  ihat  all  lo  mti  was  stiiuige 
Amid  the  ^e«n9  so  fuir,  nor  one  small  spot 

[rre  my  tired  mind  might  rosl^  and  call  it  Home. 
TiR'rc  i»  a  magic  in  that  lillle  word: 
II  U  a  myotic  ciridu  that  suiTounda 
Conifortii  and  virine^  never  known  heyoiid 
Tlie  hallowed  limit.    Often  has  my  hcan 
L  >Aehed  for  that  quiet  haven  1     Uavened  now, 
f^2  Uiiuk  of  those  In  Ibis  world's  wilderness 
Who  wander  en  and  Knd  no  home  of  rest 
Till  lo  the  grave  they  go :  ihcra  Poverty, 
Hullow-eyed  fieii<l,  tlie  child  of  Wc^nlth  and  Power, 
Biiil  ofr^priiig  [)f  worse  parents,  aye  nlUicts, 
Cankering  with  her  fniil  mildews  the  rhillod  heart ; 
Them  Want  witli  scorpion  scourge  drives  to  tlie  den 
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Of  Guilt !  tliem  Slaughter  for  Ihe  price  of  dealh 
Thrawtt  to  her  raven  brood.     Oil,  not  on  them, 

God  of  eternal  Justice  I  —  not  on  them 
Let  fall  tiij  thunder  1 

Household  Deiiies ! 
Tlien  only  shall  be  Happiness  on  earth 
When  mun  sliall  feel  your  sacred  power,  and  love 
Your  tranquil  joys  ;  then  sliall  the  city  stand 
A  huge  void  sepulchre,  and  on  the  site 
Where  fortresses  and  palaces  have  stood, 
'I'ho  olive  grow ;  there  shall  the  Tree  of  Peace 
Strike  its  roots  deep,  and  flourish.     This  ibe  state 
Sli:ill  bless  the  race  redeemed  of  Alan,  when  Wealth 
And  Power,  and  all  their  liidwjus  [irogtTiy, 
Shall  fhik  annihilule,  and  >ill  niiiiikiad 
Live  ill  the  equiil  hrotherhnrK!  of  love. 
Hearl-cahiiing  hope,  and  unre  !   for  hillicrwiii'd 
Tt-nd  uUtlie  tumults  of  llie  troubled  world, 
ItM  woes,  its  wisdom,  and  its  wi<'kedrn;ss 
Alike;  so  He  biilli  willed,  whose  will  is  just. 


Sleiinlime.  nl!  hopin-  iiml 
In  (uttieiit  fnilb,  to  yiiii,  IXi: 
Siudi<ius  of  olhi^r  lore 
Yet  shall  my  1 1 

Willi  honest  pridt?.  Irnsling  iiiiii  i 
Lives  ilie  pure  song  of  Liberty  ;i 


|.,-eliiig  ull 

.,.,..,  ^v..g.  I  eonic. 
-meniher  tin:  p;ist  yen 

1  Truth. 
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